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CHAPTER  I 

In    wiiini    We    Co.vsinER    Parts,    Vermont    and 
Oru   FfoMi;  Folks  from  the  Standfoint  of  our 

XKWSrAi'KR  OlFICE. 


Vv  Iktc  ill  the  center  of  Vermont  in  a  valley 
enclosed  hy  the  virile  suiiiniils  of  the  Green  Moun- 
tuins,  is  the  liltle  New  England  town  of  Paris. 

Il  is  a  neighhorly  stat( a  neighborly  little  town. 

It  is  lovingly  known  as  "back  east"  to  large  numbers 
of  \'iinkee  folk  wIk^  in  fheir  young  manhood  or 
woMiaidiood  have  inislakeidy  left  it  to  pursue  fickle 
fortune  in  states  afar.  It  is  called  "up  north"  by 
those  southerners  who  know  us  only  from  our  prom- 
inence' in  the  weather  reports  or  think  of  Vermont  as 
oi)en  for  trav(>l  a  couple  of  months  only  in  the  sum- 
mer time.  As  for  the  country  at  large,  it  thinks  of 
us  a>  a  (piiet  little  state,  smelling  mostly  of  new- 
mown  hay  and  cow-barn,  ehiefly  valuable  to  the 
union  as  a  producer  of  turkeys  for  its  Thanksgiv- 
ing (liimers.  juaple  syru])  for  its  breakfast  pancakes 
or  pretty  school  ma'ams  for  its  western  romances. 

Once  upon  a  time  our  town  consisted  merely  of  a 
few  houses,  two  general  stores,  a  printing  office,  a 
post-office,  and  a  blacksmith  shop,  barnacled  about 
a  countrv  crossroads. 
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long  with  a  mile  of  modern  busiuess  blocks  at  one 
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end  and  :m  ((inal  (lislanc«>  fill«-<l  willi  pn-tcntlous 
rrsidcncrs  at  I  In-  otiuT.  Sid.-  stn>cls  liavv-  horn  laid 
out  hy  ««Mt(  r|)ri>iii«  real  rslalc  men;  Main,  Mai)U' 
and  Walnut  streets  hav(>  hrvn  paved  with  nialcrial 
on  wliicli  our  appropriate  ipiola  of  Ford  aufoniohdes 
skid  l)adly  in  wet  weather.  New  struetures  havt- 
;,riscn  wliere  twenty  years  a^'o  fat,  sociable  New 
England  homesteads  stood  behind  while  rail  fences, 
banked  with  hollyhocks  and  cinnamon  roses. 

On  the  main  street  of  Paris.  Setween  the  Odd  Fel- 
lows' Hall  and  Edward  Brothers'  Ci^ar  Store,  dating' 
back  to  th(>  early  days  of  the  couunnnity,  is  a  din^y 
brown  building  that  has  always  housed  a  printing 
office.  In  this  building  during  the  past  thirty-seven 
years,  two  men  have  been  pul)lishing  a  small-town 
evening  newsi)aper.  Out'  of  them  is  a  kindly, 
gri/zled  philosoi)her  by  the  name  of  Samuel  P.  Hod. 
The  other  is  his  partner,  —  the  humble  scribe  W'ho 
sits  before  a  battered  old  exchange  table  recording 
this  narrative. 

It  is  a  town  landmark,  this  newspaper  office  of  ours. 

Our  sign 

The  Paris  Daily  Telegraph 

is    wcather-})eaten    and    the    letters    are    well-nigh 
indistinguishable. 

Inside  these  humble  premises  the  furniture  is 
barked  and  battered.  Beneath  the  old  pine  counter 
lies  the  dust  ot  years.  An  antitpiated  green  box  safe 
by  the  side  window  is  piled  high  with  wasted  govern- 
ment money  in  the  shape  of  Congressional  Records 
and  files  of  old  correspondence  which  we  do  not  know 
why  we  save  yet  which  we  cannot  bring  ourselves  to 
throw  away.  The  pigeon  holes  of  th<^  walnut  desks 
are  stuffed  with  memoranda  and  impedimenta,  col- 
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1((t.-«l  there  fliron^h  iii;my  years,  lliat  we  are  always 
^'oiiij,'  to  clean  out  some   day  w lien    we  can    find    llie 

time. 

^ ft  on  those  rainy  <lays  or  IJio^i-  holidays  when  we 
,|<i  have  the  time  and  make  nol>le  start  at  tin-  epochal 
r.novalion,  we  do  not  j,'ef  far  into  the  mass.  For 
very  soon  we  are  sitting'  with  laded  yellow  clippings 
dropped  before  us  -letters  of  hygone  days  per- 
h.\\»  here  and  there  a  once-iis«-d  photof,'raph  of  some 
familiar  face,  disa[)peared  these  many  years.  And 
our  ^:\7r  is  far  away:  there  is  a  didl  ach<'  in  our 
liearts;  we  cannot  hriiiK'  ourselves  to  the  sacrilej,'e  of 
dislurhing  these  mute  testimonials  of  tin-  cruel 
flij,'hl  of  time.  We  cannot  consif,Mi  to  rul)t)ish 
basket  or  furnace  fire  this  litter  which  comes  to  us 
in  these  hours  like  voices  and  faces  from  the  dead, 
letter  indeed,  to  let  the  youn«,'sters  do  it  in  those 
fiitun-  years  when  we  likewise  .shall  he  hut  a  memory 
to  this  conununity  and  this  office. 

From  this  apparently  systemless  and  cluttered 
place  there  is  a  <loor  opening  into  a  long,  low-stud- 
ded apartment  in  the  rear.  In  u  more  i)retentious 
l)lant  it  would  l)e  designated  as  the  mechanical 
department.  To  us  it  is  oidy  the  '*  hack  room."  Here 
are  laid  out  the  chipped  ami  l)att<>re(l  imposing  stones 
and  racks  of  type-cases,  evt>n  more  al)used  than  the 
business  furniture  out  in  front.  The  floor  is  worn 
and  uneven  and  the  knots  in  the  old  boards  are  in 
evifh'nce.  Floor  cracks  are  pressed  full  of  dirt  and 
tiny  types,  swept  there  by  careless  boys  through  all 
the  yea  .,  that  have  .slij)ped  away. 

Over  in  the  .southwest  corner  is  our  old  linotype 

machine.     It  is  wheezy  and  rheumatic,  sure  to  lie 

IP  down  on  us  at  the  wrong  liiiie  ami  some  day  to  go  to 

^  pieci's  like  the  wouderful  one-horse  shay.     Finally, 
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in  the  oi>i)osit('  comer,  surrounded  l)y  vicious  ink- 
barrels  willi  fi()')l)y  sides  and  rolls  of  ne\vs])rint, 
is  the  Cox-Duplex  jn-ess  that  lias  stood  by  us 
tln-ou^di  the  years  like  some  faithful  old  animal.  It 
has  often  been  starved  for  oil,  il  is  encrusted  with 
dirt  for  want  of  care,  ))ut  it  has  done  its  duty  some- 
how, and  we  could  no  more  briuf?  ourselves  to  dispose 
of  it  and  put  in  stereotyping  machinery  than  we  could 
bring  ourselves  to  dis[)ose  of  one  of  our  children. 

This  is  the  honu-  of  our  little  country  ])af)er.  It 
is  far  from  being  a  ])relty  place.  Yet  wv  love  it  — 
we  who  have  labored  in  it  for  over  a  (luarler  century. 
For  in  it  we  see  in  a  thousand  little  ways  reminders 
of  the  changes  time  has  wrought  —  to  ourseIv(  <.  ar 
profession,  our  town,  our  luition.  We  love  it  most, 
however,  for  tlie  human  associations  il  has  meant 
to  us  in  the  daily  routine  of  getting  out  our  paper. 

The  career  of  the  Telegraph  began  in  the  'eighties. 
It  is  an  eight-page,  seven-colunni  little  paper,  often 
poorly  printed  in  the  cold  Vermont  winters  when  the 
ink  will  not  flow  fret^ly  in  the  fountains  of  the  pn'ss, 
or  in  the  warm  New  Engl,  nd  sr  nnuTs  when  the  same 
material  spreads  far  too  copiously  to  suit  the  con- 
noisseur of  good  printing  or  a  pressman  witli  a 
vocabulary  sur})assing  any  crass  imitation  in  type. 
Its  front  page  is  given  over  to  world  news,  telegraj)hed 
each  noontime  from  Boston.  Its  inside  pages 
chronicle,  from  day  to  day.  month  to  month  and 
year  to  year,  the  poorl\  -written  stereotyped  advertise- 
ments of  our  local  merchants,  bordering  the  daily 
sumn  ary  of  the  activities  of  our  home  folk :  births 
and  UKirriages  and  deaths,  little  stories  of  social 
glory  which  from  lime  to  time  descend  on  homes 
about  our  community;  the  meeting  and  parting  of 
friends ;  l)usiness  success  or  failure ;  illness  and  ac- 
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cidont,  petty  felony  and  unspeakable  tragedy,  —  all 
tin-  sad  gamut  of  human  atTairs  from  the  bathetic  to 
the  sacred,  with  which  the  country  newspaperman 
does  business. 

If  you  are  one  of  those  rare  souls  who  find  delight 
ill  the  study  of  your  fellow  men,  come  and  live  and 
work  awhile  in  the  office  of  a  little  country  paper. 
For  in  the  office  of  such  a  paper  in  an  American  small 
town  you  will  get  down  to  the  bedrock  of  human 
nature  closer  than  you  have  ever  reached  before.  All 
day  long  through  the  front  office  will  filter  the  pathos 
and  bathos  of  the  lives  of  your  kind  in  the  form  of 
news  for  your  columns  :  births  and  marriages  and 
deaths;  insi)iring  stories  of  success,  heartrending 
stories  of  failure ;  cheap  snobbery  masquerading  as 
(juality ;  noble  aspirations,  unrequited  sacrifices, 
kindly  return  of  good  for  evil.  And  in  the  back 
room  you  will  find  the  printer  folk,  perhaps  not  so 
])icturesque  as  they  were  yesteryear,  but  still  very 
luunanly  interesting  and  each  man  and  each  woman 
with  a  story  worth  the  telling. 

In  this  intensely  interesting  and  very  human  task 
of  publishing  this  little  country  newspaper,  there 
c(jnies  a  time  in  each  week  when  we  view  our  work  in 
perspective.  It  is  the  hour  on  Saturday  afternoons 
when  the  di^tribution  of  the  pay  envelopes  has  been 
made  and  the  labors  of  another  seven  days  are  ended. 
The  boys  and  girls  of  the  back  room  have  gone.  The 
whirring  of  the  shafting  that  runs  ihe  big  press  is 
silent  ;  the  motors  on  the  lir.  ^ype  have  been  shut  off 
and  the  front  office  is  no  longer  conscious  of  the  faint 
clicking  of  matrices  falling  into  endless  lines  of  news. 
With  the  back  room  smelling  of  printing-ink,  lubri- 
cating grease  an<i  linotype  fumes  like  a  lair  of  beasts, 
the  plant  rests  for  twenty-four  liours.     Then  we  who 
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are  resjionsihlc  for  tin's  newspaper,  sit  in  the  front 
office  where  we  can  see  the  crowtls  milling,'  u|)  and 
(h)wn  Main  Street  with  an  occasional  individnal 
(lro]i])ijif;  in  to  pay  his  subscription  or  an  advertising 
l)ilK  and  lh(>  thoughts  that  come  to  us  are  solemn. 

We  have  completed  another  w(M'k.  We  have 
added  six  more  numhers  to  the  files  which  our  children 
and  our  chlMreu's  children  will  look  hack  upon  some 
day,  ])erhaps  in  amusemeid,  j)erhaps  in  soft  sorrow. 
For  another  six  times  we  have  repeated  to  our  little 
world  the  fi.eting  joys,  the  momentary  successes, 
the  simple  and  awful  little  tragedies  that  mnke  up 
the  daily  life  of  our  community  and  its  people. 

Wlien  we  come  to  this  reflectory  time,  being  or- 
dinar\-  two-legge(l  men  and  women  ourselves  in  the 
office  of  our  little  local  jiaper,  we  find  ourselves 
unconsciously  asking  questions.  Wc  wovider  why  in 
some  of  th(>  homes,  the  new  babies  have  arrived  ;  why 
it  is  that  in  our  town  th(Te  are  young  folks  whose 
love  allairs  have  not  had  a  hai)py  <-ading;  why  many 
of  the  voung  and  the  strong,  whose  futures  seemed  so 
promising,  have  been  removed  from  their  activities 
among  us;  while  the  aged,  the  crippled,  the  morally 
deficient,  live  wearily  onward  ?  Thinking  of  our  own 
small  role,  we  wttnder  if  we  have  done  right  in  print- 
ing certain  items  in  our  ])a])er.  W(>  recall  incidents 
which  have  occurred  within  the  week.  Some  of  them 
n)ake  us  wi.Nh  we  had  given  more  pul)licily  to  one  good 
wt)rk  and  less  to  some  other  thing  of  minor  value. 
We  regn>t  tliat  w(>  hav(>  hurt  one  person's  feelings, 
although  all  unmtentionally,  and  we  are  sorry  we 
wer<>  so  lenient  with  another  ^vho  deserved  far  more 
censure  than  we  mett>d  to  him. 

Then  when  we  are  deepest  in  our  spell  of  the  blues, 
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iuljiistinj?  our  philosophy,  it  comes  to  us  that  there  is 
a  lownful,  a  statet'ul,  a  uationful  of  men  and  women 
around  us  who  perpetually  ask  these  questions.  All 
over  this  continent  and  this  hemisphere  are  millions 
upon  millions  of  onliuary  folk  who  have  these  periods 
of  mental  <le])ression  and  introspection. 

But  this  is  a  strange  thing-  ahoul  tlu^se  ordinary 
folks.  The  fact  that  yet  awhile  tluMV  apjiears  no 
answer  does  not  shake  their  faith  in  the  belief  that 
they  should  do  their  best  while  the  oi)port unity  is 
theirs. 

It  nuiy  be  raising  a  family  of  freckled-faced  young- 
sters to  become  ordinarily  good  men  and  women. 
It  may  be  rii.^'i"K  f**''  '^  home.  It  may  be  l)uilding  a 
business  which  adds  to  the  town's  industries.  It 
may  be  (mly  in  the  hundred-and-one  little  tasks  of 
a  ten-hour,  three-dollar  day.  But  underneath  the 
conscious  endeavor  is  the  effort  to  do  the  best  possible. 

So  we  of  our  newspa])er  office,  looking  at  ourselves 
and  the  jx'ople  of  our  community,  have  grown  to  take 
these  Saturday  afternoons  more  and  more  ])hilo- 
sophically  as  we  have  gone  onward  week  by  week  and 
year  by  year  with  our  labors.  When  we  finally  lock 
the  office  and  go  home  for  the  brief  respite  of  the 
Sabbath  day,  we  are  forced  to  recognize  'hat  there  is 
more  of  good  in  life  than  l>ad,  more  of  success  than 
failure,  more  of  reward  than  unrequited  struggle.  I 
might  say  that  our  position  and  occupation  in  the 
connnunity  have  made  us  optimists  in  spite  of  our- 
selves. 

But  now  and  then  we  of  this  country  ntnvspaper 
office  take  note  of  some  exceptional  person  —  some 
exceptional  struggle  —  some  exceptional  success  — 
<>xi)erienced  by  some  one  in  our  village,  it  being  the 
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casionally  there  comes  a  case  where  some  one  has 
done  the  almost  impossible  thing,  made  the  almost 
inhuman  sacrifice,  achieve.i  the  almost  improbable 
attainment.     And  these  rare  folk  stand  out  m  the 

highlight. 

Strange  to  relate,  if  we  were  to  catalogue  some  of 
these,  we  would  be  forced  to  recognize  that  the 
majority  of  them  have  been  women.  What  is  more, 
judged  bv  conventional  standards,  they  have  been 
quite  average  women.  Some  of  them  have  come  to 
our  attention  in  the  daily  news  grist  filtering  through 
our  office  for  publication.  IVIany  of  then  -ve 
worked  for  us.     i».nd  —  we  give  credit  wher  is 

(lue  —  some  of  them  have  married  these   ordinary 
aggravating  bewhiskered  males  who  are  responsible 

for  this  paper. 

So  it  has  come  to  us  that  it  woidd  not  be  out  ot 
place  or  character  with  the  function  we  are  supposed 
to  fill  in  this  community  to  speak  of  the  achieve- 
ments of  these  in  a  larger  way  than  our  paper  war- 
rants, that  they  may  become  as  much  of  an  incentive 
to  those  in  the  great  world  outside  of  our  valley  as 
they  have  been  to  those  within. 

For  after  all  ordinary,  struggling,  curious,  hopeful, 
discontented,  American  folks  are  not  half  so  much 
helped  on  their  earthly  way  by  preachment  or  pre- 
cept as  by  the  exposition  of  others  of  their  kind  who 
have  been  strong  where  they  have  been  weak,  who 
have  succeeded  where  they  have  failed. 

it  is  with  these  thoughts  in  mind,  in  this  setting 
and  this  atm.osphere,  for  these  reasons,  that  I  sit  here 
before  this  old  exchange  table  and  begin  the  story 

of  a  woman's  life. 

TV-.^  =t.-.rv'  of  M.qr\'  Wood,  to  us  in  this  newspaper 
office^  is  the  frail,  delicate,  beautiful  little  history  of 
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llu>  love  of  a  girl  for  a  man  arivl  for  the  sons  of  that 
man  wliicli  that  KJ^l  horc  him.  Yt'l  sonn  liow,  as  we 
grow  older  and  go  down  the  hill  of  hfo  and  see  the 
new  children  coming  up  and  the  marriages  taking 
[)lace  and  watch  the  friends  and  loved  ones  and  ac- 
(juainlances  dropping  by  the  wayside,  the  story  of 
lilth  Mary  Wood  resolves  itself  into  a  eulogy 
of  the  iiv(>s  of  al!  good  women  everywhere.  And  the 
hoped-for  n-ward  in  the  telling  is  that  all  good 
women  everywhere  may  know  while  yet  on  this  side 
the  Valley  of  Shadows  that  we  men  fo'k  -  while 
often  tlu/iightless  and  preoccupied  with  other  things 
-  do  not  always  forget  or  fail  to  appreciate. 


CHAPTER  IT 

We  Consider  Mrs.  Wiiekij:!{,  \  Victim  op  Self- 
made     Cliun  MSTANCES,      AND     GaIN     OuU     FiKST 

Picture  of  Mary  Wood. 


If  you  should  como  to  Paris,  ^o  eastward  to  the  end 
of  Main  Street,  and  take  the  road  over  llie  (ireen 
River  bridf^i'  and  p-.st  Haystack  Mountain,  you 
wouhl  ultinuitely  find  yourself  in  rolling  New  VA\g- 
land  country  —  nu'adow,  pasture  and  wood  lot  — 
with  solitary  farm  honu's  barnacled  against  the  rocky 
liillsides  and  dusty  roads  winding  over  the  hills  and 
far  away.  You  wouhl  pass  the  Marshall  Mill  Pond 
Bottoms,  colloquially  known  as  the  "flats."  You 
would  traverse  the  dreen  Mountain  Valley  district 
and  pass  through  Simonds'  Woods.  After  an  hour's 
drive  through  sumach  thicket,  deer  bottom,  spruce 
timber  and  roadside  briar-bloom,  you  would  leave 
the  dilapidated  McDermott  lumber  job  behind  you 
and  ascend  Col)b  Hill. 

Near  the  top  of  Col)b  Hill  on  the  right-hand  side 
of  the  road,  you  would  come  to  a  weather-beaten  old 
house  now  faded  to  a  sun-blislered  mustard  brown. 
A  crazy  stone  wall  l)eneath  a  row  of  hoary,  gnarled, 
unpruned  maples  divides  the  south  dooryard  from  the 
highway. 

No  one  lives  in  that  old  house  at  present.     For  a 

long   time   its   rooms   have   been   empty,    its   doors 
1 K..,i     :i      i.i;...i.    .I.,..,,...       'Piw,  i;i..,..    .,..->,.•   ...w».T..ri 

and  frowsy  at  tiie  corners  and  are  full  of  caterpillars. 
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Tho  hack  yard  is  choked  with  caraway,  yarrow  and 
bastard  raspberry  witli  an  adcK'd  mixture  of  wild 
roses,  syringas,  blossoinless  hollyhocks,  and  coarse- 
f^rained  rhubarb  banked  aj^aiiist  the  west  wall  of  the 
house  and  ell.  A  well-sweep  by  the  opposite  fence 
has  defii'd  the  years  b:  t  beyond  it  lie  the  founda- 
tions and  gray-timber  ruins  of  some  out-buildin<^s 
that  collapsed  in  the  Shirkshire  storm  of  two  years 
aj,'o.  Photogra[)hers  journey  long  distances  to  snap 
the  i)Iace  from  ditferent  angles.  It  is  the  typical 
New  Er'gland  abandoned  farm. 

An  abandoned  f.irm  indeeil  I  There  are  many  of 
them  scattered  through  this  section  of  Vermont. 
True,  this  {)articular  place  is  not  so  dilapidated  and 
altandoned  as  some  others  with  their  sashless  windows 
and  sunken  roofs  and  fallen  doors.  But  it  is  pathetic 
enough,  es[)ecially  to  those  who  know  the  story  of 
the  place  as  we  of  the  Telegrapli  office  have  come  to 
know  it. 

The  yard  of  the  old  place  is  picked  up  very  clean. 
The  ha\  lofts  in  the  old  !)arn  are  empty.  The  place 
was  stripped  of  nearly  everything  of  value  at  the 
lime  of  the  auction  when  ^lary  Purse  came  to  live 
in  the  village.  Even  the  three-forked  lightning  rods 
on  both  gabl»\s  of  the  house  and  on  the  front  of  tlie 
high  liarn  were  bought  for  old  metal  by  a  Jewish 
gentleman  of  our  community  who  is  somewhat  of  a 
connoisseur  in  old  metal  with  a  clandestine  remelt- 
able  value.  \o,  the  place  is  abandoned  indeed  and 
st;mds  on  the  little  hilltoj)  all  alone,  waiting  the  spark 
from  tlu'  pipe  of  some  tramj)  or  a  northern  gale  to 
carry  it  down  to  oblivion.  Vet  what  has  taken  place 
in  thos(>  naked  lonely  rooms  -  the  unspeakable  joys 
they  have  seen,  the  wordless  griefs,  the  nameless 
sorrows  —  brings    a    warm    glow  about    our  hearts 
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and  wells  our  t-ycs  witii  tears.     -  and  Ihcre  is  nolhing 
maudlin  in  lliis  frank  confession  either. 

Prohably  we  in  our  little  country  office  know  more 
about  liie  kinship  and  inside  hi>lory  of  every  man, 
woman  and  child  in  our  town  than  any  one  else,  for 
that  is  our  l)usiness.  But  we  ('specially  know  more 
about  this  i)articular  family,  this  abandoned  farm, 
than  any  other  native  liecause  it  is  literally  tied  up 
with  the  Tcle(jrnph  office  with  ties  of  blood.  We 
know  there  are  times  when  thouKdifless  folk  in  (»ur 
town  drive  the  visitor  ami  the  stran^'cr  pa>t  the  place 
of  a  summer  afternoon  point  their  whips  at  it  and 
remark:  "That's  the  old  Purse  [)lace.  the  home  of 
an  unfortunate  family  that  finally  summoned  np 
gumption  to  amount  to  somethiu'."  lint  they  say 
that  because  they  cannot  know  the  history  of  the 
family  as  we  have  seen  it  from  the  inside,  from  the 
night  that  Mary  sat  with  her  mother  in  the  littl- 
room  under  the  eaves,  down  to  the  present.  For 
when  we  drive  past,  an  affection  for  it  arises  with- 
in us  as  though  we  were  one  of  the  family  ourselves, 
and  the  place  meant  father  and  mother  and  home. 

Away  back  many  years  ago,  before  New  England 
had  discarded  her  well-sweeps  for  windmills  and 
filtered  water  systems ;  before  electric  cars  had  come 
in;  before  the  Sherman  Act  and  the  ten-cent  maga- 
zine and  the  machine-gun,  when  Central  Park  was 
one  of  the  attractions  of  New  York,  and  all  our  news- 
papers were  set  in  nonpareil  by  tramp  printers  who 
knew  their  Shakespeare  as  well  as  the  high  school 
girl  of  the  present  knows  who  is  married  in  the 
movies,  —  the  house  was  in  its  prime  and  very  much 
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Tt  was  a  stuffy  little  bedroom  up  under  tbe  oaves. 
It  snielled  of  weather-dried  shingles  and  cedar  chests 
and  nuisty  closets  and  old  raj,'  carpets.  A  cheap 
!(.w-hung  yellow  bedstead  with  a  ridiculously  high 
li(  adhoard  and  a  ridiculously  low  fo()|l)oard  and  a 
!i()iK|uet  of  hideous  hrown  flowers  painted  on  hoth 
()((iipir<l  the  corner  helween  the  one  south  window 
;iii(|  the  w<vst  wall,  squaring  out  into  the  room  and 
leaving  sj)ace  only  for  a  rocker  and  a  bureau  with 
a  hadiy-flawed  glass. 

Time-discolored  wall  paper  peeling  in  places,  Sun- 
day-school mottoes,  small  tintypes  and  i>hotographs 
stuck  in  the  sides  of  the  cheap  mirror,  chairs  and 
dresser  and  mantelshelf  indicating  feminine  oc- 
cupancy, —  these  things  the  light  of  the  day  might 
have  disclosed.  Now  they  showed  dimly  or  in 
fantastic  shadow,  for  it  was  late  of  a  soft  spring  iu"ght, 
and  the  room  was  illumined  by  moonlight  outlining 
a  long  white  blotch  upon  tlu  floor. 

There  were  two  people  in  this  little  room  tucked 
away  beneath  the  twisted  old  eaves.  One  was  a  girl 
of  twenty  years  in  a  nightgown,  sitting  upon  the  bed 
with  her  back  against  the  billowing  piliows,  her  fair 
arms  clasped  about  her  knees,  troubled  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  shadows.  Near  the  head  of  the  bed  in  the 
rocker  sat  the  mother,  a  woman  with  terribly  red- 
dened hands.  An  elbow  on  ti  "  narrow  sill  supported 
the  gnarled  fingers  as  they  pressed  against  her  lips, 
and  she  stared  wistfully  out  into  the  singing  spring 
night.  The  other  hand  fumbled  aimlessly,  folding 
and  refolding  a  pleat  in  the  threadbare  wrapper 
across  her  lap. 

Mother  and  daughter  had  been  for  hours  so,  while 

fVi^    yy^z-^-^y;     ttt/*»-»  f     ^.irrlifiT*    o  rj  H      nirrhf»r     \IT\    tpO     .SKV.     nnO. 

the  world   sank   deeper   and   deeper   into   slumber. 
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A  Wiinn  ni^'lil  l.r('tv:i>  waftcfl  the  niiisUn  curtains 
wifli  wliicli  llic  Diic  l)<)\  window  was  liunf?.  The  town 
clock  far  over  in  NOrili  Koxhoro  tolltMl  eleven  lone- 
sonu-  strokes.  Kacli  time,  in  the  rooms  helow,  a 
similar  clock  added  its  fus>y,  ahsnnl  confirmation 
ol"  the  passiii",'  lionrs. 

Ilei-  e,\ts  fixed  on  I  lie  moonlit  country  spread  out 
down  the  liill  and  away  l)efore  her,  the  mother 
listened  until  I  he  las!  stroke  of  holli  clocks  had  died 
away.     'I'lii'n  she  >poke  in  a  husky  whisper. 

*'in  the  story  hooks,  women  folks  in  my  fix  would 
pack  up  their  helouf^dn's  and  leave.  No  self- 
respectin'  womanM  stand  for  it,  not  in  story  hooks. 
But  it's  (iifferent  in  real  life  when  their  children  are 
to  Itc  Ihou^dit  of,  and  wiien  the  place  you're  leuvin' 
is  the  only  home  you  got  !  " 

Then  silence  again.  Sonit^where  of?  in  the  hills 
a  whip|)oorwill  was  singing. 

•"Taint  as  if  I  had  folks  to  go  to,"  she  went  on. 
"And  besides  —  besides  —  there's  Artie.  What 
could  I  do  with  Artie  if  I  went?  It's  certain  I 
couldn't  go  to  work  uowhere's  and  —  take  him  with 

me." 

The  girl  turn(>d  her  face  about  and  gazed  up  at 
the  clear,  high-riding  moon. 

"We  could  go  together,  mothcT,"  she  said.  *"  I 
could  work,  and  you  could  help  out." 

"■  That's  just  what  I  don't  want  you  should  do, 

dearie,   not  yet.      I   want   you   should   finish  at  the 

Academy  and  gra(luat(>,  and  know  you  got  what's  as 

good  as  a  high-school  (HJucalion  ;  I'll  feel  it  was  worth 

all  the  sacrifice.      It's  why  I'm  i)uttin'  up  with  so 

much    froTU    him,    him  —  your   stepfather.     I   been 

.   .     .  .         I  .1.1  ii'ici 

iio|)in    aiiiio>i    ayaiiisL    llOpe   tnat    iw    vvOiiuui  l    iiuu 

more'n  his  u>ual  amount  o'  fault  with  you  stayin' 
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iiroiind  home  and  jusl  lifl|)iir  tiic,  iinlil  I  could  sec 
\(Mi  ^Tiidijalc.  Hut  iiftrr  llir  way  lie's  Ix'cu  lalkiri' 
the  last  few  wi'cks.  and  cspcciaily  alter  wlial  lie  says 
lo-ui^dit " 

"Don't  lake  on  so  o\-er  llial,  mother.  Ai'ler  all, 
mayhe  leaving,'  home  wou'l  kill  me.  MayWe  il  would 
he  the  hest  thinj,'.  seeiny  that  sl.iyin^'  aroinid  luTe 
keeps  eansin^'  you  so  miieh  tronl)!*"  and  abuse." 

*"Iiut  where'd  you  ^o,  dearie?  Out  amon^ 
strangers!  I  ain't  f^ol  no  folks  and  .Vtnos's  folks 
couldn't  afford  it  even  if  the,\-  was  so  nu'ndecl.  ^  ou'd 
have  to  ^o  into  the  world  with  only  half  a  seho-iin' 
and  knovvin'  no  husiness  to  sujjport  you." 

"But  if  you  should  die  suddeid\'.  mother.  I'd 
have  to  face  it.  And  I  got  to  face  it  sometime, 
anyway." 

"Which  ain't  no  reason  why  you  should  leave  and 
miss  your  schooling  so  long  as  I'm  alive  and  all  it 
means  is  nic  standin'  up  l\)r  you  !" 

"It  isn't  fair  for  you  to  |)ut  it  that  way.  It 
sounds  as  though  my  education  was  taking  some- 
tliing  out  of  you  that  I  have  no  right  to  take."  The 
girl's  voice  was  tender. 

"But  you  have,  Mary  girl.  When  you  get  to  be 
a  mother  you'll  realize  how  you  don't  begrudge  havin' 
your  children  'take  things  out  t)'  you'  that  way." 

"When  I  get  married,  mother,  and  have  my  own 
home  — "  began  the  girl. 

"Don't  talk  about  it  !"  the  mother  broke  in.  "It 
linrt.s !  Not  because  it'll  mean  losin'  you  who's 
nearer  and  dearer  to  me  than  any  one  else  on  earth, 
hut  because  you  don't  understand  what  it  means  to 
be  married.     You  just  don't   understand   what   the 

stand!" 
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"^'(lll  inniii,  iiiollitf."  «<»rrc('lt'<l  llx-  ^'irl,  "I 
(Idn'l  iimlfr>t;i?i(l  vvli.il  tin-  cliaiiccs  an-  IM  Ur  takiiif,' 
if  I  tiianir.!  a  man  like  Pa  \Vliccl«T.  Hi. I  if  I  marrir.l 
a  man  like  my  own  fallur;  if  I  \v«tc  f<>  1»«'  as  happy 
as  you  claim  you  \v<'r.'  in  lli  •  oiit>  sliorf  year  hcforc 
my  own  fallnT  dicM.  you  wouldn't  feel  lliat  way, 
would  you.  laolhct?" 

TIk"  woman  hit  a  (piivt-rinj,'  lip. 
•"rii.'P'  ain'l  often  atiyhoily  as  happy  as  T  was 
that  out-  yt'.ir  with  your  i)a.  Mary.  Am!  yet  froin 
my  rxpcrirnct's  with  men  folks  since,  I  wonder  if 
that  happiness  wasn't  due  more  to  ids  dyin'  before 
the  novelty  o'  livin'  fo^fther  wore  off  than  because 
the  match  was  so  awfully  perfect." 

"^'ou  ouf^'ht  not  to  let  yourself  be  as  bitter  as 
that,  mother.  It'll  spoil  your  faith  in  every Ihinj^." 
"It  has  almost.  Mary.  Yes,  I'm  l)it ter !  And 
wiiy  shouldn't  I  be  bitter?  ^^'hat  ch-uice  has  a 
woman  go\  back  here  in  this  lorsakeri  coiuitry.' 
Tell  me  that  -just  tell  me  that!  Xo  matter  how 
fine  her  ambitions  or  how  badly  she  lonjis  to  better 
herself,  tell  \nv  what  chance  she's  ^ot  when  the  men 
folks  ain't  no  In-lter  than  you've  seen  round  these 
parts  since  you  was  old  enough  to  know  about  — 
things?" 

The  daughter  remained  silent. 

"What  chanct>  has  a  farmer's  wife  gol.  anyhow^?" 
the  mother  cried,  all  the  sorrow  of  her  heart  in  the 
tone  of  her  voice.  "We're  born  of  poor  folks  off  on 
.some  lonely  weed-grown  country  road.  We  grow- 
up  with  no  society  but  goin'  down  to  the  general 
store  or  Sunday  meeting  or  an  occasional  dance. 
We  L'et  what  education  we  can  at  some  wliite  coun- 
try  sciiooihouse  iau^iil  by  a  gin  Vvliuu  :><-  m  a  piacc 
in   acme  city   scliool   if   she  knew   enough   herself. 


rm:  ckkatkh  (;ix)hy 


1!) 


TIm'ii  xkim'^  \vc  rc.icli  till-  pl.ict  wlirrr  we're  a  fiiiun- 
f'ial  <lr;i^f  ttii  our  l'(»lk>,  I  lie  lioy^  coiiir  coiirtin  '.  " 

*' I  know,  Miollicr,  I  know."  syrupa'lii/rd  the  t^irl. 

"Tlicy'ii  lioy;  >;iiiic  as  llicir  fadicrs  was  before 
'em."  went  on  the  iii(»tlier.  "and  satiie  as  tlu-ir 
fathers  w;is  In-fore  llit-m.  'I'lit-y  j^ot  no  ariihitiou. 
Tliey  (ion't  know  nolliiir  i)iil  fiirniin'.  Tlieir  ideas 
()'  Ix-in'  men  and  i^'rowed-up  is  eli(-win'  tobat-eo, 
smokin*  pipes,  savin'  swear  words  .iiid  (-onsiderin' 
women  folks  as  a  |)osses>ion  t(j  run  a  farm  with  like 
a  {)low  or  a  liors*-.  Wt-  niarr\'  '<-m  Ix-eause  we  don't 
know  what's  in  IIk-  world  and  f(-el  flattered  hy  their 
atl(-ntions.  Or  we  heeome  wives  Ix-eanse  it's  dis- 
^raei'ful  to  he  :in  old  maid,  or  l)e(-ause  we  just  have 
to  j^et  (jul  into  a  home  of  our  own,  or  because  we 
ai  ;'l  never  met  n-al  men  l" 

"Yt)u're  ;,'ettiii<,'  \-oiM-self  all  worked  up,  mother," 
declared  the  j,nrl. 

"We  marry  :  -icl.  as  ask  us.  usually  t!ie  first  askin', 
and  f,'o  ott  to  lon(-i_\  farms  m  flu-  hills.  Then  quick 
enoujfh  the  nia>k  o'  hol_\-  matrimony  is  stripped  away  ! 
Life?  It  turns  out  just  plain  hard  work,  and  suffer- 
ing? an<l  ^'oin'  without  things,  bein'  abused,  stayin' 
alone.  kej)t  from  havin'  money  to  sjx'ud  for  ourselves, 
bearin'  childri-n.  fi<,dilin'  the  silence  till  death  or  in- 
sanity comes  as  a  l>l(-ssin'."  She  choked  a  bit 
hysterically,  and  the  <^irl  put  out  her  hand,  but  it 
had  no  eilect. 

"We  have  to  have  (hildren  when  we  don't  want 
'em,"  she  cri*-d.  "and  when  our  men  folks  want 
'em  less'n  we  do.  We  get  up  before  daylight  and 
throufjh  the  lonj?  hours  o'  forenoon,  aftern;  i  ,  and 
into  the  ni^dit  we  slave  with  our  work  all  out  out 
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no  praise,  no  money,  no  cooperation,  just  existence, 
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tlial's  all.  —  jnst  plain  existence!  Don't  make  no 
(litFerence  how  much  work  we  do,  Man,  it  don't 
<ret  us  nowhere;  we  just  iuive  to  take  what  the  men 
Folks  hand  out  and  endure  in  silence,  and  if  we 
l)uek  u{)  ami  run  away  from  it  ;dl,  we're  bad  women 
and  lackin'  character  I" 

"1  know,  innlher,  I  know  !" 

"It's  a  hard,  rou^h  lot  we  got,  "Mary,  with  precious 
little  at  the  end  of  it  hut  a  fimeral  in  some  village 
<hureh.  the  lowerin'  into  a  grave  in  some  quiet 
hillsi<le  cemetery  ruimin'  mostly  to  wild  asters  and 
rank  grass  and  'weeds.  And  the  grass  soon  enough 
grows  over  our  grave,  and  hides  even  our  name,  and 
the  date  on  our  headstone." 

*'l)o'"t,  mother!"'  the  girl  pleaded  piteously, 
—  "don't  talk  that  way." 

"I  can't  help  talking  that  way.     I  been  puttin' 
up  with     it.  "  just     for    ycmr     sake,     Mary  —  so's 
niayhe  I  could  keej)  .vou  i'rom  doin'  what  I  have  done. 
I  married  Pa  WheelcT  so's  maybe  I'd  have  a  home 
and  you'd  have  a  home  and  maybe  a  father  to  lielp 
you.     He  was  nice  enough  to  me  m    long  as  I  was 
only  his  housekeeper  —  you  know  that.     I  thought, 
o'  cou.se.  il'd  keep  up  after  we  was  man  and  wife. 
I'(lb(>en  sohapi)y  tliat  one  brief  year  with  your  father 
that   I'd  clean  forgot   my  own  motlu-r's  hard  time. 
But  just  as  soon  as  the  new  wore  off,  I  see  it  was  my 
mother's  (i\  all  over  again.     And  for  fourteen  years 
I   been    standin'    it.     Artie    come    along  —  crippled 
like  he  is  on  account  o'  the  way  Pa  Wheeler  abused 
me   'fore   he   was   born,    and    lie's   been   a    hel[)less 
whimpering  burden  that's  kept  me  tied  here  endur- 
ing it   all.      "he  weeks  has  grown  into  months  and 
months  into  years,  and  all  my  ambitions  to  make 

.  1    '^^  1  »     ^If    i'.-—    .».,.     <.Kil^]>..vn .  .ill     myr 
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likin'  for  protly  thing's,  all  my  yearnin'  for  education 
myself  -  has  all  ^'oiie  for  uotliin'  hut  doin'  the  work 
peaceable  to  keep  Pa's  temper  dowu,  livin'  for  only 

you    aud    Artit for   after   all,    Tui    his    mother — ■ 

and  hopin'  to  get  you  started  right.  And  it's  from 
goin'  through  with  it  and  knowin'  what  it's  like 
that  I  want  to  save  you  from  it,  Mary.  It's  why 
I  feel  hurt  and  afraid  when  you  talk  ahout  the  time 
when  you'll  be  married.  You  don't  know  what  it 
uieans.  Mary.      \o\i  just  don't  know  what  it  means." 

The  girl  answered  sorrowfully  : 

"The  world's  awful  unfair  to  some  folks  who  don't 
deserve  it,  isn't  it,  mother.^" 

"Lots  of  older  heads  than  yours  and  wiser  heads 
than  niin(>  have  made  the  same  observation  long 
ago  an  1  arrived  at  about  the  same  conclusion  I" 

The  girl  watched  the  stars  —  millions  and  millions 
of  stars  —  peaceful  stars  —  twinkling  stars — in  the 
midnight  sky  —  but  stars  that  often  mean  only 
insanity  to  lonely  farmers'  wives  exiled  off  in  the 
country's  gn^at  siltMit  j)laces.  After  a  time,  tears 
like  ehi{)s  of  diamonds  glinted  in  her  eyes. 

"It  spoils  all  the  dreams  of  the  future  to  think 
that  marrying  means  that,  mother.  There  must  be 
some  good  boys  somewhere  who  grow  up  without 
looking  on  their  wives  that  way." 

"For  your  sakt\  Mary,  I  hope  there  is  —  I  hope 
there  is!  But  that  brings  us  arounvi  to  the  subject 
we  were  talking  about  a  few  vninutes  ago  —  you 
can't  marry  them  kind  that  ar  worth  while,  and 
gentlemen,  while  you'n^  only  a  little  country  bump- 
kin that  don't  know  nothin'.  It's  one  of  the  reasons 
why  I  want  you  should  finish  at  the  Academy  — 
get  an  education  thiit'U  bring  you  the  proper  boy, 
the  right  .sort,  with  brains  and  education  and  am- 
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bitkm  —  all  o"  wliicli  iiu-ans  courtosy  and  kindness. 
You  f^ot  tlif  natural  s,'ood  looks  and  tiic  al)ility, 
Mary.  You  ain'l  \)vcn  spoiled  by  no  foolish  no- 
tions.    You  can  do  il  il"  you  get  the  edueation." 

Then  for  a  loni,'  time  it  was  (juiel  in  the  little  bed- 
room.    Somewhere  de  /n  in  the  lilacs  at  the  corner  of 
the  house  a  tramp  cricket  cheeped  philosophically. 
In    the    lower    pasture    lu'low    the    orchard,    among 
the    rushes    bordering    the    swamj),    the    frogs    were 
piping    with    a    chorus    that    was    hourly    growing 
lighter  as  the  night  deepened.     Their  music  had  a 
nu'lancholy  that  all  the  experiences  that  came  to  the 
girl  in  after  life,  and  all  the  joy  and  all  the  success, 
could  never    -ntirely  efface.     Each  springtime  when 
the  frogs  began  peeping,  the  memory  returned  of  that 
little  eaves  bedroom  and  that   moonlight   night  in 
June,  back  whm   -he  was  nineteen-goin'-on-t\venty 
and  she  wait(>.    with  her  mother  the  homecoming  of 
"Silent"  Wheeler   from   the   McDermott   job  dov/n 
the  vallev. 

"Mother,'*  she  asked,  "if  it  came  to  a  choice 
between  a  poor  man  who'd  treat  you  decently  and 
love  you  or  a  rich  man  who'd  see  you  got  plenty  of 
money   but  —  not    nuich   else  —  which    would   you 

take?" 

"I  pray  God  T  might  never  have  to  decide  ! 

"Tt  isn't  fair  to  answer  so." 

"There  ain't  no  such  thing  as  a  poor  man  treating 
his  women  folks  decent  and  loving  them  !"  e.^claimed 
the  embittered  wonvui.  "I'm  afraid,  after  all  I 
been  througli.  that  Ed  take  my  chances  with  the 
rich  man."  Iler  voice  waveri>d.  Sln^  leaned  over 
and  buried  her  face  on  her  arms  across  the  bed. 
"Oh.  God  !  "  God  !       (iod  !"     she  wept  hysterically^ 

forgive  nie  ior  s;i^ia    li  '■    »>urj  lorgivc  lue 
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have  stood  so  much,  (iod  —  so  much  foi  .  ach  a  long, 
long  lime  !   I  guess  at  hist  I'm  goin'  crazy  !" 

"MotluT,  mother  I  You're  not  going  crazy. 
Don't  h't  yourself  get  all  worked  up  like  that. 
You're  just  feeliu'  badly  because  Pa  told  me  to 
pack  up  my  things  and  get  out,  to-night.  You're 
sorrowful  because  he  took  your  last  montii's  egg 
money  and  went  down  to  McDermott's  to  get  drunk 
on  instead  of  using  his  own." 

"It  ain't  the  loss  of  no  vgg  money,  dearie,  al- 
though that's  hard  enough,  seein'  I  was  savin'  up 
I'or  to  get  you  the  muslin  dress  for  the  dance  down 
to  Christie's.  It's  the  hopelessness  of  it  —  for  me. 
You  ain't  made  no  fatal  mistake  yet.  You  ain't 
nuide  no  mistake  and  saddled  yourself  with  debt 
and  work  and  unhapj)iness  and  hopelessnes.-,  for  the 
future.  There's  the  chance  for  you  to  meet  the  riglit 
kind  o'  boy  with  money  and  ambition  and  ability  to 
get  ahead  and  be  happy  witli  him.  But  there's  no 
such  relief  for  me.  I'm  just  tied  here  -tied  fo"  life 
I  o  a  man  that  the  neighbors  say  is  half  crazy  —  who 
takes  my  money  and  goes  off  to  buy  cheap  rum  that 
makes  him  come  home  and  wreck  things  —  tied 
iierc  to  a  crippled  boy  that'd  die  if  I  didn't  look  after 
him  every  moment.  It's  having  to  give  myself  all 
the  time  as  a  peace  offering  trying  to  keep  a  home  for 
my  girl  so's  she  can  finish  her  <'ducation  like  other 
mother's  girls  and  stand  the  poor  chance  o'  bein'  a 
lady.  And  I  ask  —  what  have  I  done  to  deserve  it  ? 
It  ain't  fair,  God  —  just  ain't  fair  !  I  don't  wonder 
why  most  farmers  marry  two  or  three  times,  wearin' 
out  one  woman  after  another  like  cattle  and  buryin' 
'em  — " 

.^^'^'i'.^.V'   "bother!     Oh   I   wish   I   knew   what    to 
do ;  —  Wual    would   remedy    things  i     I    wonder   if 
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finishing  at  the  Ara.l.-rny  moans  so  awfully  niuoli 
afU  r  all.  T  wond.r  if  itVs  xv(M-lh  tlio  pnco  of  staying,' 
hero  and  ondnriuK  I'a  Whooler'.  abuses.  She  was 
silent  for  a  few  nionienl...  Tiu-n  >ho  trud  to  lau^  .. 
-Wluii  I  ^H  Hiarrir.l  if  won't  bo  anyli.niK  at  all  the 
way  wo  both  iniagino.     Mavbo  Til  nuM-t  son.o  - 

'•It's  natural  for  von  to  look  on  Uio  bn-hl  side, 
deario.  V<.u'ro  young  and  your  tiorvo  ain  t  brok»|n  ; 
besid(>s,  that's  your  way.  Mo  -  I  m  ohl  and  tadod 
and  washed  out  and  discouragod.  Kook  at  my 
han.ls.  Marv!  oe  hew  hard  and  out  o  shape  ami 
red-colored  "thoy  are.  1  can  roaiombor  when  thoy 
was  even  whitor'n  your'n.     Thori"  was  a  tune 

The  woman  straightonod  u,).  M.o  hold  up  her 
hands  before  hor.  Ti.ey  looked  like  claws  -  the 
great  knobs  of  gnarled  knuckles  were  hideous  in 
the  moonlight. 

-Don't,  mother,  don't  1"  cried  the  girl. 
The  moon  went  higher  and  higher  up  the  sky. 
The  piping  of  the  frogs  (luieted  lo  an  occasional 
sohtarv  note  off  down  in  the  dark.  1  he  clock  in 
Uie  lonelv  tower  over  in  North  Foxboro  sent  twelve 
lonesome  strokes  over  the  keeping  countryside ;  a 
tVw  moments  later  the  cheap  little  ehu k  belowstairs 
fus>ilv  corroborated  the  hour  of  midnight. 

•Why    doesn't    he   come?"     sighe.l    the    woman. 
"If  he's  "ot  to  come  home  and  make  us  all  miseral)le,^ 
why  don't   he  have  it   dom-  with?     What's  keep.n 
him  ?     He'll  be  sick  for  a  week  if  he  drinks  enough  to 
keep  him  away  all  night!"  ,,••>» 

-I   thought  a   uiomeut  ago  that  I  heard    him! 
answered  the  girl. 

Silence  again !  ,    ,      n  " 

1^..,,  .!.-y,-r-.  the  r-bb  Hil!  road  the  figure  oi  a  man 
climberim'steadily.     He  covered  much  unnecessary 
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proiincl.     II(>  shnnl)l<>(!  niuc-li  and  cursed  continually. 
Witlial  he  made  pronrtvss. 

When  1h'  r.-afhcd  t:!-  house  al  llie  top  of  the  hill 
on  lh(>  ri^ht,  he  turned  uiuhT  the  nuipies  and  into 
the  yard. 

Mother  and  daughter,  waltiuf^'  in  the  moonlit 
Mpjnr  room,  heard  a  curse  conu'  up  from  the  yard. 
They  heard  a  man's  stej)  on  the  ri-ar  porch  floor. 
Ills  heavy  l)oot  came  down  upon  a  loose  hoard  that 
.'(■tticd  hack  into  its  place  witli  a  hump.  Then 
followed  a  fu.mhlin^f  at  the  striii^'-mended  screen 
«le  )r  and  the  sla,)  of  the  flimsy  tliiuf^-  behind  him. 
Next  he  fell  ov;  r  a  chair  in  the  kitchen.  The  girl 
had  heard  a  repetition  of  all  on  countless  nights. 
^el  this  night  she  shivered  with  u  nameless 
dread. 

"If  he'll  oidy  drop  asleep  in  one  o'  the  cliair.'^!" 
p.ayed  the  wife. 

Long  ominous  silence  in  the  lower  kitchen  ! 

"I  hoi)e  he  isn't  up  to  anything,"  whispered  the 

daughter. 

The  mother  drew  a  long  breath  for  poise  and 
strength.  She  arose  and  stood  before  the  window, 
looking  up  at  the  clear-cul  high  riding  moon  and 
the  myriad  vfars  —  up  to  the  heavens  where  God 
is  supposed  to  dwell. 

"Holy  matrimony!"  she  whispered.  "Holy 
matrimony!"  Then  ashamed  of  her  sarcasm: 
^^Dear  (Jod,"  she  prayed  with  sudden  nobility, 
"—  help  nie:  give  me  the  strength  !  -  for  the  sake 
of  my  girl  give  me  the  strength  —  to  go  onward 
and  do  what  I  can  and  save  her  from  makin'  her 
mother's  mistake." 

ui)per  chamber  decided  the  man  hat!  fallen  into  a 
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drunkon    sIuinlxT.     Tlu-ii    Mi(i<l»'iily    ii[)    from    the 
bottom  of  tlu'  fli^lit  came  the  roar  of  liis  voice, 

"Sarah!"    he  h(>llo\v.d. 

"Don't  <,'()  <h)\vii.  mother!"   criVrl  the  </\r]. 

"I  fjol  to  f,'(>  down,  (h'arir  If  I  don't,  it'll  oidy 
UMikv  him  worse.  And  it  ain't  mvM'H',  -  it's  you 
and  Artie  I  <:ot  to  think  of."  She  pilhf>red  the  red 
yarn  sh.awl  ahont  h<r  narrow  shonI(h'rs  as  llioufjh 
for  protection,  and  disapju-ared  in  tiie  slia<h)ws  of 
the  narrow  hallway.  Strai<:htcnin^f  ont  on  the  hed, 
the  uirl  buried  her  face  in  the  soft  pill<)w>. 

Once  she  iieard  her  mother's  shrill  voice  in  protest, 
followed  i)y  a  retort  in  burly  bass.  Only  otice  !  The 
speakin<;  .-solitudes  of  the  summer  ni^'ht  wi-re  n-solv- 
ing  into  whisjxrs.  The  moon  was  moving  so  far 
westward  that  tlu-  j)h.osphores'-ent  patch  u{)ou  the 
bedrooui  floor  was  a  contorted  fantasy  in  one  corner. 
Even  the  tramj)  cricket  in  the  lilacs  down  below 
had  grown  tired  like  llu'  frogs. 

A  (lUariei  hour  the  girl  lay  thinking,  s'raim'ng 
her  cars  to  he.nr  evidences  of  trouble  below,  sud- 
denly canu'  a  step  upon  the  stairs. 

She  sat  up  in  the  bed,  pulling  the  clothes  to  her 
white  throat.  Th<>  rays  from  a  lighted  lantern  — 
weak,  weird  rays  —  showed  down  the  hallway  stairs. 
A  second  later  a  man  entered  her  room. 

He  wa,s  a  lu'avy-set,  big-boned  man  in  a  black 

striped  shirt  and  overalls  that  stunk  of  the  cow  barns. 

lie    wore    long    ragged    nujustaches    and    had    flat 

jowls  with  a  week's  growth  of  characterless  black 

beard.     His    features    were    coarse,    with    the    eyes 

deeply  sunken.     They  wiTC  large,  round,  ominous 

eyes.     When   the  man  was  under  the  influence  of 
«•  •'____'  ^       '     ■  ■  u      iz        •*  '      •'-    - — 

iujUOi'  IHcy  Siril^liiui'TOCi   Vv'ilii   it   iiFC  iii   iKiiUiy  j^;i"v"Ii. 

"Silent"   Wheeler   was   the  nickname  by   which 
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the  town  knew  him.  It  was  an  appropriate  nirk- 
namc.  Durint,'  the  (hiy.  as  he  met  and  inirif,H(>cl 
with  liis  Ticishhors.  he  was  laconic,  tacilur:i,  friend- 
less. On  sninnier  nights  he  wtMil  dowr  to  McDer- 
nioit's  where  he  spent  the  honrs  j^ettinj^  morosely 
drunk.  In  the  other  three  seasons  he  sat  at  home 
hefore  the  fire,  nursinj^  the  poker,  raising  one  of 
the  covers  and  spitting  from  time  to  time  with 
sharp  hiss  into  the  stove.  In  this  manner  passed 
hours  and  hours.  Wh(>n  addressed  by  wife  or  stej)- 
daughter  he  nodded  or  ignored  them.  Always  lie 
was  thinking,  thinking,  thinking,  —  brooding  over  a 
wrong.  The  neighbors  declared  he  was  holding  it 
against  his  wife  for  giving  him  a  crippled  idiot  as  his 
only  son.  But  that  was  conjecture.  At  ten  o'clock 
he  would  descend  to  the  cellar  for  his  porter.  lie 
drank  it  alone  by  hmterii  light  in  tlie  nmsty  regions 
belowstairs.  Then  he  went  to  bed  without  speak- 
ing and  snored  through  the  ht)urs.  Weeks  passed 
thus  —  always  the  brooding,  brooding,  brooding  — 
always  the  watching  of  the  movements  of  wife  or 
stepdaughter  with  the  b  ileful  green  eyes,  always 
biding  his  time  to  set  a  gieat  wrong  right. 

'J'his  man  came  into  the  girl's  room  carrying  the 
lantern  which  the  woman  with  the  terrible  reddened 
hands  left  burning  each  night  in  the  kitchen  to 
light  him  for  his  slug  of  porter.  He  set  the  lantern 
down  upon  a  corner  of  the  dresser  where  its  greasy 
base  marked  a  ring  which  ruined  the  delicate  em- 
l)roi(lery.  Kicking  the  rocker  out  of  the  way,  he 
moved  toward  the  bed,  the  green  eyes  fixed  omi- 
nously on  the  girl's  white  face. 
"Pa  !"   she  cried. 

ciic  :iiirauK  away  irom  iniu,  huddled  down  against 
the  opposite  wall,  the  bedclothing  drawn  to  her  throat. 
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"P;i  :     Wliiif  is  il  yoii  want  ?"' 

The  sh'pt'allicr  shxxl  iiiish  adily  before  her.  Sens- 
m^  tli(>  feel  of  ail  n^'y  knife  in  liis  coarse  palm,  foree 
of  liahit  protiiple(l  liiiii  to  hriii;,'  a  plu^'  of  lohaeco 
from  his  overalls  pocket  and  cut  himself  a  liuf,'e 
twisted  chew. 

"I  want  to  know  sonielhiir.  I  want  to  know  how 
old  you  l)e?" 

"Father!  You  know  how  old  T  am.  I'm  in'no- 
teen-^'oin^'-on-t  wen  t  y ." 

"Yas!  '\\)u"re  nineteen-<,''oin,if-(>n-l wenty.  You're 
nineteen-fjoin'-on-twenty  I     So   I   heen    ihinkin'!" 

His  tone  was  ominous.  lie  returned  the  plug 
and  knife  lo  his  st inlying  clothes. 

Th(>  girl  was  terrified  l)y  her  mother's  ahsence 
and  that  the  man  was  not  intoxicated  with  the  same 
efl^'ect  as  on  other  nights. 

"Yas,  you're  nineteen-goin'-on-twenty,"  continued 
Silent  Wheeler.  "And  \  h-en  thinkin'.I  tell  you.  - 
I  heen  ^^'  kin.'  Tell  me  this:  V>1iat  ye  ever  doiK^ 
to  help  earn  your  livin'  or  bring  in  money  to  support 
yourself  or  help  the  family?" 

"But  tliis  is  home  —  our  lionu^  together.  Docs  a 
girl  have  to  earn  money  and  })ay  hoard  at  home?" 

"Don't  it  cost  money  to  support  a  female  o'  your 
size,  at  home?" 

"But  I  can't  work  outside  and  go  to  the  Academy 
at  the  same  time.  And  I  do  so  want  to  go  to  the 
Academy.     I'll  he  finished  in  another  year." 

"Yas  !  And  who  j)ays  yoiu'  keej)  in  the  meantime?" 

The  girl  knew  that  to  answer  would  add  fuel  to  ihe 
fires  of  wrath  smoldering  behind  the  strange  green 
eyes. 

■■Tell  me  !  "  lie  roared  suddenly. 

"I  —  I  —  thought  my  own  stepfather  might — '* 
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"Thiifs  il!  TIk.I's  it!  Me!  I  llioiifilit  so. 
And  why  sIkhiM  \  f  Tell  \uv  tliat?  An-  you  my 
dauf^lilcr  ?     An-  yoii  ?" 

"rill  your  >tci)(iau;,flih'r." 

"Arc  you  my  daiii^litcr?    T(>11  nio  lliat  !" 

"^'ou  iii;irri:'d  iiiotlicr.      Isii"!  it  tlic  s.iiiK' ?" 

"I  ni.ii'ricd  \t»(ir  iiiutluT.  Hul  it  ain't  the  same. 
You  lu'iird  what  I  .^aid  ;  it  ain't  the  saiiic.  I  lictri 
thinkin"." 

"  \'ou  never  raised  any  question  hel'ore  about  me 
slaying-  here.     1  ha\(u't  any  other  phun to  ^'o." 

"How  ahoul  lookiii'  at'tei  yoiirx'll?  Iltjw  ahout 
you  niakiu'  some  phiee?" 

"I  wanted  to  fini>Ii  school  first.  I'll  lie  better 
cqiuppcfl  to  —    " 

"'jo  what?  \oM  want  cduoatio]i  to  i)rance 
'round  hel'ori"  your  l)elters,  that's  what  you  want. 
Did  1  have  any  education?  Did  your  mother  have 
any  education?  >Vliat  rif^lit  you  ^ol  to  expect  us 
to  support  you  while  you're  learnin'  echication 
so's  to  prance  'round  het'ore  your  het  ters  ?  Oh,  I 
^'ot  tl  all  thouuht  out.  For  a  lon<"'  time  I  been 
tiirnin"  il  over  in  my  miiuJ.  For  a  Ioiijl,'  time  I  been 
thinkin'.'" 

"You  nuirried  mother:  and  when  you  married  her 
vou  knew  she  had  me.  It  isn't  fair  now  to  go  back 
on  — " 

"Who's  goin'  back  on  anything?  Don't  give  me 
no  argument.  Don't  try  to  down  me  with  your 
education.  I  won't  be  downed.  I  got  tiiis  thing 
all  thought  out.  I  tell  you.  You  was  little  when  I 
married  your  motlier,  —  little  and  helpless.  You 
ain't   little   no  more,     ^'ou're  able   to   take    care  o' 

\oiir>C'ii.        i  I'i  _\  uu  liOii  I  irutKe  iiO  eiu>rr  Id  i.tKC  cUrC 

o'  yourself;  you  just  laze  around  and  wipe  a  few 
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<lisli(\s  nrifl  (l<)  a  lil  tl<M()«)kiii' and  iiiciid  a  iMIIc  clollics 
and  do  a  few  lii^li-flown  cliorcs  like  you  was  ^omc 
pr'ind  hrccd  o'  diiclicss ;  and  (hiiik  I  ou^lil  to  siip- 
p()rt  you  wliilc  you  ^cl  an  education  lo  prance 
arotnid  and  slianic  your  betters,  i'ni  sick  of  it. 
I  stood  it  as  louK  ;i"<  I'ni  a^oin'  to  stand  it.  So  1 
—  heen  —  tliinkin'  I" 

He  had  heen  thinking;,  for  lunidreds  of  terrible 
cvenin/jjs  I 

"Father  I"  she  cried  liysf erieally. 

"I  don't  mean  I  shouM  (U)  it  no  more  I  " 

•'Father!" 

"I  tlon't  intend  to  do  it  no  more.  You  heard 
wliat  I  saiil  lo-ni^dit.     Wliy  ain't  you  ^'one?" 

"I  dichi't  think  you  meant  it.  Al  least  not  so 
soon.      Not  at  once,  to-ni^ht  !  " 

"Didn't  think  I  meant  it!  She  says  —  after  all 
the  thinkin'  Fve  done  she  didn't  suppose  I  meant 
it  !  I  told  you  to  get  out  !  I  told  you  to  get  out  !  I 
meant  it  when  I  said  get  out.  And  I  come  home  and 
find  you  here.  You  know  what  ha{)pens  to  willful 
young  uns  who  disol)ey  —  !  " 

For  a  third  time  she  uttered  the  word  "Faher!" 
hut  this  time  in  a  whisper.  Then  she  tried  to 
scream,  but  no  scream  vvould  come. 

The  man  was  drunk.  He  was  more  than  drunk.  — 
he  was  mad.  The  lantern  glint  fell  aslant  on  his 
face,  and  the  girl  caught  tlie  look  in  his  eyes.  They 
were  the  eyes  of  a  person  without  reason. 

She  saw  the  green  light  blaze  up.  She  saw  the 
pupils  dilate.  She  sensed  that  the  worst  had  hap- 
pened. The  silence  eternal  of  the  lonely  New 
England  hillsides,  the  maddening  quiet  of  the 
evenings,  the  lack  of  mtercourse  with  people  of 
education  and  breeding,  the  months  and  months  of 
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hroodint:  Ixforc  llic  kilclicii  slovc.  iill  liad  Icndi'd 
lowiird  lilt"  iiu'vil;il)lc.  Soiiu'lliiiiL;  had  Miappt-d  in 
Silfiit  Wlirclcr's  hraiii.  Silent  W'licciiT  had  Itccuiiu' 
ohstvsscd. 

The  sicpfalhcr  rcarhcd  into  hi>.  clothrs.  From 
aronnd  the  lop  of  his  trousers  he  unbueklt'd  u  heavy 
l)ell. 

"Don't,  fatluT,  don't  I"  It  was  the  voice  of  a 
littU'  ^nrl  hoeeehinj^  an  irate  parent  to  withhold 
{)unisiinient  for  >onie  (•hildi>h  (hsohedienee.  Vet 
she  was  not  a  Hlth-  girl.  She  was  a  woman  grown 
and  a  ghastly  pretty  woman. 

Silent  Wheeler  laughed.  lie  had  not  laughed  for 
so  long  and  the  levity  was  so  uncanny  that  it  j)ara- 
lyzed  the  daughter  as  much  as  the  deadly  thing  he 
held  in  his  hand.  Willi  the  laugh  he  reached  over. 
II"  closed  his  other  hand  around  a  soft  while  wrist. 

The  slumbering  spring  night  was  suddenly  cut 
hy  screams ! 
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SLUf;   Tkiman.   Mo\i)\v-\V\-iiiN«i    wn   C'ahdiwi- 

AVol^i.Y    I'nTKH  Till.   N  AliUATIVl,  AM)  StAIH'  TllKlK 

Jiru.^'s  AS  MiNou  IIkkoks. 

Down  G)I)1)  Hill  (■.■iiii.>  llir  rntllc  of  LuK^'y  tins 
in  [\\v  saiuly  road.  A  trap  .Irawii  l.y  a  lit  1 1. •  Idack 
marc  aii<l  driven  l)y  a  stocky,  Wfll-dn-ssfd  yonn-,' 
man  n-aclird  liir  inai)l<vs  alon^'^id»•  Hit'  Wlu-flrr 
honsc.  Tlu-  stocky  youn^'  man  slopped  tlic  ina-c 
ai 'I  :iro>c  in  Hic  vehicle.  A  iiideons  hiilldoK  in  nie 
scat  with  liim  rose  likewise. 

Two  times  more  those  cries  sonnded  on  the  snm- 
mer  nij,dit.  The  yoim^'  man  i)ul  a  foot  on  the 
carriafi*'  wheel  and  leaped  over.  The  doi,'  tried  the 
same  thinj?  and  had  to  he  extricated.  The  youni? 
man,    followe<l   l)y    the  d()<;\    api)roache(l    llie   house. 

'"Hey,  yon!"  he  called,  ""is  any Ihiii^'  especially 
the   matter?" 

For  answer  he  heard  a  thump,  a  crash,  a  curs(>. 
The  dim  li^dit  that  lia<l  been  hnrniuK'  in  that  eaves 
room  was  suddenly  extinj^uisiied.  There  was  an- 
other thump,  another  crash  —  as  of  furniture  fallinj^. 
He  heanl  a  lon^'  cry.  Some  one  came  swiftly  throui,'h 
the  lowe>  rooms.  Then  the  li^'lit  screen  (h)or  on  the 
side  porch  flew  open  ;  tliere  came  a  flash  of  white  in 
the  moonlight  and  across  the  lawn  toward  him  ran  a 

^  "What's    it    all    about?"     the    young    man    de- 
manded. 
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I'or  lie  li;i(l  siidiliiily  (lis((tvrr»'(|  liiiiis«>If  with  a 
|)rolt(l  iii^'  .iriii  alutiit  this  ^'irl  a  j^irl  whose 
>li<)ul(lri^  ;iii(l  liody  \V(  IT  ciivflopcd  in  ;i  licavv  ([uilt 
;m<l  w  lio^c  liair  t'dl  wildly  .ilioiil  Ikt  t'acc. 

"  W  licrc  can  I  ^o  ?        What  can  I  do?"  she  sohhcd. 

At  the  nioiiiciit  the  heavy  footfalls  of  Silent 
Wheeler  sounded  t'lroii^h  the  lower  rooms,  and  a 
l»riiis"d  ;ind  <lishe\ele(l  man  ap{)earo(l  on  the  re;ir 
porch,      lie  started  across. 

"Wait  a  moment  I  Stop!"  ordered  the  youn^ 
stranger.  "\Vhat'>  the  nieaniiif^  of  all  this,  any- 
how? Can't  I  ask  a  civil  (piestion  and  g»  t  a  civil 
answer  ?  " 

"  lie  struck  me  —  with  his  belt  -  he  struck  me  !  " 
sohheil  the  girl. 

"What  for?" 

"Ill'  told  me  to  leave  and  go  away.  I  didn't 
think  he  meant  to-night.  T  was  here  when  he  came 
from  McDermott's.  And  he  .struck  me  —  with  his 
belt!" 

The  hea\y  (|uilt  slipped  from  her  grasp.  The 
moonlight  disclosed  the  white  flesh  of  her  arms  and 
--houlders.  For  a  moment  the  voung  man  gaped 
blankly. 

"Cripes!"  he  ejaculated.  "Cripes!"  Then  he 
turned  on  the  stepfather.  "I'm  Slug  Truman,  I  am  ! 
They  call  me  that  in  Paris  because  I  got  a  hundred- 
and-.seventy-pound  punch  —  I  have.  And  if  I  hit 
you  with  the  whole  hundred  and  seventy,  I  might 
bust  you  right  open.  What's  coming  off  here,  any- 
iiow  'i.     What's  the  row  ?  " 

"Strangers  ain't  wanted  in  this!"  growled  Silent 
Wheeler  angrily. 

"Maybe  they  ain'.  ilien  I'll  be  the  little  old 
unwelcome   guest.     What's    the    matter    with    you. 
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Si  Wheeler?  You  talk  as  if  you'd  gone  plumb 
looney  I  " 

"Strangers  ain't  wanted  in  this  !"  declared  Wheeler 
again. 

"But  they  ain't  goin'  to  stand  aside  and  see  no 
women  folks  heat  up  !  " 

"You  keep  out  I  "  warned  the  stepfather. 

The  girl  uttered  a  little  cry.  S)  c  fancied  she  could 
see  his  strange  eyes  —  green  eyes  —  glowing  and 
smouldering  in  the  moonlight. 

"Keep  out  nothin' !  You  keep  off!  Keep  off  — 
or  seein'  that  just  this  minute  I  got  this  lady  to  sort 
o'  keep  standin'  up.  I  might  call  in  this  dog  to  help 
me,  don't  you  know  !  " 

"To  hell  with  your  dog  !  " 

"Don't  say  that.  He  ain't  used  to  hein'  spoke 
unkindly  of.  " 

But  the  nuui  started  forwaid.  He  made  a  lurch 
at  the  girl.  'J'he  dog  growled.  The  young  stranger 
tried  to  gel  himself  between  man  and  girl.  Wheeler's 
onslaught  made  him  stumble. 

"Sic  'em.  Card!"  the  l)oy  cried.  "Help  a  feller 
out  that's  got  a  armful  !  " 

The  scrutf  of  the  dog's  back  arose.  He  ran  around 
and  around  the  group  a  couple  of  times,  growling  low 
anu  omiiujusly.  The  fuan  hit  at  the  boy.  The  blow 
infuriated  the  animal.  His  jowls  sIoblxTcd  with 
sudden  rage.     He  sprang.      His  l(>eth  snapped. 

In  tlu'  next  three  minutes  that  yard  witnessed  a 
trag(Hly. 

"Cripes!"  Slug  d(>fended  hims(>lf.  "I  had  to  ask 
Card  to  hell)  me  (jul.  (lidu't  I?  I  < ouldn't  bust  him 
with  my  arms  full  o'  girl  and  bed  (luill.  What  good 
is  a  dog,  anyhow  —  unless  he  ris(\s  to  a  emergency  ?" 

Ho   1*><1    tlm   f!iintiner   <rirl    i  i\   •in    olfl    K(>fr\'   f'r;if(>   tlmt 
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helped  clutter  the  yard  and  started  in  to  disengage 
the  powerful  brute  who  was  doing  such  terrible- 
execution. 

Silent  Wheeler  dragged  himself  })ack  to  tho 
I)orch  en  hands  and  knees,  where  he  collapsed  and 
rolled  down  the  steps.  The  dog  who  had  tasted 
blood  had  to  be  kicked,  cuffed  and  beaten  into  sub- 
mission. Then  Slug  lifted  him  bodily,  carried  him 
to  the  buggy  and  tied  him  to  the  fancy  iron  un- 
der the  seat  in  the  rear.  There  the  dog  licked  his 
wounds  where  the  man  had  clawed  him  and  growled 
continually  m  'lile  the  scruff  of  his  coat  settled. 

"Are  yoa  hurt,  Miss .'"  Slug  asked  the  girl. 

"No!  That  is  —  not  much.  It  isn't  me  I'm 
thinking  of  —  it's  mother.  Oh,  what's  become  of 
her?" 

"As  I  was  drivin'  over  the  top  of  the  hill  about 
five  minutes  ago  I  see  a  woman  runnin'  in  the  moon- 
light across  the  south  mowin'.  I  thought  it  was 
queer.     You  don't  .sup[)ose  it  was  her,  do  you  ?" 

"Then  she  started  for  help  to  the  Osgood'.';.  It's 
the  nearest  way  —  across  the  south  mowing." 

"Whatter  you  want  to  do.'*  You  can't  stay  here 
like  this !" 

"I  don't  know.  I  could  wait  till  the  Osgood 
boys  come." 

"You  better  let  me  take  you  to  the  Osgood's  —  if 
you  mean  the  Henry  Osgoods.  You  can't  go  back 
in  the  house  to-night.  Besides,  I  don't  know  how 
bad  Cai  d's  chewed  the  old  man  up.  Sheriff  Crum- 
pett  ought  to  be  called  right  away  quick." 

She  let  him  lead  her  to  the  buggy.  He  helped  her 
in.  She  tucked  the  ht  ,ivy  (piilt  about  her  and  he 
added  a  blanket.  He  got  in  over  the  opposite  wheel, 
i)ick<>d  iin  the  reins  and  niillfvi  thp  bprililionorl  wViir» 


36  THE   (.REAIER   C.LORY 

from  its  socket.  Tlu>  little  mnrc  was  lashed  in^o  a 
wild  gallop.and  the  ri^^eaivened  otf  through  the  n.^ht. 
It  was  four  miles  by  the  roa.l  I.)  the  Osgood  s. 
Young  Truman  guided  the  foaming  little  man-  Uito 
the  ()sgoo.rs  front  yard  and  hailed  close  to  the  ste-s. 
where  .die  (luivered  and  champed  at  the  hit  1  lie 
old  Osgood  house  was  dark  and  silent.  Evidentlv- 
the  mother  had  not  arrixvcl  or  lights  would  have 
been  burning.  Slug  vaulted  over  the  wheel,  ahgh  e<l 
on  the  piaz/v  and  hammered  at  the  door  with  tlie 

butt  of  his  whip.  .,    i      ci 

The  minutes  ticked  past.  They  waited.  Slug 
hammered  again.  But  though  the  noise  he  niade 
soi-ncknl  through  tlie  hous,>  like  the  >ummons  oi  an 
enemy  of  invasion,  no  sign  of  life  appeared  withm 
A  big  black  cat  came  around  the  corner.  It  U>ape< 
up  the  front  stejis.  purring  and  mewmg.  It  rubbed 
against  Truman'>  ankles. 

-Eooks   as   if   thev   ain't   liome."   he   announced. 
Again  and  again  he  poun<l.-d.    lie  went  aroun.    to 
the  side  doors  and  made  a  similar  rack(-t.     He  called 
to  the  upptT  windows  horn  the  front  yard. 

'•Tlier(>  ain't  a  window  open  anywhere,  he 
amu.unced.  "They  wouldn't  sleep,  on  a  warm 
i.ight  like  this  with  all  their  windows  shut.^^^  Do  you 
want  me  to  take  vou  back     -  or  anywhere."'  ' 

He  drov.>  her  l)ack.  A  half  hour  later  they  turned 
into  the  AVheel.'r  yard. 

Silent  Wheeler  was  gone  from  the  ])orcli  steps. 
Leaving  the  girl  in  the  rig  and  prepared  for  trouble, 
the  bov  alighted  and  called   through   the  darkened 
kitchen  door.     Hut  he  receivtMJ  no  ivply- 

H<>  found  matches  in  one  of  his  pockets.  He  broke 
one  from   the  card,   waited   until   it   had  burned  up 


and    then    weiiL    uoiaiy 
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rcfloction  c  !ir  flanic  travel  through  the  lower  rooms. 
In  a  minute  he  was  hack. 

'"liiere  ain't  any  ont>  here  at  all,  Miss  Wheeler. 
Your  Mil  is  probably  still  off  looking  for  help.  Your 
dad  has  prol)ably  — " 

" —  gone  down  to  McDermott's  once  more.  And 
my  name  isn't  Wheeler  —  it's  Wood  —  Mary  Wood." 

"What  do  you  want  to  do?" 

As  he  waited  for  her  to  decide,  he  suddenly  raised 
his  head  and  listened. 

"What's  that.^"  he  demanded  sharply. 

The  girl  listened  likewise.  Then  her  delicate  lips 
grew  hard. 

"That's  only  Artie.  He's  my  stepbrother.  He's 
probably  in  his  upstairs  room." 

Slug  had  heard  of  Silent  Wheeler's  crazy  son.  He 
did  not  refer  to  him  again. 

"^'ou  can't  stay  here,"  the  Truman  boy  declared. 
"Your  stepfather  might  come  back  and  try  to  pull  off 
more  fireworks.  You  ought  to  go  somewhere's  and 
wait  for  morning.  And  I  ought  to  go  get  Sheriff 
Crumpett.  Old  Wheeler  belongs  in  jail  after  a  night 
of  this,  ^'ou  women  folks  can't  trust  yourselves  to 
him  again." 

"  I  haven't  any  place  I  could  go  !  "  the  girl  broke 
down.  "Not  unless  it  was  to  one  of  the  neighbors. 
And  there  aren't  any  besides  the  Osgoods  that  we 
know  real  well." 

Slug  came  across  to  the  rig.  He  stood  by  the  rail 
looking  up  into  the  pretty  features. 

"  Did  he  hurt  you  .^"  he  asked  gontly. 

"Not much!" 

"I  ought  to  liav(>  left  Curd  have  him." 

"The  dog  would  have  killed  him." 

rvrd  liiui  right.     It  was  lucky 
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T  como  along.     I  was  just  coming  back  from  the  dance 

to  (iilbort  Mills." 

It  was  an  inappropriate  time  for  him  to  thrust  him- 
self  into   the   situation   with   personal   explanation. 
Bevond  this  brief  declaration  he  said  nothing.     Only  : 
"If  vou  could  get  your  things,  I'd  be  glad  to  take  you 
dow^   to  Paris  — or  somewheres.     And  you  could 
leave  a  note  for  your  mother,  tellin'  her  you  was  all 
right   and   lettin'  her  know   the  place^  you  d  gone. 
That  is  —  if  you  want  to  go  right  now." 
The  girl  sat  thinking  for  a  time. 
"It's  a  good  time  for  me  to  go,"  she  said  patheti- 
cally at  last.     "Mother  will  -  come  back  all  right  — 
and  if  she  finds  my  note,  it  will  be  better  than  a  sad 
parting  —  bidding  me  good-by.     I'll  go  ([uickly  now 
—  if  you'll  just  take  me  to  Paris." 

The  '-irl  swayed  as  he  helped  her  to  the  ground. 
She  went  inside.  He  sat  down  on  the  porch  steps  to 
guard  her  from  further  harm  —  and  he  waited. 

At  the  end  of  half  an  hour  she  reappeared.  She 
was  dressed  in  a  plain  brown  dress,  a  hat  with  a  long 
black  feather.  She  carried  an  old-fashioned  tele- 
scope bag.  ,1  •    I, 

"I  couldn't  stay  here  another  hour  after  this  has 
happened,"  she  said.  "  I've  made  trouble  enough 
here  If  you'll  take  me  to  Paris  and  I  can  hx  it  so  to 
get  work"  to-morrow,  I'll  pay  you  back  for  your 
trouble  and  transportation.  You're  Herbert  Tru- 
man, aren't  you  ?  I've  heard  the  girls  at  the  Foxboro 
Center  Academy  speak  of  you." 
"Yes,"  he  replied. 

He  assisted  her  into  ihr  buggy  again.  He  thumped 
the  big  dog  to  make  liim  lie  over  and  give  room  for 
ll-.,,  f,.h>.,^-,p-.  hag.  Then  he  climbed  in  beside  the 
..■irl  and  unwound  the  reins  from  the  whip. 
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"How  jibout  the  note  for  your  molher  ?"  he  asked. 

"I  wrote  one.  I  left  it  pinned  to  the  tabh'cloth  in 
the  dining  room.  I  said  I'd  ;:one  to  Paris  to  get  work 
and  as  soon  as  I'd  ^'ot  a  i)hiee,  I'd  send  and  get  her." 

Shig  said  Httk-  more  until  they  were  nearly  down  to 
the  Marshall-pond  bottoms. 

I  think  you  eould  get  a  job  in  the  Telegraph 
office,"  said  he.  "I  was  looking  over  last  night's 
paper  to  see  who'd  advertised  to  get  work  in  the 
shop  —  Dad's  shop  —  and  I  remember  that  Sara 
Hod  and  his  partner  wanted  a  couple  of  girls  to  learn 
Typesetting.     Think  you  would  like  typesetting.?" 

"I'd    Hke   anything,"    the   girl   said   desperately, 
"that  would  save  me  from  going  back.     You're  verv 
md. 

"Helping  the  ladies  is  my  specialty,"  Slug  de- 
clared. Then,  sensing  that  his  rejoinder  had  fallen 
exceedingly  flat,  he  struck  the  little  mare  sharply 
with  the  reins  and  they  rumbled  through  the  covered 
bridge  by  Patterson's  sawmill. 

"Her  name's  Monday-Washin',"  said  Slug  off- 
handedly. He  meant  the  mare.  But  little  Mary 
Wood  was  thinking  about  something  else  than  the 
name  applied  to  the  horse. 


CHAPTER  IV 

Mary  Wood  "Accepts  a  Position"  ix  oir  Griaiy 
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Newspaper  Office  at  Wmc,,  .....  ,,,„  ,  .« 
Apphophiately  IIorhified  axd  Ostracizes'tiie 
Wood  Girl  Socially. 

"There's  a  j?irl  in  the  ofTico  wants  a  job'"  an- 
nounced Mr.  Nin.ro<l  Br,>.s,  compositor,  n^turning 
to  the  hack  room  with  his  fin^nrs  full  of  proofs 

I  went  mto  the  front  ofhce.  A  girl  in  pitifully 
p  am  dothing  and  a  p-.dc,  prvUy  face  stood  on  the 
other  side  ot  the  hatten>d  counter. 

It  was  my  first  view  of  Mary  \Voo<l.     Many  years 
have  passed   since   that    far-off  sprin-  forenoon.     I 
have  seen  Mary  in  many  .hffer.Mit  ph.ces,  under  many 
cruel   circumstances,    nvsolutely   facing   many   hard 
situations  m   life,   mostly  with  a  smile  on  her  face 
But  as  I  saw  her  in    that    ofhce  that    morning,  she 
was  the  Mary  Wood   I  hav,>  like,l    hc-st   to   remem- 
ber-belore  care  and    anxiety  and   struggle   came 
to  her  -  before  love  had  levied  its  price,  taken  its 
pound  of  flesh  from  her  heart  and   the  .soft    bloom 
tron,  h<.r  features     -  befor(>  disappointment  and  cruel 
.utfenng  and  nol.l,.  .ffort  |,a,|  changed  her  from  that 
gentle-faced  blushing  girl,  surprised  in  the  presence 
of   strangers,   into  the   typical   American   wife  and 
mother. 

And  I  remember  Mary  Woo.l  that  day,  not  so 
much  for  the  soft  brown  hair  oarted  on  fJw>  f.;.  I.:„L 
forenead,  nor  the  linos  of  her  graceful  figure  nor  the 
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swccl.  |);ili(iil,  I'ri^flilriu'd  luok  drcp  in  her  diirk 
cyt's,  l)ut  tor  tlu'^'racvful  way  in  whicli  she  came  over 
and  l)('^'f,M"d  for  work  and  the  chaiico  to  earn  a  living' 
for  licrsc-lf. 


'1 


She  got  it  ! 

Mary  went  to  work  for  us  Immediately,  "learn- 
iiif,'  file  case." 

Sam  got  her  a  hoanh'ng  i)Iace  with  one  Mrs. 
Mathers,  a  widowed  lady,  who  ran  a  boarding 
lioiisc  on  School  Street. 

'Hw  first  few  days  slipped  away;  by  Saturday 
she  could  get  up  a  fairly  sizable  string  of  locals. 

And  she  tried  to  "find  herself"  in  our  conmiunity. 

It  was  something  of  a  novelty  in  those  days  for 
women  to  be  employed  in  printing  offices.  Our 
newspapers  of  those  years  were  produced  by  journey- 
men printers,  popularly  known  as  "tramps." 
'I'liey  were  strange.  loval)le  souls,  more  or  less  out  of 
pliunb  with  the  world  around  them,  who  drifted  from 
F)lace  to  place,  staying  oidy  long  enough  to  earn  the 
wherewithal  to  finance  them  further  in  their  wander- 
lust. Most  of  them  drank  to  excess.  They  could 
thoroughly  be  relii>d  upon  to  demand  employment 
when  there  was  no  more  work  than  the  regular  staff 
could  handle  and  with  ecpial  faithfulness  they  lay 
down  on  the  job  or  mox  <•(!  onward  just  when  work 
was  burying  the  office  and  they  were  needed  most. 

It  occasioned  some  talk  in  the  village  therefore 
when  Sam  Hod  dei)arted  from  the  traditions  of  the 
profession  and  sought  local  girls  lo  do  his  typesetting 
as  being  defjcndable,  all-l he-year-round  work  folk, 
iiiis  talk  was  revived  when  it  l)ecame  known  that 
the  Wood  girl,  after  a  humiliating  experience  with 
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a  drunken  stcpfatlier  at  thoir  lonely  farniliousc  on 
the  Cohh  Hill  road,  had  secured  a  phiee  and  intended 
to  i)ay  her  own  way  and  care  for  herself  by  taking 
employment  in  the  local  newspaper  office. 

It  was  rej,'arde<l  as  a  rather  radical  procedure  for 
her  to  take  her  place  at  the  case  alongside  the 
flotsam  and  jetsam  of  human  life  who  commonly 
lived  off  printing;  offices  —  and  rub  shoulders  with 
them  in  the  day's  work.  Conservative  parents 
commented  dubiously  on  the  idea  of  a  "nice" 
you  lady  overhearing?  the  lumberous  and  oft  times 
highly-hued  talk  circulating  among  employees  of  a 
printing  establishment  and  taking  up  with  the  grimy, 
monotonous,  back-room  life  which  in  those  days  was 
typical  of  newspaper  offices  the  nation  over.  And 
as  conservative  fathers  and  mothers  of  "nice" 
daughters  fre(iuently  discussed  it  when  Mary  Wood 
passed  by,  it  followed  that  those  "nice"  daughters 
gradually  came  to  acquire  the  same  ideas  and  rated 
Mary  accordingly. 

It  was  a  hard  place  in  which  to  put  the  girl, 
the  more  so  because  she  coultl  not  understand  what 
lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  snubs  and  j(>llybean  social 
ostracisms  which  occurred  during  that  following 
autumn  and  winter. 

She  supposed  —  poor  girl  —  that  the  lack  of 
interest  taken  in  her,  the  lack  of  companionship 
on  the  part  of  other  girls  about  the  village,  the  failure 
to  receive  mvitatioiis  to  parties  and  dances  and 
village  functions  given  by  the  younger  set  was  due  to 
the  unsavory  reputation  which  Silent  Wheeler  had 
in  the  comnnmity,  that  she  was  his  stepdaughter  and 
a  girl  who  had  come  from  "nobodies." 

She  laid  it  to  her  family;  the  fact  that  she  had 
come  from    the    inconsequential  hamlet    of    North 
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Foxboro:  Ihaf  she  could  iiol  afford  to  dress  as  some 
of  the  olluT  villaj,'('  ^'irls  dressed  and  therefore 
offended  those  in  a  phiee  to  offer  her  social  favors,  — 
anything  and  everything'  hut  the  truth. 

It  was  a  thou^htk-ss  and  cruel  little  small-town 
snobbery.  IIaj)pily  the  days  of  such  provincialism 
are  over.  But  the  fact  remains  that  Mary  was  not 
fortunate  enough  to  "get  in"  willi  the  "right 
people."  She  did  her  work  in  the  daytime  faith- 
fully and  satisfactorily.  But  when  six  o'clock 
came  and  the  lal)or  was  done  until  another  morning, 
she  went  alone  to  the  cheap  room  at  the  top  of  Mrs. 
Mathers'  boardhig  house  and  spent  her  evenings  by 
herself. 

Once  or  twice  the  men  in  tlu>  office  made  advances 
to  her ;  tried  to  take  her  out  and  show  her  attention. 
But  they  were  coarse,  rough  printer-folk,  here  to- 
day and  gone  to-morrow.  Slie  judged  them  in- 
tuitively at  their  true  value  and  gave  them  no  en- 
couragement. 

Yet  the  talk  which  her  employment  in  the  office 
occasioned  among  the  "best"  i)eople  was  not  match- 
flare  alongside  the  commotion  caused  in  the  "back 
room"  of  our  establishment  to  have  a  girl  of  Mary 
Woods'  dainty  personality  working  side  by  side 
with  our  men,  appealing  to  them  with  her  questions 
and  trade  perplexities,  tickling  their  rough-shaven 
cheeks  unintentionally  with  the  truant  strands  of 
her  fine-spun  hair  as  she  bent  with  them  over  the 
forms,  getting  little  daubs  of  ink  or  type-case  grime 
on  her  features  and  only  making  tliem  the  prettier. 

If  the  town  [M'ople  could  only  have  known,  her 
presence  in  the  office  made  a  ditf(T(>nt  place  of  the 
i-iuttcreu  old  iooiu.  li  produced  also  startling 
changes   in   the   moral   tone   of   the   establishment. 


li 


44 


THE   (JKEATER   (iEOKV 


Old  "Daddy  Joo",  the  ad-iiiiin,  slopped  spitting' 
tobacco  jui<'t'  on  tlu-  floor  and  <,Miri(liiiK  il  in  with  his 
boot.  "Skinny  Napoleon"  lli^^ins,  a  lu^nihrious 
soul  of  cxccedinK  tliiniuss  who  had  once  been  jillcd 
by  a  wi<K)\v.  ceased  his  morl)id  recreation  of  settinf,' 
up  his  own  obituary  in  ditVerenI  styles  and  leaving,' 
it  around  on  ^':'''eys  which  w<'  always  wanted  in  a 
luirry.  he  stopp  1  sending,'  out  every  afternoon  for  a 
pail  of  beer,  he  shaved  three  limes  a  week  and  de- 
clared that  svearin^'  had  lo  stop  in  that  ofKee,  by 
(la>vd,  or  he'd  see  lo  il  that  somebody  had  hell 
knocked  out  of  'eui.  The  one-eyed  boy  whose 
given  name  was  Lawrence  Brii,'Ks  Ilanchett,  but  whom 
we  called  "Slob"  because  of  his  j)ropeiisily  to  cover 
everything?  in  the  place  but  the  payroll  with  ink 
whenever  he  hlled  the  press  founla.ins.  ceased  re- 
moving' his  glass  eye  and  rolling,'  il  around  the 
stove  because  it  horrified  I  he  girls,  and  Mr.  Nimrod 
Brings  who  helped  with  the  ads  and  tended  press, 
buttoned  his  vest  for  the  first  time  in  years;  he 
changed  his  shirt  as  often  as  twice  a  month  and 
showed  up  for  work  so  regularly  on  Monday  morn- 
ings that  the  proprietors  of  tlu>  Ddili/  Tchyrapli  — 
noting  that  these  changes  had  begun  with  the 
advent  of  the  pretty  little  compositor  —  rose  up 
and  called  her  blessed. 

There  were  three  otluT  girls  in  th«>  office  :  Annie 
Seavers  was  the  senior  of  these  in  point  of  employ- 
ment—  a  big  horse  of  a  female  with  sloppy  heels, 
receding  chin  and  three  rolls  of  fat  on  Ikt  neck  under 
washed-out  brown  hair  which  would  never  stay 
combed.  Annie  "ran*'  with  the  River  Street 
crowd,  which  was  decidedly  not  a  crowd  for  Mary  at 
all,  keepuig  up  the  tra<iitions  and  j)opuhir  eouet-p- 
tion  of  females  who  would  work  in  priuthig  ofHces. 
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Sii-if  Wliilcotnl)  was  llic  second;  a  roiisclcntlous 
link'  soul  111  ^old  spcclaclfs  wjiicli  she  won-  liali'-\v:iy 
down  a  very  t'n-cklcd  iiosc.  IJut  sjic  v  as  a  slow- 
wilted  ^'irl  who  larked  ima^'iiiatioii.  -always 
scented  wiili  clieap  pert'uinerv  and  clot  lied  in  lionie- 
iiiade  dresses  uitli  coarse  stitches  which  were  always 
pailin;,'  soniewh«-re  about  her  anatomy. 

The  third  ^drl  -  Mabel  IleiKh-rson,  more  famil- 
iarly known  as  "Mibb"  was  a  black-eyed,  in- 
dependent youn^'  spillire  whose  iiiollier  ran  the  mill 
boarding,'  house  at  the ea-^t  end  of  town.  Mibb  spent 
most  of  her  wa^'cs  on  caramels  and  clothes  and  was 
always  talking,'  over  the  t\i)e  cases  about  her  '"gentle- 
men friends."  Her  father  was  a  poor,  over|,'rown, 
inconseciueiitial  soul  who  toiled  not,  neither  did  he 
spin,  and  who  si)ent  his  days  sitting  around  in 
grocery  stores  or  blacksmith  shops  keeping  folks 
informed  about  the  progress  of  his  old  army  trouble, 

Between  a  mother  with  a  caustic  temper  who  was 
forever  "telling  the  world"  how  sh(>  had  throvvn 
herself  away  marrying  old  Harvey  Henderson,  and 
a  father  who  dined  in  the  kitclien  from  scraps  the 
boarders  left  —  Mibb  had  grown  uj)  with  rather 
unique  id<'as  about  the  matrimon'  d  relation. 

"Harvey's  wife  is  a  sort  o'  female  battleship," 
quoth  rncle  Joe  Fodder,  the  town  philosopher  who 
ran  the  livery  stable  behind  the  Whitney  Ilouse  on 
Main  Street,  "and  Harvey  always  reminds  me  of 
two  or  three  hours  o'  July  afternoon.  And  when 
you  get  a  battleship  married  to  two  or  three  hoars 
o"  July  afternoon,  it  ain't  reasonable  to  expect  that 
\\\v  otTspring'-  goin'  to  recite  any  phenomenal 
number  o'  Miipiun^  verses  at  a  Sunday-school  enter- 
iainmenl.  Some  young  folks  know  a  lot  about 
marriage  by  niissin'  it  to  home.     Show  me  a  home 
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wlnTO  tho  niolluT  runs  llic  l>;iiik  account,  and  I'll 
.show  yc  a  l)iiiicli  o"  kids  wlio  iiMially  (loti't  rise  up 
and  give  the  old  man  a  cliair  when  lie  liot)f.s  it  in  !" 

This  was  the  gciK-ral  altitude  of  the  village  toward 
the  Hendersons.  An<l  yet  then'  was  one  redeeming 
feature  about  tin-  Henderson  girl,  because  of  which 
the  village  made  due  allowanc(>  for  her  "freshness." 
Hy  one  of  those  strange  pranks  which  Nature  often 
plays  in  a  sniali  lown,  the  girl  could  sing. 

Sing  ? 

She  had  a  contralto  voice  that  Uncle  Joe  further 
renjarked  was  "li(iuid  glory"  given  her  "to  soothe 
the  savage  heast"  —  probably  referring  to  "her 
old  woman", —  a  ber.utiful  ^''!ce  th;  t  needed  only 
training  to  make  Mibb  a  prodigy.  But  it  had  not 
been  trained  for  two  reasons.  Ma  Ileuvlerson  had 
no  goods  of  this  world  to  waste  on  such  foolishness; 
and  Mil>b  wouldn't  iiave  put  the  lime  into  training 

if  she  had. 

The  girl  sang  at  singing  schools,  parties,  .small- 
town entertainments.  She  a»)used  liiT  gift  with  all 
the  abandon  of  the  irreveren  child  of  such  parents, 
and  used  it  only  to  create  merriment  for  her  asso- 
ciates  with   the   popular  songs  and   ballads  of  the 

period. 

Neither  with  the  Henderson  girl,  therefore,  did 
Mary  find  much  temperamental  compatibility. 

Many  is  the  night  that  we  elder  folk  in  the  front 
office,  sensing  the  trouble  but  not  knowing  exactly 
how  to  go  about  applying  a  remedy,  encountered 
Mary  walking  about  the  streets  of  Paris,  with  a 
little  feeling  of  sorrow  and  sympathy. 

Somehow  she  just  didn't  fit  in  with  the  various 
phases  of  the  town's  social  life.  She  was  too  good 
for  the  workaday  crowd  in  the  shops  and  factories 
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of  I'iiris  as  well  as  licr  fi'llow-cniployt'S  in  llic  mc- 
cliariical  (Ifparliiiciil  ;  and  flu-  halaiR'c  of  our 
[xoplc  consi'lcnd  licr  Ix-ncath  I  hem  and  ^mvc  Iut 
>inall  opporhiriily  to  coiiviiicc  tliciii  how  tlioii^'litlrss 
;iiid  \vroii<^  they  were. 

At  first  we  had  supposed  that  her  nioflicr  was 
<i)iiiin<,'  in  oil"  the  farm  to  livt-  with  her;  that  indeed, 
would  'ia\('  I)',".M  a  happ,\  sohition  to  her  lone- 
h'ness.  But  the  helph>s  i(h'ot  to  whom  she  had  ^'iven 
liirlh  and  who  spent  his  days  in  a  l)are  n>om  on  the 
second  door  (jf  the  Wheeler  housowouldhave perished 
williout  her.  While  such  an  event  mi^dif  have  been 
a  tiierey,  mother-love  held  her  to  the  unspeakable 
sacrifice.  With  Mary  out  of  the  way,  tem[)orarily 
flic  husband's  personal  abuse  ceasi-d. 

Mrs.  Wheder  said  slie  ^messed  that  after  what 
she'd  stood  she  could  stand  it  a  little  longer,  so  long 
as  it  didn't  get  any  worse.  Besides,  she  didn't 
propose  to  go  to  no  Paris  and  live  on  the  slender 
wages  of  no  daughter,  not  while  she  hud  the  breath 
o'  life  in  her  body  to  look  out  for  herself  and  she 
eaiculatcd  she  had.  If  Mary  couldn't  finish  her 
schoolin'-  if  she  had  to  go  to  work  and  take  care 
of  iierself  —  she  needed  all  the  money  she  earned 
to  buy  herself  clothes  and  pretty  things  and  fit 
herself  to  attract  "the  right  sort"  in  the  matter  of  a 
husband. 

It  Is  not  correct  in  t'lis  chapter  of  introduction  of 
Mary  to  Paris  to  say  that  in  the  first  lonely  summer 
and  aulunm  she  was  wholly  ignored  by  the  thought- 
less boys  and  girls  that  nuide  up  our  community's 
younger  set.  The  lu'ght  of  the  lawn  party  at 
Calvary  Methodist  churcji  there  was  one  vounf» 
man  who  r(>membered  her  and  asked  her  to  go  with 
him. 
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Poor  "Sluf?"  Truman!  With  all  his  faults  and 
iudisciH'lions  he  was  a  good-hearted  hoy  and  nu'i'.nt 
well.  He  too  had  been  unfortunate  iu  the  choi-e 
of  parents. 

His  father  was  old  "Short-Cramp"  Truman,  so 
called  because  in  an  overgrown  blacksmith  shop 
down  on  River  Street  he  "manufactured"  a  farm 
wagon  of  his  own  design  witli  exceptionally  small 
front  wheels  which  gave  his  product  a  sale  and 
tuppence  worth  of  fame  for  its  unique  short  turning 
(|ualities;  ^^  because,  b<'ing  a  first-class  mortgage 
forecloser  and  plate-passer,  he  was  not  above  cramp- 
ing unfortunates  whenever  he  had  the  opportunity 
to  execute  .such  a  maneuver  to  his  financial  ad- 
vantage. 

Herb's  mother  was  a  weak-eyed,  whimpering- 
voiced,  flat-faced  woman  with  a  hand  like  a  damp 
dishcloth  who  never  cxi)ressed  an  o{)inion  in  her 
life  and  spent  lier  days  following  around  an<i  setting 
off  a  rather  flashy  and  forwartl  daughter,  wl^o  made 
all  decisions  and  saw  tha    they  were  carricj  out. 

Herb  was  a  vlecent  sort  of  chap  and  rat^r  easy- 
going, and  a  natural  sense  of  humor  prev^ted  him 
from  reaching  the  extremes  which  finally  landed 
^;smeralda  Truman  in  the  divorce  court  and  a  sana- 
torium. Old  Short-Cramp* .  might  have  been  a 
leech  and  a  sharoer  in  business  l)ut  he  had  lost 
a  baby  son  the  year  before  Herb  eamc  along  and 
that  made  him  nartial  and  strangely  indulgent  to  the 
offspring  —  particularly  the  male  offspring — that 
had  survived.  Herb  had  all  the  money  he  wanted, 
but  he  spent  it  harmlessly  though  of  I  times     >oHshly, 

-on  horses  and  dogs  and  the  village  belles, — 
whereas  Esmeralda   squandered   hers   viciously  and 

II^'O/l        t"  f\       r<i(.\       4-  li  «\       fititr       I'l^jk       \tri\t'       Ix^k***-* 
t  >  ^.U     vU    1  •-i'^     tLiv     tiuj'     :::ii\^     vv  d,c    tjxjiii. 
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Long  hdon-  hv  had  graduated  from  high  school 
Herb  had  been  a  familiar  sight  on  the  streets  of 
Paris  with  his  httle  bhxok  mare,  Monday-Washing, 
and  his  hideous  big  Enghsh  bull  with  the  equally 
incongruous  title  of  Cardinal  Wolsey.  Herb  stood 
six  feet  in  his  stockings  and  weighed  two  hundred 
pounds.  He  had  the  most  tremendous  cowlick  ii» 
I*aris,  which  Uncle  Joe  Fodder  declared  "had  used 
up  all  the  rest  of  the  hair  the  Lord  had  left  after  he'd 
finished  thatchin'  the  rest  of  mankind,"  which  was 
a  njarvelous  creation  and  immediately  he  removed  his 
luit  arose  like  a  congregation  of  Sioux  war  feathers 
with  a  strong  wind  perpetually  blowin''  from  be- 
hind, aen  Amos  Templeton,  one  of  ..ic  barbers 
at  Jim  Stilcs's  barlxT  shop  went  crazy  one  night  and 
nearly  scalped  D>.  tor  Johnson  in  the  chair,  the 
viihige  d(>clared  his  mental  aberration  was  due  to 
the  struggle  a  few  minutes  before  with  Herb's  cow- 
lick in  which  he  had  been  ignominiously  defeated  and 
brought  down  to  the  dust. 

Old  Short-Cramp's  wealth  was  popularly  assumed 
to  l)e  written  in  six  figures;  he  was  a  sufferer  from 
acute  Bright's  dibc-se;  when  he  passed  on  Herb 
would  get  most  of  his  money.  Therefore  was  Herb 
popular  among  the  unmarried  girls  of  the  village 
and  parents  who  winked  an  eye  at  the  Vy's  pro- 
c-livities  for  cigarettes,  neat  ankles  and  t'    n  horses. 

It  was  Herb  who  did  not  forget  the  little  girl  with 
the  wistful  brown  eyes  whom  he  had  felt  for  one 
brief  instant  seeking  protection  w^ithin  the  hollow 
of  his  arm,  and  he  intercepted  her  at  the  door  of  the 
boarding  house  one  September  night  with  some 
nuunmery  about  having  "two  tickets  give  him" 
for  the  "ice-cream  splurge"  that  he  was  unsuccessful 
m   disnosiui'    nf    .■iltintncrli    lit.    h-^A 
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gratis  far  and  wide.  Would  she  help  him  make  use 
of  'cm  as  it  was  a  pity  tlu-y  should  go  to  waste  and 
the  Calvary  Methodist  ladies  be  profiters  by  an 
unearned  thirty  cents? 

And  Mary,  with  the  color  coming'  and  going  in  her 
face  because  it  was  her  fir>t  invitation  "out" — as 
she  wrote  to  her  motluT  -  had  "thanked  him  c'cr 
so  nmch"  and  said  she  would  be  j)leased  to  assist 
him  in  making  the  Methodist  ladies  give  full  value 
for  cash  received.  So  she  washed  and  ironed  and 
strung  with  baby  ril)l)on  a  poor  cheap  little  muslin 
dress  made  by  the  woman  with  terribly  reddened 
hands  and  on  that  memorable  Thursday  night 
"accom})anied"  Ilerb  to  the  sociable, 

Adam  Mc(^uarry,  janitor  of  the  Calvary  Metho- 
dist church,  wa.i  a  simple  creature  with  big  ears  and 
bigger  feet  who  couldnl  see  why  folks  couldn't 
liold  their  lawn  j)arties  indo<^rs  and  minimize  the 
destruction  to  church  [)roperty  att(>nding  the  re- 
moval of  church  furniture  to  tlu*  open  air  for  social 
purposes,  to  say  nothing  of  saving  his  velvet  lawn. 

During  the  afternoon  Adam  had  stretched  a  wire 
from  tree  to  tree  in  front  of  the  church  while  little 
Mrs.  Pratt  followed  him  anxiously  al)out  and  steadied 
his  stepladder  under  the  convict  ion  that  Adam  turned 
loose  umit tended  on  a  church  lawn  with  a  wild  and 
rambunctious  stepladder  would  surely  break  his 
neck  and  cast  a  shadow  over  I  he  function. 

At  six  o'clock  th(>  church  lawn  was  bobbing  with 
bulbous  decorations  of  weird  shape  and  gala  hue; 
tables,  chairs  and  vestry  crockery  had  been  spilled 
out  onto  the  green,  amid  which  a  dozen  ladies  in 
"white  things"  starched  as  stiff  as  their  religion, 
were  effecting  some  kind  of  order  and  utility.     The 
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romhiricd  (>ffort  of  Adam,  a  passinfr  grocer's  hoy,  and 
"Doctor"  Dodd  the  minister,  all  of  them  morally 
assisted  hy  the  ladies,  without  knocking  the  varnish 
off  more  than  four  corners  of  that  melodious  piece 
of  machinery  or  l'>,vering  it  unexpectedly  on  more 
than  two  of  Adam  McQuarry's  feet. 

The  ice-'^'ream  freezers  wre  lined  along  the  eastern 
wall  of  the  church  behind  an  improvised  plank  table 
and  looked  like  huge  moist  shells  waiting  to  be  ex- 
ploded on  the  social  battlefield. 

The  entire  neighborhood.  Prot(\stant,  Catholic, 
Jew  or  pagan,  had  loaned  something  to  the  execu- 
tive committee  which  it  was  positive  it  was  never 
to  see  again,  for  the  way  things  get  lost  or  mixed  up 
or  carried  off  at  these  lawn-party  and  cliurch  affairs 
was  a  caution. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  artists  who  were  to  furnish 
the  evening's  literary  and  nmsical  entertainment 
had  arrived  and  were  tinkling  at  the  piano  or  running 
oyer  scales  or  thumping  stringetl  instruments  or 
wildly  dispatching  reluctant  messengers  for  music 
which  had  been  forgotten. 

At  seven-thirty  the  church  people  began  to  arrive 
in  knots  of  twos  and  threes  and  fives,  the  men  dressed 
with  the  painful  laboriousness  of  horny-handed  sons 
of  toil  and  the  women  indicating  the  five-dollars' 
worth  of  fuss  through  which  they  had  gone  to  be 
present  and  consume  ten  cents'  worth  of  ice  cream. 

At  eight  o'clock  Adam  got  loose  with  his  st(>pladder 
and  lighted  all  the  bobbing,  bulbous  Japanese 
lant(Tns.  and  so  long  as  Mrs.  Pratt  was  busv  else- 
where and  didn't  see  him.  whether  he  fell  off  and 
l)rok««  his  neck  or  set  himself  afire  with  the  taper 
was  nol)ody's  conc(>rn  but  his  own. 
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fantastic,  romantic  place  wliciv  harsh  faces  softened 
and  thin  hidies  hecanie  less  scrawny  and  fat  ladies 
became  merely  plumj)  and  honu>ly  girl-<  became 
pretty  and  j.retty  f,nrls  prettier.  Fi^'uns  in  white 
moved  abont  anion*,'  the  tables  from  which  arose  the 
sociable  hnni  of  animated  small-town  "conversation" 
and  the  tinkle  of  tableware  and  spoons.  And  the  ice 
cream  was  not  Ihe  flat,  siarchy,  patented  qnick- 
proccss  stnff  bon<,dit  in  these  latter  days  from  a  pnblic 
caterer  r.nd  sold  at  a  i)ro(il  which  is  the  obtaininj;  of 
money  nnder  false  i)retences.  It  was  p"*"''  yellow 
rich  scoops  of  froz<Mi  delicionsness  made  with  real 
cream,  —  and  ejifis  that  wi-i.^hed  eijilit  to  the  ponnd. 
A  phitefnl  was  a  meal  and  two  plates  fnll  a  hnrry  call 
on  the  castor-oil  commissary. 

Mary  accompanied  Sluf,'  to  the  ice-cream  social  and 
entertainment  and  found  a  corner  with  him  not  far 
from  the  piano  where  was  a  "table  for  two",  and  she 
sat  and  dissipated  in  a  dish  which  she  had  ^'rown  up 
to  reco<,Miizi"  as  sacred  to  occasions  of  j^reat  ceremony. 

The  boy  tried  introducinj,'  her  to  ^nrls  wlio  passed 
them  or  waited  on  the  tables.  Bui  it  was  an  awk- 
ward, painful  proceeding,'  and  after  two  attemi)ts 
he  giive  it  up.  None  of  them  lin^'erecl.  They 
acknowlt>d<,'ed  the  introduction  with,  a  quick  "pleez- 
tomeecher"  and  were  fjone  on  errands  of  an  ex- 
tremely ur<rent  nature. 

"Ain't  much  society  aromul  here  to-night,"  apolo- 
fjized  Herbert.  "As  old  man  Fodder  says,  it's 
principally  K'K'^'l*'-  Ki'i'l^'^'-  ^oh\)\v  and  -/li  \  Any- 
how, there's  the  entertainment  and  if  it  ain't  worth 
fifteen  cents  we'll  take  it  out  on  Adam  ^^cQuarry." 
Thinking  this  a  gocxl  joke.  Uvrh  laughec;  nd  i)ulled 
off  his  hat,  and  his  cowlick  arose  as  thougn  iu  aston- 
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KshnuMit  t.,  find  ilsrir  ;,l  a  rhnroh  l.-n,vn  party,  and 
Mary  wa.s  obliged  to  laugh  also,  iJiougj,  not  at  herb's 
pleasanlry. 

Th<-  eiiUTtainnuMit  began  at   (-ighf-tliirf y  with  a 
I.ray<-r  by  the  minister,  -  although   uhether  to  in- 
voke a  biessuig  on  the  ariists  or  eonipassion  on  the 
audience  was  not    made  clear  by  the  text      Then 
Doctor  Dodd  announced  that  the  Hrst  number  on  the 
program  ux>uld  be  a  duet  by  the  Ralhburn  Twins 
I'-om  (  hopm  (he  pronounced  it  "chopj,in")  and  the 
two  lernfieally   starched    and    stiffly  braided  little 
Kathburn  g.rls  were  headed  towar.l  the  piano  and 
I>ushed  forward.      They  climbed  on  two  stools  facing 
a  piece  of  music  as  large  as  themselyes  and  after 
several    audible    "one-t wo-three"    "one-two-three" 
became  launched  on  the  rendition  of  so-called  music 
...    a    manner    which    quickly    demonstrated    that 
Doctor  Dodd  had  not  been  so  yery  far  wrong  in  his 

pronunciation  of  the  name  after  all.  Uncle  Joe 
-Hide-  m  the  office  next  day  declared  that  when eyer 
le  saw  those  musical  but  diminutiye  Rathburn  Twins 
ngh  on  stools  before  some  philosophical  long-suffering 

P..U10  they  rennnded  him  of  a  couple  of  painters 

slung  on  a  stagmg    half-way    do.-n    the  sides  of  a 
rce-story  Imihhng  hurrying  to  finish  the  job  before 

their  paint  gave  out. 

It  was  Uncle  Joe's  fayorite  joke 

One  of  the  Twins  haying  finished  th-  duet  not  more 

;lmn  tour  bars  ahead  of  the  other  and  having  to  play 

con  taut  y    embraced    such    opportunities    to    call 
n  h lie  aUention  to  their  capacity  for  ''expression" 

.ot    n  t  ?n""  ^'■^'"^r^^«"^J-V  ^"-^essful  although 
'ot    .n   just    the   way  she   intended).   D^w^.   n.li 

-ciared    that    tiiey   would    ucxt    be   favored  ^with 
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an  instnuncntal  select  ion  from  Master  Robert 
Bowel  1. 

"Master"  Robert  Bowen,  consisting  mostly  of 
Windsor  lie,  knees  like  f^ourds  and  manifest  stage 
fright  —  who  in  other  times  and  seasons  was  more 
popnlarly  referred  to  as  "that  lanky  Bowen  young 
one"  pulle(l  np  his  stockings  with  a  subconscious 
jv-rk,  wiped  his  nose  with  the  l)ack  of  his  hand  and 
followed  (irace  Rawlins  to  tiie  f)i.\no.  Thereupon  he 
proceeded,  as  Uncle  Joe  also  commented,  to  "nnirder 
Old  Black  Joe  with  a  fiddle  got  with  soap-wrappers." 

Esmeralda  Truman,  whose  latest  brainstorm  was  a 
career  on  the  stage  —  next  recited  — as  Doctor  Dodd 
announced  it  "  Curfew  Shall  Not  Ring  To-night 
With  Piano  Accom])animenl."  And  when  she 
showed  her  hands  "all  torn  and  bleeding"  and  struck 
a  rather  hysterical  pitch  when  Cromwell  arrived  and 
announced  that  her  lover  lived  and  could  resume  his 
job  in  the  morning.  Uncle  Joe  Fodder  couldn't  stand 
the  entertainment  a  moment  longer  but  stamped  off 
down  to  the  Whitney  House  bar  and  had  a  strong 
drink. 

Jerry  Peterson  who  worked  In  the  wagon  sho()  did 
some  sleight-of-hand  tricks  that  fooled  everybody  but 
the  small  boys,  and  Clarence  Potherton  appeared  in 
blackface  and  had  a  good  deal  to  say  about  the  train 
that  went  to  AEorrow  to-morrow  but  got  ail  tangled 
up  in  his  time  of  departure  and  destination  and  did 
three-(iuarters  of  the  song  in  a  manner  which  sug- 
gested that  his  mouth  was  filled  with  hot  potatoes. 

Julian  Blackburn  told  a  few  jokes  about  the  baby 
brother  that  couldn't  be  sent  back  to  heaven  because 
he'd  been  used  four  days  and  about  Irish  widow 
ladies  who  li  id  the  news  of  tlu'ir  bereavements  broken 
to    them    in    strange    and    wonderful    ways.     And 
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effectively  .^qiiclelicd  (lie  riotous  couliek  iind  niur- 
niurt'd  sonu'tliiii^'  uWoiit  how  lie  hoped  he  coidd  see 
her  safe  home.  And  i  hey  easiially  iiK)V(>d  off  the 
lawn  witli  the  oth»'fs  and  I'oinid  theinselvi-s  in  (h-- 
serted  summer  stre<'ts  where  the  youufx  man  regah'd 
her  with  items  of  interest  wherein  liis  own  ec- 
centricities were  prt)im"nent. 

He  asked  lier  if  she  suf)posed  the  h'tth'  hhick  mare, 
Mon(hiy-\Vashin^',  eouhl  possihiy  contract  shoe  hoil, 
and  when  .^he  said  slie  conhhi't  imai;ine  such  a  thin^', 
he  declared  that  AFonday-Washin^'  had  done  that 
thing  and  exphiined  in  great  detail  how  Doc  Sawyer 
the  veterinary  liad  lanced  it  and  taken  away  a 
"quart"  and  could  she  suppose  you  could  take  away 
a  "quart"  from  t lie  leg  of  a  mare  as  small  and  neat 
as  Mondav-Washing. 

Mary  replied  rather  faintly  that  she  could  not 
conceive  of  such  a  happening  wliich  prompted  Slug 
to  move  on  to  the  subject  of  glanders. 

Had  she  ever  had  a  horse  with  glanders,'  No? 
Well,  did  she  know  what  todoif  siie  shoidd  have  a 
horse  with  glanders.?  No?  A\ell,  lu  would  tell  her 
so  that  she  might  be  prepared  for  snch  an  emergency 
and  save  the  animal  from  tlie  death-violent  at  the 
hands  of  the  authorities.  Wliich  li<»  did,  with  much 
elaboration  of  the  j)rice  tJie  secret  had  cost  him  and 
the  intimation  that  he  was  disclosing  it  only  because 
he  took  it  she  was  a  friend  and  could  be  trusted. 

He  confided  to  her  that  Jim  Stile's  collie  dog  had 
mange  and  that  nothing  would  tickle  him  more  than 
to  know  that  Jim's  dog  had  given  it  to  fussy  little 
Miss  Sparrow's  curly-tailed  pug.  He  said  that  if 
Frank  Morrow  persisted  in  running  his  bay  so  fast 
between  here  and  Barre  lliat  he  was  iroinjr  to  break 
her  wind  and  wanted  to  know  which  she  would  pre- 
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f.r : ;.  MKuv  will,  l,r..k,>„  ui.ul  or  .•.  l,ors<>  with  spavin  ? 
''"';';."-  ••"  •■"^'"'  f-o^v^Nvr,  that  Mary  was  not 
;;'"'"'^V;"  '--.ilnu-nts  <.»•  I.o...sc-s  anJ  dogs,  he 
<li;m.:,'c(l  to  atlilrlic.s.  *' 

The   lo,w...t    u-,.y   ro.nul   hpin^r   lh<-  shortrst   way 
'";'"<•.    iHy  .1„1  not  turn  in  at   Mrs.  Mathc-r's  gate 
;vl"-n  t  '»-y  n.ach.,!  School  St rcM>t.     Sln<.  said  somo- 
Inn^-  about  a  huv  nio-ht  an.l  wouhi  she  walk  ,lown  as 
l^.r  as  the  water-works  an<l  hack  to  enjov  it  ?     And 
A  ary    -  because  he  was  the  first  youn^  m]m  who  had 
tak,-u  niteres     n,  her  since  she  arrived  in  Paris - 
c-onsented  ami  w.th  hat  in  hand  wandered  with  him 
'loun  Man,  Street  and  through  Pine  and  off  to  the 
.^oufh  of  town. 

Slug  g,vw  intimate  on  the  r.turn.     At  Clark  Street 

'••  put  h,s  ham    under  her  arm  to  help  her  over  the 
H-oken  crosswalk  and  on  the  oth<-r  side  he  did  not 

^'k^'  .t  away      She  was  rather  glad  tl,ey  were  headed 

'•'  unvard.     He  got  arounci  in  a  conversational  way 

'  lam.ly  affairs,  among  which lu>confided  to  her  that 

>>tof  hetnneh,ssisterEsmeraldagavehimapab 
'"  t'H  neck  anyhow  and  that  all  she  needed  w,s 
M>n.eo,,e  to  marry  her  that  would  whale  the  tar  out  of 

n<>  said  that  his  mother  had  long  ago  impressed  it 
"/><-  I-n  that  he  ought  to  marry  and  settle  do  v^bu 
at  he  sa.d  to  her  he'd  be  damned  if  he  would  unt" 
'■<;  r.glit  girl  came  along,  all  the  girls  in  the  village 
.-ng  n.ore  or  less  lightheaded  sisters  who  couS 
;;     ;va  -      thou^  burning  it  and  a  hundred  to  on 
;;;|-'i<l^t,v  to  cook  a  ch.cken  without  removing  the 

He  asked  her  if  she  <>vor  h^A  ^„^.__x        1    _   .. 
f;;.;nn^ca,„e  over  her  lh,.,anf„|i:;  ^dS  i^^ 
«..,  for  her  money  or  what  they  could  get  out  of  h 
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and  sMstaiiitMl  a  rallu-r  Mi^jiicsl  i\ c  |»|•^•^Mlr(•  <»ii  her  arm 
vvluii  Ih-  asked  licr  il'  love  wasn'l  llir  rral  Inu-  tiling 
in  life  aftt-r  all  aii<l  ulial  could  yoii  find  to  t'(iual  il  ? 

It  was  a  hadly  dis(nii(tcd  ^'irl  wlio  saw  llic  wliitr 
fence  oi'  Mrs.  Mat  Iters'  lu)»ise  come  in  si^dif  a  second 
time,  feeling  lier^ell"  in  a  situation  Ixyond  her  control. 
Tliey  stood  i'of  :i  while  at  the  ^ide  post,  the  ^'irl 
ieatnii^'  l)ack  ayain^t  il  with  her  homiel  hehiiid  her, 
gazing-  from  time  to  time  a  hit  fearfully  up  into  the 
youn^'  m.in's  face. 

•'Well/'   said    he,    "I    hoju-   you    had   a   pleasant 
cvi'iiin'.  " 

*'Ves,"  sIk'  faltered. 
"Hope  we'll  >ee  more  of  each  other." 
"I  hope  .so." 

"Well.  I  suppose  I  J,'ol  lo  say  <i-ood-hy." 
"(lood-l.y.      I've    had    an    awfid    ^ood    lime.     I 
caii't  tell  yon  how  <,M-att'ful  I  am  to  you." 

Before  >lie  realiz«-d  what  he  iidended  ther(>  was  an 
elephantine  arm  upon  her  neck,  the  faint  reek  of  stale 
ci^'ar  smoke  in  her  senses  and  a  dah  of  a  kiss  had  been 
imprinti'd  upon  the  side  of  her  half-parted  lips. 

Her  face  huriu'd.  TluM-e  cam(>  a  choke  in  her 
throat.  She  raised  the  hack  of  one  hand  to  her 
mouth  and  held  it  tln-re.  Her  ey(>s  fused  tears  of 
mortification. 

"llow        how   -could   yon?"   she   lisped   faintly. 
"I   didn't    mean   nothin*   hy   it."   he  lan^died   un- 
easily.    "Aw,  nrnie  hack!     All  the  prls  in  onr  set, 

lennne  kiss  'em  when  I  see  'em  safe  home " 

"How    -could     yon?"    she    .said    aj^'ain.      "And 
I  th(m.i?ht  y(m  w<-re  a  <;entleman." 
"T  .-im  a  m'utleman  !  " 

But  she  went  swiftly  up  the  steps  and  into  the 
house. 
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In    Wiirrn    a    RATiiKFt    H  )rki)    hit    Ixpistrious 
Smvll-town   Dkvil  Takks  ()i  u   LiTTLK  Jklly- 

KKAN    IIeHOINK    ,i.    onto    a    MoUNTAIN    T()1>    AM) 

SHOWS  lIioH  THK  Ki.\(;i)()Ms  or-  rm:  Woim.d. 

Summer  faded.  I)r(>ani.v  days  of  russet  and  gold 
OMouv,!.  Ov.T  fli.-  eastern  wooded  hills  loitered  a 
li;irvest  nu.on.  TJuTe  wen-  lui>kinK  5h'«'s  and  cort 
loasls  out  anions'  the  farmer  folk.  In  the  tangled 
woodlands  songs  of  winter  fires  were  aripj)!.  in  the 
sear  hrown  leaws.  In  the  west  appeared  U.  .-1  ng 
<-l..ndl)anks  and  the  leaden  grays  of  November  wer. 
u\Hm  us. 

One  Saturday  morning  toward  the  dose  of  Indian 
Minmier  the  office  mail  eontaiiuMl  a  letter  for  Marv 

un.nng  her  eye  down  the  single  sheet  and  notinr 
«  ie  signature,  the  pallor  fled  and  :<  dull  red  took  its 
place. 

It  was  a  letter  from  Herbert  and  contained  the 
tollowmg  chatter: 

"  7~~  \  '  '^"^  fi"<'^Ii'  ^oo  darned  fresh.  All  summer 
you  been  keepmg  away  from  me  and  avoiding  me 
and  you  taught  me  a  lesson.  I'm  sorrv  and  I  apolo- 
gize. It  won  t  ever  happen  again.  It's  -ome  to  me 
tliat  you  re  just  the  kind  of  girl  I  been  waiting  for; 

a  irirl  who  wnnWJt.'t  l..f  ,, ^i  i:.      1  b  » 

1  mean  this.     I  wantyou  to  forgive  me.     Show  me 
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yoii  )ir(v|)f  my  .ipolo^ry  |,y  ^,(,irif,'  to  ridr  with  uw  fo- 
iiiorruu  iK'liiiid  Moiiday-W.-isliin^r  <,iit  (iil|„.r('.s  Mills 
Wiiy.  If  yoiiM  (luiic  soMirtliiii^r  you  were  sorry  for 
and  askfd  forKivrncss.  you'd  waiil  to  Ik-  |;,kcn  iii  llic 
siinii'  spirit  you  ap,.Jo^M/c  in,  wouldn'l  vou  ?  'I'licri 
1)0  ready  and  coint'  wil  li  uic  around  onr  oVluck " 

She  saw  him  across  tlir  street  ujieti  sjie  eanie  out 
of  the  ofliee  later  that  ni^ht.  She  went  deliberately 
over  and  intercepted  him. 

'"I  Kot  your  letter,"  she  said.  'Tm  sorry." 

L'V*"',','  ^'"  '*^'feW-'"i<'''i'  with  me  to-morrow?" 
"Yes." 

He  called  for  her  at  Mrs.  Mathers  after  Sunday 
dinner  next  day.  All  llu-  iun.at(>s  of  the  hoarding 
house  watched  them  ,lrive  awav.  Mrs.  Mathers 
went  around  all  the  rest  of  tiie  afternoon  looking 
troubled. 

If  was  a  lazy  autnmn  day.  Th(«  sun  was  warm, 
the  helds  were  fragrant  with  stul)ble  over  which  blew 
a  fitful  wind.  liarrels  stood  beneath  apple  trees- 
adders  leaned  against  yellow-leafed  boughs.  The 
horizons  were  hazy.  Autmmi's  mysterious  voices 
were  calling  as  they  have  called  since  the  world  was 
young. 

rri^\^u  ^'f^y;  '"'^  «f  town  l,y  the  south  road. 
Itie  hills  hid  Pans  behind  them.  The  little  mare 
shied  at  boulders  and  old  newspaners  fluttering 
ag-.nnst  roadside  bushes.  The  New  England  country 
rolled  away  until  it  was  blurred  in  a  violet  skyline 
For  several  miles  there  was  a  .ilence  between  them! 
J  ticn  Herb  said  : 

"Thank  you  for  forgivin'  me;  girls  in  this  town 
as  a  rulf*  .=ire  fi^ii  frs^--!!  ■.•.f.-.-  .^-.-.-.- 1  " 

"Let's  not  talk  about  that.     I  see  by  a  local  I 


rUK  GRKATKR   CLORY 


•)i 


I 


set  up' oil  IViday  that  your  sister  I 


York. 


Tliinks  sho's  ^'oin'  on  (lie  sf 


all  I  Ik-  rest.      Makes  in 


las  gone  fo  i\cw 


iK'c.     She's  just  Iik( 


e  SIC 


Mi 


irv 


tried 


agani. 


I  see   the  Odd   I' 


HI 


the  Oj 


)era  IIousi 


eilows  are  going  to  give  a  {)hiy 


on  re  an  Odd  Fellow, 


iiren  t 


you  r 

"Yes."  he  repiit'd  curlly.  "Hut  I  don't  want  to 
talk  about  that.  I  want  to  talk  ahout  —  about -— 
something  else." 

"You  pronu'sed  in  your  letter  that  -  nothing 
would  ever  hai)pen  —  " 

"But  I'm  honest  in  what  I've  got  to  say  to  you. 

I've  thought  lots  al)out  the  lawn  party  and  our  vvalk 

-  home.     Do  you  know,  you're  the  first  girl  in  this 

town  who's  ever  let  nie  talk  with  her  about  horses 

and  dogs  and  sports  and  such.^  " 

V  es .'' 

"And  a  girl  that's  interested  in  the  things  a  man  is 
interested  in,  is  bound  to  prove  interesting  to  the 
man   them  things  interest." 

"You'll   get   twisted    up   in   your   tongue   if  you 
attempt  many  sentences  like  that."      Yet  despite 
her  laugh,  Mary  was  uneasy. 
1  in  serious. 

She  sobered.  The  man's  declaration  was  an 
ap[)eal.  Regardless  of  his  size  and  awkwardness  he 
suddenly  showed  himself  to  her  as  nothing  but  a 
lonely,  heartsick,  unmothered  boy.  That  was  why 
he  had  apologized  to  her  —  perhaps.  A  queer  feeling 
of  wanting  to  do  something  maternal  came  over  her. 

"Let  me  keep  company  with  you  —  this  winter." 
iie  asked. 

She  sensed  again  that  the  situation  was  engulfing 
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her       lokerpoonipanyniH.  luT?     What  lay  at  the 
end  o    .s„r h  an  experience,        uIk.I  Unl  n,ar'riaK<'  «r 
a  broken   love  affair?     For  there  were  no  "fnond- 
siups     amon^'  the  youn^'er  set   in    (hose  davs  that 
have  smce  come  to  he.     To  keep  c-onipanv'with  a 
girl,  to  he  seen  constantly  in  puMir  with  her,  to  visit 
her  regularly   on    Wednesday   evenings   was   tanta- 
mount to  an  engagenK'nl.       If  honoral.le  th.>  end  was 
matrnnony.     A„d  as  sh,>  ro.le  along  in  the  light  buggy 
H.h   the  dehghtfnily  easy  springs  b.-hind   the  iieat 
little  mare,  over  the  anlunin  hills  and  far  awav  be- 
side the  stoc-ky  young  man  with  llie  idiotic  pompa- 
dour and  lumberous  manners,  she  tried  to  conceive 
ot  herself  as  married  to  young  Truman.     And  at  the 
conception  there  stirred  in  her  heart  a  little  protest 
And  yet    -   what  would  her  mother  sav  if  she  knew 
that  a  young  man  with  a  fortune  was  at  the  moment 
takmg  her  out  riding  md  asking  h.-r  to  enter  a  rela- 
tion which  unfailingly  led  io  ma'rimonv    -  that  t'u's 
vvas  happenmg  and  that  in  the  (laughter's  heart  was 
disappointment  and  resentment  ? 

"What- what  would  your  folks  say  to  anv  such 
arrangement  ^    the  girl  <hMnanded  after  anotheV  mile 
<^h^-- wed   keep   it    quiet.     They'd   kick   like 
.steers  probably,  but  we'd  k(>ep  it  (,uiet.     We'd  just 

slip  away  somewhere  on  the  sly  and  be " 

"W^iat!"  ^ 

He  took  out  the  whip  and  slashed  the  little  mare 
cruelly,  effecting  to  "train"  her  when  there  was  not 
ttie  least  reason  lor  training  her  at  all. 

•'I  always  put  my  foot  in  it!"  he  complained. 
1  m  a  gr(>at  big  li.mmox.  I  am,  and  I  wish  —  1  wish 
I  was  dead  !" 

"You  mustn't  wish  that.     It's  wicked  !" 

"But  haven't  you  ever  felt  blue  and  lonesome  and 
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,  ..nd  nohody 

^'itv('  a  darn  for  you,  and  if  you  didn't  have  money 
you'(l  he  the  least  anions  all  the  people  in  the 
world ?" 

"I've  been  blue  and  lonesome,  yes.  I've  often 
IVIt  as  if  nothing  I  had  accomplished  was  worth 
ulnle.  But  I  don't  know  about  folks  caring  for 
iiH'only  for  money.     You  see,  I  never  had  money  — 

''\  "*'^'''',  ""*' "     ^''''^  ^^''»>'       *'»'it  is  —  much  !" 

"That's  so!     But  you  can  imagine " 

"Yes." 

"I  knew  you  could.  You're  that  kind.  Did  you 
know  there's  lots  of  girls  in  Par.s  that'd  like  to  be 
out  here  with  me  havin'  me  talk  tr  'em  like  this." 

"Maybe  so.     But  you  see " 

"Well,-- what .?" 

"You're— asking  me  so  much— so  suddenly 


"I  know  all  about  that.     It  don't  make  me  feel 
no  better  to  realize  it." 

"Please,  please!  Let's  talk  about  something 
else.     Let  me  think!" 

I  was  eight  o'clock  wh(>n  thev  drove  into  the 
village  from  the  east.  Most  of  the  towns  folk  were 
■•'  church;  from  behind  stained  glass  windows 
yrgai.  music  carri(>d  out  on  the  spicy  autumn  night 
'nc  tunes  of  beautiful  old  hymns. 

"I  wish  you'd  come  in  and  meet  my  folks," 
Slid  Herb.  They  were  opposite  the  big  w'iite  house 
Hifli  the  only  plate-glass  windows  in  Paris,  sur- 
••'>unded  })y  the  aristocratic  iron  fence  and  with  the 
«n-a-cotta  statue  in  th-  center  of  the  leaf-choked 
i'ont  yard.  Monday-Washing  was  making  urgent 
.'ppcals  to  turn  in  at  the  drivewav.  She  offered  no 
l>r<)t(>,st  as  the  boy  gave  the  little  mare  the  reins 
.111(1  she  stopped  before  the  side  do. 
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She  waited  a  nioFiiciil  on  (lie  hrowii-slonc  stvps 
wliil(>  Ilcrlxrl  hurriedly  miliarnessed  the  mare, 
blanketed  her,  fed  her  and  pushed  I  he  }ni^^y  out 
of  the  way  in  tlie  earria'^e  house.  Then  he*  took 
her  arm  and  they  passed  into  his  home  to^^,  tlier. 

The  girl  had  never  hefore  been  in  such  a  house. 
Ill  hooks  and  magazines  she  had  read  of  them  and 
tried  to  picture  what  they  were  like.  Now  that  she 
fomid  herself  in  the  hig  hall  with  her  poorlv  shod 
]ittl(>  feet  sinking  into  rich  earpets  and  the  atmos- 
ph(Te  of  rich  eml)roidtTi(>s  and  hangings  assailing  her> 
she  was  awed  and  frightened. 

The  lad  helped  In-  otf  with  her  eoat  and  hung  it 
on  the  hig  hlaek  walnut  hall-tree.  He  led  her  into 
the  southeastern  front  room  and  left  her  while  he 
went  in  search  of  his  mother. 

Whatever  his  parsimony  nnght  he  in  business,  old 
Short-Cramp  was  a  home  man  and  his  house  was  his 
castle  furnished  according  to  his  means.     A  marble 
mantel  was  built  on  the  north  side  (^f  the  room  with 
an    open    fireplace    beneath.     The    fall    night    being 
chilly,  a  fire  had  been  burning  in  Oa-  grate  and  the 
charred    embers    wer(>    warm    and    hospital)le.     The 
carpet    was   sinu'liar   to   floor   coverings   in   the   hall 
aiid  the  high  windows  wer(>  hung  with  heavy  cur- 
tains of  ceamy  lace.     The  chairs  were  U[)hoistered 
in  gray.     Over  the  carved  center  table  was  a  chan- 
delier of  a  hundred  spangles  and  the  big  oil  lamp  in 
the  center  sent  out  an  illumination  which  blended 
the  whole  into  an  air  of  anut titrable  luxury. 

The  girl  sank  into  one  of  the  chairs  drawn  before 
the  dying  fire.  Something  deep  within  her  stirred 
111  eppreci.dion  and  compatibility  with  the  atmos- 
phere about  hei. 

To  live  in  a  house  likt>  this  was  what  it  meant  to  be 
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l<         Hu-  had   no  one  to  help   lu-r  or   take  counsel 

-•1,   her.     .sne  kncu  well  enou.d.  what  her  ZZl 

-om    say.     And    with    ,hou,d.ts    of    her    n.o 

;;■"-■   "H'  reahzal,on  of  what   she  could  do  for     le 

unan    ..th     the    terribly    redch-m-d    hands    if 
le.hs  w,fe  she  had  access   to  the  Trun.an  n.oney 
H,e  wept  -  a  i.ttle  hit  -   heu.re  Ilc-rhert  returned 
Aether   mother  nor  father  are   in    the   house" 

^|- I'm  sorry,"  she  said.     "Some  other  time,  per- 

"I^on't  ^^),"  he  pleaded. 
'I  nuist,"  .^h"  said  sim})Iy 

I  know  yon  don  t.  Ilerhert  "' 

'i';'   'MuT  bonnet,  her  face  downcast. 
^     <   Ilk.'  to  keep  company  w.,h  you  -  regular  -" 
i.vl  mc  —  pleasic  let  me  —  think  it  over." 
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"All  right,"  hv  agreed.  His  ugrooniont  was 
pathetic. 

The  luxury  and  refinement  of  the  place  she  was 
leaving  was  speaking  to  her.  Outside  was  the  dull 
gray  night  with  the  strange  mysterious  heart-cries 
of  autunm.  The  thought  of  her  own  hard  life  up 
to  the  moment,  her  mother's  sacrifice  and  present 
predicament,  tlie  uncertainty  of  the  future,  the 
work  and  struggK>  and  worry,  all  arose  before  her 
and  confused  and  unhalanced  her. 

Courteously  Ilcrhert  o[)ened  the  hig  front  door 
and  stood  aside  for  her  to  precede  iiim.  His  desire 
to  please  her,  to  do  the  correct  and  gentlemanly 
thing,  overwhelmed  her. 

"Herbert,"  she  said  in  a  voice  she  scarcely  recog- 
nized as  her  own. 

"Yes,  Mary." 

"You  can  kiss  me  -  if  you  want  to  !"  she  offered 
softly. 


The  humble  scribe  who  sits  here  in  I  he  cornt>r  of 
this  grimy  little  n<'wsf)a{)er  office  recording  tin.-; 
narrative,  entered  the  back  room  unnoticed  the 
next  noontime,-  entered  to  find  little  Mary  Wood 
with  her  head  down  on  her  type  case  by  the  window 
weeping  with  no  one  to  se(>.  Daddy  Joe,  fatherly 
old  tramp  printer,  was  in  the  n<>xt  ad-alley. 

The  girl  suddeidy  raised  her  head.  She  turned 
and  looked  out  of  the  window,  down  Cross  Street 
and  lu^yond  the  town  to  the  brown  hills  awaiting 
the  winter. 

"Daddy  Joe,"  said  \]w  girl,  "tell  me;  is  it  real 
wrong  for  a  girl  to  want  to  marry  money  .^" 

Joe  did  not  know  she  had  been  weeping.  Tn  a 
voice  soft  and  sympathelie  he  replied  across  the  cases  : 
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hon'.'T"""  ^'""  "■"■'■""''  '""     "••■  eircu,„.:,a„ce.s. 

i^  "  li. ' ;.', ,:'""'•' '"  ""'^""'  ""'"'-^  "■o"-'"'.''. 

•  mm-  alonB  will,  „|,o„,  ,  |,i||i„„  ,,„  '■.■"-. '° 
nil-  up  m„l  <,,rr^■  ti„.  „|f  ,,„|  , , '  , ,  ■ '"  '"''  P'* 
"ill,  .,„-,  s„  l,j„;  ,     ,,'m  'l<'^'".vll„„,  Ik.  wants 

•^in^n  ,o.a„Mo  „,.;,;;,;:;:;  a;  ™«,.f..''''' 

<o   ihe   hariL'   o'   •.      .""^^•""'    "P  t'v^'ry  morning 
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tion  for  somebody.  Wliat  yon  ntttl  is  for  some  nice 
yoiiii*!;  chill)  f<^  oome  aloii;;  and  ^'cl  you  interested  in 
him.     Ain't  you  ^'ot  no  steady,  Mary?" 

**No,"  said  the  f(irl. 

"Then  just  you  hanj^  on,  Mary,"  said  the  kind 
ohl  fellow.  "'I'he  ri^ht  hoy's  on  his  way  along. 
You'll  meet  him  sooner  or  later  and  when  he  comes 
you  won't  have  lo  l)e  told.  And  you  don't  want  to 
go  spoilin"  things  hy  havin'  him  find  you  the  wife  of 
some  other  fi'Uow  just  l)ecause  there  was  money-hags 
figgered  in  it.  You  want  to  he  free  to  marry  that 
young  chap  in  a  world  all  i)ink  and  gold  with  happi- 
ness. And  you'll  have  a  nice  home  and  all  your 
troubles  will  be  forgotten." 

The  old  man  cheenMl  the  girl  and  she  dried  her 
tears  and  went  on  with  her  string  of  locals.  But 
as  he  bent  over  his  stick  I  saw  him  sadly  shaking  his 
world-wise  old  head  —  like  Mrs.  Mathers. 


CHAPTER   VI 

Knter  t„e  Okm-   IIk,,,,   Tm,.s   Hekoless  Story 
Will  Lvku  Know 

TiiH  u-cck  following  Chrislnii.s,  two  thiiiL'-  h-in 

u  rkly  npvspaper  up  in   th.  „ortluTn   pa  t  of       e 

Mate,  f.,K.    tor.s,.v<.n.l  thousand  „,ore  dollars  than 

t   vvas  worth  and  was  duly  .ulo,n.,>d  hy  it  \t" 

'   •    ^....    I    of  pmMuuon.a  at  the  time  tlie  creditors 
;— ;"<;<!  the-  eourt  for  a  referee,  passed  away  hv^ 

'l.'>>    later   and    the    newspaper    folk   of    the  ^State 

;;-m.whatw:s,oi.^to,.^^^^^^^^^ 

llu  Mcond  thu.^.  wh.eh  occurred  that  Christmas 
^^'•<;lj  was  the  unusual  disability  and  indi  pus  ion 
-      JM.;rtofs.^^^^^^ 

I'  IS tnias  season  1o  keep   ,t  sober.     Two  of  them 

;  r-iet;:r:rTvi"T  ^-"-1-"-^^ 

H.ll,     said  he,   -Vm  sick  of  these  journeymen 

;  .om,  ,o  ,ct  some  workmen  of  a  little  S"; 

-.Joshua    Purse's    boy    has    written    asking    .f 

"^  ^    s  an  openm^'  on  our  staff.     He  savs  he  can  do 

y    nn,.  o„  a  nc-wspapcr  fron,  swe<>pin^t^.    floor 

':::"rf;:r;atitl^r^-'^'^^^ 

f  uo  days  later  the  Purse  boy  came. 
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Hiring  ;i  lu'w  m;iii  Iroin  lli;it  time  onward  ffrrw 
into  a  cfrcmony  tor  Yoim-;-  Satn.  'I'licn' was  a  loiij,' 
visit  and  calfclii-.in  in  llic  private  oificf  and  negotia- 
tions extt'iidiiif,'  t)V(T  anotluT  day  in  the  matter  of 
duties  and  waj,'es.  Jack  Itad  been  closeted  with 
Sam  al)out  twenty  minutes  wlien  the  editor  was 
cahed  across  the  street.  He  U'ft  Jack  in  the  private 
ofHce  with  the  (h)or  open.  .lack  moved  across  into 
Sam's  swivel  chair  het'ore  this  battered  table  and 
began  to  reatl  over  sonu  of  the  exchanfjes. 

He  was  so  occupied  when  Mary  cam(>  throuj^hwith 
a  proof  of  an  edil')rial  in  Imt  soiled  hands.  She  heard 
the  well-known  creak  of  lli"  desk  chair  in  th(>  inner 
office.  She  snpi)osed  that  it  was  Sam.  She  entered 
the  private  sanctum  witii  her  eyes  riveted  on  the 
proof.  She  laiil  it  d(,wn  on  the  table,  and  then  she 
missed  the  familiar  baldspot  on  top  of  the  head  of  the 
man  to  whose  attention  she  had  called  a  error. 
She  took  her  v\ves  from  the  type  and  st:.rl«'d  back 
when  sh<'  recognized  a  stranger.     A  stranger.'* 

She  saw  a  lad  of  about  her  own  age,  slenderly 
built,  with  a  hue  serious  face,  high  forehead  and 
wavy  brown  hair  who  was  half  a  head  taller  than 
hersi'lf  and  looked  .shyly  into  her  eyes  with  honest 
confusion.  Fjr  a  moment  boy  and  girl  stared  at 
one  another  without  sj)eaking.     Then: 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  faltered  Mary,  *'I  thought 
you  were  Mr.  !Iod." 

"I'm  John  Purse,"  he  said  half-apologeticaMy,  as 
though  it  e\p!ain(>d  everything.  "I'm  hoping  to 
get  a  place  here." 

Tin-  girl  was  si,  ring  at  his  fine  face.     The  sensa- 
tion which  comes  to  all  of  us  at  times  of  having  been 
(>xacllv    the   same   circumstances   and    done    the 
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nH^m^i„.,i,si,uui„^;, .,.,  urn„..,.v<.„(,.,.ih. 

^  And  I  uas  ll.n.ki,,^.  ili,- >,•„,„.,. I'  v„„  " 
^  n.ivr  you  ever  Urn  ii.  Pari.  lu'tW,- '■'" 

"(h-  Vorlli  Foxl.oro?" 

■•^V-"     Hr  lin-..,T,|  lifs\v;,l(.j,,.I,.,n„.     -Vm.I  v.,., 

^■""'■^•7 "u„,o\oNl,SM„..-     I.H,   /|n 

;•';•>■-■  I.n<nv.      Myla,!,..,.   a.H,   Ii,av..|....„ 
-'_^lH-.M.us,....,.,.,.,I„,,,,      II...|,V.||...s|u.vI.-' 
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'■^Mio's  Sl,ln'  'l'--||„,a,|?" 

"         '    ""     '^    ""'"^'«"    ""■-'     •■".I     lu    ..■    „„„|,!y 


72 


THE   (iKKATKH    (il>()KV 


traf'ks  on  flu*  rlinrfli  f.irpcl  .iiid  P.t,  lie  ■>;!>•>  ;ill  lie's 
pood  for  is  to  [)ul  some  ()'  old  Slioil-(  'r.iiiii)*>  u  iddcr's- 
riiilfs  hiick  into  llic  cliiiiincls  o'  tindc  '^.ly,  Mr. 
I'lirsc.  what's  '  widdcr's-niitcs' ?" 

"Money,"  iinswered  Jack.  "He's  rieli,  you  say? 
And  conrlin'  that  pirl  ?     And  i>  >li<'  i)oor?"' 

"^eI)  poorer  than  old  Mis'  M;irks  down  l)y 
the  (ias  \\orks,  ;nid  that's  ^'oin'  some'  Iler  folks 
live  out  to  ('ol)i)  Hill.  Ma  says  her  mother's  a 
.softie  and  I*a  -.ays  if  there  was  more  like  her.  there'd 
l)e  less  old  men  j,'o  to  the  dexii  ami  le>s  youn^'  ones 
po  to  N"  ^  ork.  He  heat  her  up,  one  niifht  —  her 
.stepfather  did.  So  she  eom<'  over  here  and  ^'ot  a 
job.  Slu^'  rescued  her  then.  He  com«'  alon<^  and 
found  her  Ixin'  healen  up  and  he  sicke<|  his  hull- 
<loL',  C{:r<linal  W(jl>ev,  onlcj  him.  .\n\l)odv'il  tell 
you  t h(>  story." 

Jack  l*ur>e  worked  over  his  forms  in  silt^nce  for  a 
lime,  caslini,'  clandestine  nhnices  at  Mary. 

"Is  she  eiiLja^ed  to  -   marry  him.^"  a^ked  Jack, 

"Dinuio.  Most  folks  douhl  it.  Hut  she  lets  hini 
kiss  lu-r.  I  seen  !ier.  I  was  ji'oiu*  })ast  his  house 
last  Sunday  ni^iil  and  I  seen  her  let  him  ki>s  her 
Ix'hind  the  f^hiss  o'  the  Tri'man  front  door.  I  tole 
Mti  ahout  it  an<l  Ma.  slie  says  something'  ahout  the 
social  precipice  and  Pa,  he  says:  '(Jawd,  that's 
too  i)ad.'  Say,  Mr.  I'urse,  what's  the  Social 
Preci[)ice?" 

"When  you  get  older  you'll  imderstand,"  said 
Jack. 

His  (>yes  were  upon  the  dainty  features  hent  over 
the  composing  stick  and  the  pretty,  slender  hack 
bow«>d  over  the  t.\pecase.  ".\nd  who's  the  black- 
eyed  girl  always  talking  about  her  "fellers'?" 

"That's  Mibb  Henderson.     Her  mother  run.s  the 
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•iiill  ho.inlin^'  lioiisc  :in<l  m;ikrs  old  Fljirvcy  oat  tlio 
(iiickcii  </\/./.:\rt\>  ;m(|  pic-cni^ls.  Old  Harvey  ^'ot 
sdiiic  kind  of  ;i  crick  in  'is  hack  slal)l)iti'  flic  <''nomy 
at  \h\\\  Run  and  ain'l  \h  m  al)l('  to  do  a  stroke  o' 
\\()rk  since.  Mil»l)  sintrs." 
**Slic  (lo<'s  \\  hat  /  " 

"She  .sin;4.s  —solos  and  son;;s.  They  l»een  trvin' 
'"  ^''•'  '"•'•  i"l')  llie  <|Uarlel  a!  thl-  Methodist 
<liiirch  for  two  years  lo  take  the  place  of  old  Mis' 
|{ii>hc,'  who  always  flats  on  lli;,'li  C,  hut  Mil,l)  says 
I  lie  only  time  they'll  cv.r  uvt  her  into  a  church  will 
he  so  lli<-  pn.pcr  nunil.cr  o'  folks  can  (lie  past  and 
reniark  'Don't  she  look  natural.'  Means  when 
she's  dead.  I  ^ues>,  and  folks  come  to  her  funeral. 
Ma  says  all  she  needs  is  her  ears  hoxed  regular  an 
a  lew  chores  |o  make  her  reali/e  she  lives  in  a  New 
lln^^land  >mall  t<.\\n.  I*a,  lu-  says  she's  an  after- 
nine-o'clock  niil  ;,ii.l  if  she  was  his  daughter  he'd 
slop  it  if  he  had  to  go  lookin'  for  her  in  his  carpet 
slir)pers.  .\nd  that  always  makes  Ma  sore  hecause 
she  thinks  it's  a  slam  at  the  slippers  she  give  him 
(  hristmas  and  she  says  he  won't  get  another  pair 
iKxt  Chii^lmas  if  his  fcc(  after  hours  has  to  l'o 
naked. 

Jack  si)otle<l  an  ad  in  the  forms  and  undid  the 
siring  from  around  it.  Then  he  wet  fed  it  with  a 
sponge  to  keep  the  rules  from  falling  over  until 
he  had  his  oolunui  rules  in  place. 

"^ou  don't  waiuier  go  chasin'  either  one  of  'em 
unless  you  got  money,  though."  went  on  the  irre- 
pressihlc  Ilanehette  young  one.  "Because  that's 
|)iineipally  all  they  think  ahout  -hoth  of  'em. 
Ma  says  the  yoimger  generation  is  perkin'  up  an  1 
l';i.  he  says  thank  (Jawd  he's  shot  his  holt  and 
in:  t  called  on  to  strain  his  liver  no  longer  on  the 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 

ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No    2 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


161 

136 


1.4 


I  2.5 

l||Z2 

[12.0 
1.8 

1.6 


A     APPLIED  IfvlHGE     Inc 


'  T'3    £_ast    Moin    ^ifeet 
Chester.    New   York         l46i'3 
!  6)   482  -  0300  -  Phone 

■'6>   ?88  -  S989  ~  r^:. 


74 


Tin:   (iKKATKK    CLOilV 


^.(•nl     '•  M-\">  (li'mnii.l   lor  (l()o-(lal)>.      Have  you  got 
;.   _.    h.  ,iicv.  Mr.  I'lir-r?" 

''NOI        iiincli,"  coiilV^-fd  our  ucw  tMU|)loy<>e. 

••'riirii  lake  uiv  advicf  aud  clioox-  Auuit\"  wt-ut 
ou  Sl(»l..  ••Slif\  I'at  lull  .>lif"s  iucxpcu^ivt'  aud 
cliocolaU-s  llial  conu  ^vnily  (■•■ut>  a  i)()uud  lickh-s 
her  iu-l  a-  mucli  a>  llic  kind  thai  coiur^  l)y  llu-  hox 
willi  a  ril)l)ou  around  "t'Ui. 

'•'riiauk-./'  >aid  .lack  dr\  ly. 

Jack  liad  occ;i>i.)U  to  si)cak  lo  llic  -irl  llial  al'tcr- 
tioou  whcu  -lie  <-aiuc  «)vcr  lo  llic  iuii)o>iug  >louc.s  lo 
net   ;iii  cuiply  ;^allcv. 

"•  Is  it  a  -<M/d  lowu  here  lo  live  iu  ?"    In-  a>ked. 

She  avoidcti  lli^  eyc>  a>  she  replied  : 

'•There  iNu'l  luuch  M'oiiig  ou  -  al  liiucs.  It  gets 
—  louoonie." 

She  dr()i)i)etl  I  he  galh'y  willi  a  loud  chdter;  it 
had  >Hppcd  from  her  gra>p.  They  l)olli  readied 
lor    ii    at     Ih.c    >auu-    luoiucul.       Their    hcad.->    cauie 

logelher. 

"I  thiuk."*  >aid  I  he  l)o\-  -riiuly.  '"I  hat   I'tu  set-iug 

luore  >lars  t  hau  you  arc  ! 

•"That,"  >hc  replied,  "is  au  awful  cxaggcralion  !" 

'I'hey  lau,i;licd. 

A  fe>v  (lay>  lal-'r  Saiu  catuc  inlet  the  front  ofiico. 
He  was  oid\  a  \ounii  uiau  in  iho-e  days  we  were 
all  young  then  aud  only  a  few  years  older  Ihau 
Mary  Wood. 

"That  ucw  luan  of  ours  is  falling  iu  love  with 
thai  Wood  girl  a>  sure  as  the  Lord  uiadc  cider 
apples!  ^■()U  mark  ni.>!  The  >ou  of  a  gun  !  Aud 
I   wa>  ju-l   on  llic  point   of   falling   iu  love  with  her 

lUX-'clf.'" 

"He's  poor.r  than  Joh's  turkey,"  replied  Harriet 

...  .  .1  ..  I         "  1         K 

i5ai»c<)cis.  ai  iiic  |)r<>v-i'' aiicr  ->  ii;';-i». 
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"\Vli;i(  \vv  i\ovs  lli.it  cut  wlifii  a  chap  gets  the 
girl  fever?"   deiiianded  Sam. 

"[  guess  Slug  Truman  will  have  something  to  say 
about  that,"  commented  Harriet.  "Wait  and  see. 
Heavens  and  earth!  He-e  c(}mes  Mrs.  Blake 
Whipple  with  her  list  of  actors  for  the  Odd  Fellows' 
play.     Let  me  duck  !" 


CHAPTER   VII 


In   Wnu'ii   Vv'i:  Attkxd  tiik  Rf.itearsal  of  the 

Odd     Fki.i.ow's    Play  and    kuom    t\ii:    Wings 

Watch    a    Hkuo   and  IIkuoink    iNDi^TiaousLY 
Falling  in   Love 

Tin:  time  seemed  to  pass  quickly  after  Jack  came 
to  work  for  us  and  Daddy  Joe  hegau  uoddinj.'  approv- 
ingly when  lie  saw  the  heautiful  head  ot  little  Mary 
Wood  Ixnl  over  the  forms  alongside  Jack  Purse's 
wavy  pompadour. 

We  do  nol  recollect  wIktc  that  winter  went, 
hut  we  do  reinemher  very  well  that  play  the  Odd 
Fellows  gave  in  the  Ojura  House.  It  is  embodied 
in  this  luirrative  because  it  is  typical  of  amateur 
plays  ev<'rywh(Te  and  because  it  marked  another 
gala  niglil  in  the  Wt.od  girl's  lif(>  and  led  afterward 
to  the  picnic  in  (lold-l'ieee  Cal)in  up  the  (den. 

It  canu"  about  that  the  first  wonderful  spring 
that  Jack  Pur^e  was  in  Paris,  a  handful  of  good 
womi-n.  whose  altruism  aiul  untiring  endeavor  was 
the  backbon(>  of  tlu>  siK'ial  litV  in  our  conununity, 
stayed  after  th.e  n^gular  meeting  of  Rel)ekah  Lodge, 
No.  1").'?:?.  and  listened  to  the  proj)osal  advanced  by 
:Mrs.  Rlake  Whipj)le  under  the  enthusiastic  per- 
suasion of  none  otli.r  than  Mibl)  Henderson  of 
our  oflice.  Mrs.  Whipple  ()ccui)ied  the  chair. 
Harriet  lialxock.  our  i)roofreader  and  office  girl, 
was  also  there  and  Mrs.  Ben  Wdliams,  wife  of  our 
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lociil  clolhicr;  also  llic  Bliiir  sisters,  spins'(Ts.  wlio 
li;i(l  nioiiev  iuul  wl.o  looked  mihI  dressed  as  near 
alike  as  two  peas.  Alice  Whiting'  was  there,  tlie 
xliool  feaciieroiil  in  tlieCireen  Valley  who  afterward 
married  Sam  Ilod  -  and  (iraee  Rawlins  whose 
specially  was  nnisic  and  whose  disf)osition  was  not 
ail  that  it  nii^lil  have  been.  Aunt  Jnlia  Farrin^'ton 
and  Mrs.  El)enczer  Matliers  completed  the  com- 
mit t(e,  women  who  nsnally  said  the  least  and  did 
the  most  work  at  any  <,nven  pnhlic  Innclion.  particu- 
larly the  eV(T-necessary  cleanin<,'  up  afterward. 

"What  kind  of  a  play  could  w<'  <five,  now?" 
ruminated  Mrs.  Whipi)lc.  "  ^  on  know  it's  hard  to 
interest  the  men  folks;  usually  they  haven't  much 
lime  to  memorize  parts  or  come  to  rehearsals." 

Old  Sol  Hopper,  the  janitor,  who  some  folks  said 
wasn't  cpiite  ri^dil  in  his  head,  sat  anion<,'  a  mass  of 
em[)ty  seats  in  the  ruir.  A  silence  followin*,'  INFrs. 
Whipple's  question,  old  man  Hopper  conlril)ut(>d 
the  opinion  that,  "The  Kiuf,' of  tlu-  Cainiihal  Islands" 
wasn't  a  had  show;  he'd  seen  it  put  on  hy  the  Odd 
Fellows  up  to  Wickford  and  a  i)leasant  time  was  had 
hy  all.  (Irace  Rawlins  wanlecl  to  kixjw  if  Hoi)j)er 
was  crazy  an<l  said  "The  Xin^'  of  the  Cainiihai 
Islands"  called  for  a  cast  in  brown  tights.  Where- 
upon  old  man  Hoi)per  retort (mI  "what  of  that?" 
and  the  assembled  matrons  turned  upon  him  to  a 
woman  and  Mrs.  Williams  reminded  liim  that  his 
j(jh  was  to  keep  the  furnace  coaled  and  the  hall 
clean  and  that  bar-room  pleasantries  were  entirely 
uncalled  for  in  a  business  session  of  perfect  ladie.-:. 
^^hich  rather  dampened  Old  Man  Hopper's  en- 
thusiasm for  the  project  and  he  slou^died  down  onto 
the  small  of  his  back  and  meditated  darkly  on  the 
ini'ratitudo  of  all  tlesli. 
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Alice  Wliil  in;,'  iiiciii  ioiicd  "  l\;i>l  Lyimc"'  hut  Mrs. 
\Vlii|)i>lc  (lecl;ir»<l  llial  "' F>;isl  l.yruic"  w.is  plwyccl 
out.  Mrs.  Mathers  .su^'^'csIcmI  "  I  riele  Tom's  Cabin  " 
that  heiii^  the  i)nly  phiy  she  had  e\-er  \vilue.s>c(l  and 
her  a<'iiie  of  draiiiatie  at  taiiiiueul  ;  out  Mrs.  Wilhaiiis 
luaiutaiiied  it  was  loo  iiiueh  work  to  ^'el  up  a  street 
|)ara(le.  Whereat  the  prospect  >a^fncd.  Mrs.  Whip- 
pli>  then  turned  suddenly  to  Harriet  and  demanded  to 
know  what  kept  them  from  pultinif  on  a  play  writ  ten 
as  well  as  aete<l  !>y  local  talent.  Who  had  more 
talent  and  trainiuif  lor  thai  chore  than  Harriet 
who  wrote  many  of  the  items  each  week  I'or  the 
I)aper  and  once  received  five  (hjllars  for  an  anecdote 
sent  to  the  YoiiiJi's  ('oinpanion.  Ves,  the  very  idea! 
Harriet  should  write  a  play. 

Harriet  blossomed  out  in  crimson  and  said  she 
could  never  do  it  in  the  wide,  wid(>  world.  But 
Harriet's  heart  was  ^oin^'  pitapat  and  all  the  king's 
horses  and  all  the  kiiiLj's  men  couldn't  have  dragged 
her  into  a  permanent  refu>al.  So  they  had  to  spend 
fifteen  nn"iuilt'S  coaxing  her  and  at  the  end  of  that 
time  Harriet  agreed  to  write  a  play  and  Mrs. 
Whipple  agreed  to  continue  the  canvass  of  the  town 
and  see  who  would  l)e  willing  to  act  in  the  i)lay  which 
Harriet  wrote. 

"We  ought  to  have  specialties  between  the  acts." 
said  Mrs.  Whipj)le.  '\Some  one  ought  to  come  out 
and  sing  or  recite  something." 

Mrs.  Williams  suggested  getting  Doctor  John- 
son's wife  lo  sing;  she  carri(>(i  the  air  in  the  Metho- 
dist church.  But  Ophelia  Blair  said  tlu>  <loctor's 
wife  was  a  ^[ethodisf  and  didn't  l)e!i(>ve  in  tlie  stage. 
And  then  they  suggested  Mrs.  Parker  Turner 
whose  |insl»;ind  'n.anatres  th.e  isn<  works.  But  tb.e 
argument  was  advanced  that  Mrs.  Parker  Turner 
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Ii.ifl  sindicd  imiMCror  a  ycjir  ill  Xcw  Wuk  and  would 
•  uiisid.r  il  Ixiicalh  lur  (li^nily  to  appear  in  siicli  a 
\iil.uar  low-hrow  capacity  as  a  l»ct  wccn-tlic-acts 
l<  at  lire  ill  a  .Miiail-towii  sliow.  It  ranked  her  with 
III  lie  cigars  or  \-enlrilo(|iiis|.s  or  ice  water. 

"We  needn't  lose  any  ,s|c<-p  over  il,"  sna[)j)ed 
(■race  Rawlins.  "  hecaii.x-  if  wors(>  comes  to  worst 
we'll  c^vt  .Mti)l)  Henderson.  Leave  il  to  nie  as  part 
of  tlie  iniisic." 

I  li'ii  Mrs.  \VIii[)pIesaid  :  *' I  wonder  if  we  can  ^vt 
(ieofo-ie  (irillin  io  help  lis  with  rehearsals?  The 
Masons  had  him  last  year  in  their  minstrel  show!" 

"Sine  we'll  '^vl  (ieoi-ni,./'  declared  Clementine 
niair.  "lie's  property  man  al  the  ()p(M-a  House, 
and  if  we  r<nl  tlu'  place,  we  rent  ("iet)r<iie's  services," 

On  the  followin*;-  afternoon,  Mrs.  Rhike  Whipple 
look  slock  of  herself  and  <;irded  uj)  lier  loins  and 
applied  to  her  person  sundry  dashes  of  perfumery 
and  looked  at  the  hack  of  her  head  with  u  hand 
mirror  and  was  sure  she  had  li(>r  notebook  and  pencil. 
'Ilieti  she  ordered  the  smallest  hoy  to  wipe  his  nos'.' 
;iii<i  .stop  hollering'  and  she  sallied  forth  into  the 
hyways  as  a  (islier  of  men. 

It  is  verhose  to  record  her  visits  of  that  afternoon 
or  the  amaziiii,'  amount  of  duties  demanding'  un- 
<livi(|ed  attention  diiriiiii'  the  comin<4-  nionlh  on  the 
I)art  of  onr  townspeople,  chiefly  male,  which  pre- 
vented them  from  demonstraiin^'  their  dramatic 
.■|l)ilily.  Rut  Mrs.  Whipple  was  not  to  he  cast 
down.  She  was  one  of  those  who  set  their  faces  to 
the  stars  and  whose  voices  reply  from  far  up  the 
il- i>hts.  At  half-past  five  she  came  in  to  Harriet, 
•iikI  to  the  playwright  she  liand(>d  over  a  list  of  nam<\s 
"I'  I  lie  anointed.  And  that  njo-lit  Harriet  look  the 
list  home  with  enough  copy  paper  to  write  a  three- 
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(Jcck(T  novel   and   cnoiif,'!!   ol'  our  oilicc  .'ulvrrlisiii^ 
pencils  lo  rewriU-  it  alter  it  was  \vrill('n. 

She  witlidrew  lo  her  room  and  took  all  the  things 
off  her  center  tahlc  and  spread  lliereon  last  wei-k's 
copy  ol'  our  little  local  i)aper  and  fixed  the  li^dit 
and'  seatecl  h(>rself  and  \vo(wd  the  niiiNC.  And  the 
pencils  were  i?idelil)le  pencils  and  Harriet  went  to 
l)ed  that  nif^lit  with  a  mouth  reseml)lin,y'  the  eatinj? 
of  much  hucklel»erry  i)ie.  Which  is  mentioned  lo 
emphasi/e  her  concentration.  She  wrote  an  outline 
of  her  play  the  hr^t  ni^hl  and  tried  to  make  the  local 
characters  fit  in.  It  was  hopeless  and  slu-  lore  it 
np.  She  tried  it  aiiain  o?i  the  second  nij^hl  and  was 
as  far  from  satisfaction  as  ever.  She  tried  a^^ain 
and  a^ain  and  three  or  ft)ur  times  was  j)anic-strickcn. 
Finally  slu-  jo,i,'^^«'d  up  her  ])aifes  and  looked  her  work 
over  and  pronounced  it  <^ood,  althoui^di  the  evening 
and  th(>  morniny  were  the  sixth  day.  Si«hin<,'  in 
reli<-f  she  ailixed  lo  the  top  of  her  manuscript  the 
hi^ddy-dramalic  title:    "l.ady  Audrey's  Mistake." 

We  never  could  exactly  ii^ure  out  just  what 
Lady  Audrey's  mistake  was,  unless  it  was  being 
dragp'd  into  the  play  at  all.  Because  Lady  Audrey 
was  more  sinned  aj^ainsl  than  sinning,  having  at 
divers  times  and  in  sundry  seasons  before  the  {)lay 
opened  been  treated  roughly  by  a  party  in  a  waxed 
moustache  and  a  plug  hat  who  was  the  father  of 
her  daughter.  In  [\\v  fullness  of  lime  she  discovered 
herself  np  in  New  England  without  a  place  to  lay 
her  head  and  being  at  the  end  of  her  resources, 
moral,  finae.,-i;d  and  physical,  she  appealed  to 
strang(M-s  for  asNislance  and  repaid  their  goodly 
oflices  by  dying  a  few  minutes  later  in  their  back 
kitclien.  'lust  for  thai  the  orphan  <laughler  even- 
tually grew   np  into  an  appleblossom  of  a  young 
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:liliifr  who  i-iiii  aw.'iy  to  tlir  <ily  and  almost  missed 
marryin-,'  into  llic  arislocracy  f  it  hadn't  hccn  (h's- 
covcn-d  hy  means  of  a  locket  t!ial  she  was  of  the 
arislocracy  herself.  It  was  a  hrlHianl  and  ori<,'inal 
plot  and  Ilarriel  was  to  be  con^fraluhiled.  Wiiich 
IIirrii-L  was,  —  profusely. 

The  point  is  that  the  play  was  fitiislied  and  duly 
read  hy  (u^or^'ie  (Jrilfin  and  the  rest.  althonj,di  it 
cannot  he  said  that  (ieoi-nic  ;ippi'o\-(>d  of  it  as  en- 
lliusiastically  as  the  ca>t  who  must  act  it.  Notices 
therefore  witli  the  dale  and  admission  i)ric-es  were 
duly  printed  in  our  paper  with  the  announcement 
prominent  at  lli(>  bottom  that  homemade  candy 
would  be  on  sale  between  the  acts;  also  —  for 
our  opera  house  is  built  with  a  flat  floor  and  re- 
nu)val)le  seats  for  just  this  purpose  —  tliat  the 
affair  would  be  followed  by  a  dance  at  which  ice 
cream  and  cake  would  be  procurable  for  a  considera- 
tion. Harriet  was  inclined  to  feel  peevish  about 
that  footnote.  Somehow  it  detracted  from  the 
(juality  of  her  effort  and  <,'rossly  commercialized 
the  drama.  We  suspect  that  Harriet  had  artistic 
tem|)erament.     Such  Ihiuifs  have  happened. 

There  were  rehearsals  one  ni<i;ht  a  week  at  first  to 
whicli  excrybody  came  late,  brini^im;-  the  information 
that  they  hadn't  had  tinu'  to  learn  their  parts  very 
well  but  would  do  better  next  week.  The  second 
week  so  man\  folks  wer(>  absent  that  Grace  Rawlins 
f^oi  huffy  and  (leclar(>d  that  if  no  more  interest  was 
^(•inic  t<>  !>•'  taken  in  it  than  this  they  mi,i,'ht  as  well 
chuck  it  all  uj)  rii^'ht  her(>  and  now.  Geor^'ie  agreed 
with  her,  using'  the  si)ittoon  copiously,  and  said  he 

of  brains.     But  some  one  r(<torted  that  Grace  was  sore 
because  they  wouldn't  lei  herj)lay  at  the  Woodman's 
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•  lanrc  next  week  mid  for  cvcryliody  iiol  lo  niliid 
her  iiiid  as  lor  (icor^nC,  a  few  <»|)ini()iiN  oiil  of  liiiii  one 
way  or  aiiotlicr  would  iicNcr  have  any  rd'cct  on  Jlic 
world,  aiiyiiow.  And  Mrs. Whipple  .siiii<,'(>l»'d  that 
rehearsals  he  held  twice  a  week  and  a  third  week 
there  was  some  seinhlanee  of  a  coni[)any  who 
knew  at  least  one  ([Uarter  of  their  i)arts.  The 
foiirtli  week  everyhody  sent  in  word  that  they  knew 
their  |)arls  leller  perfect  and  could  say  them  in  their 
sleep.  lint  a  ^'reat  sickness  he^an  to,seiz«'  the  soul  of 
Mrs.  Whipple  because  I'le  advertisements  had  heeti 
runninjf  for  f'ays,  and  two  hundred  and  se\cn- 
tecn  tickets  had  lieeu  sold  ami  there  hadn't 
heen  one  complele  rehearsal.  Then,  as  happens 
in  such  affairs  the  nation  over,  the  play  heiui^ 
.scheduled  eiyht  weeks  ahead,  alioul  ten  days 
beforehand  everyhody  put  in  an  ap])earance  at  once 
and  came  into  belated  action  with  such  a  whirlwind 
of  rehearsinj^  and  feverishness  of  preparation  that 
they  lost  their  manuscripts  and  their  cues  and  their 
lem[)ers  and  blame<l  cxcry  one  else  for  everythin<^; 
and  two  ])eople  walked  out  cold  and  their  places  had 
to  be  tilled  by  others,  and  one  j.;irl  worked  s»)  hard 
over  her  lines  sh(>  was  taken  sick  abed,  which  Tuade 
her  mother  declare  thai  the  pace  the  \-ouni>-  folks 
lived  these  days  was  a  caution  and  would  open  the 
eyes  of  the  dead. 

All  of  which  ha\in^'  been  duly  set  down,  as  it  lias 
been  written  in  the  book  of  the  prcjphets  since  the 
<lays  when  small  towns  and  Odd  F<'llows  lodges 
and  depleted  treasuries  were  younij,  brinj^s  us  in  the 
course  of  things  to  (leorfjie  (JritHn,  rehearsals  and 
eV(Mitual]y  romance,  —  for  .Jack  Purse  and  ATary 
had  been  cast  lo  ])lay  the  leads  in  thai  little  local 
talent  play. 
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dcor^U'  ujisa  hony,  iiri(irrsi/c(l  litih>  fdlow  ;is  lijird 
;i>  iiiiils  with  ;i  (IiiMv  down  on  liis  j.iw.  n  (|i|,M  of  to- 
hjicro  in  his  check  I  he  si/,-  <,)'  ;,  snuili  ii«-irs  e^r^r  juid 
;i  (h'si)().sili()M  soiiieuli.il  soured  on  hie  In- reason  of  the 
niany  trials  and  siilferiii^'s  tlial  were  the  lierita^'e  of 
his  profession.  He  installed  meters  for  tlic^<,'a,s 
((.inpany  daytimes  and  on  siiow  niohts  acle(ra.s 
property  man  at  our  oidy  playiionse.  Projjerty 
man!  (;eor<,M'e  (Irifhn  was  mcjre.  (;eor«,'ie  was  the 
whole  opera  house.  Ask  any  one  who  (>ver  tried  to 
pill  on  a  show  there.  They'll  t<>ll  you.  And  when 
ili«-y^vt  I h roiled,  t,.|Iiu^ryou,  you'll  umlerstand. 

For  (Jeor-fie  had  artistic  temperament,  whether 
llie  Haheork  «irl  did  or  not,  ~  an  awl'ul  dose  of  it, 
which  is  an  extremely  unforlun.de  Ihin^ir  for  a  prop- 
<rly  man  in  an  opera  house  in  a  little  town,  fjarlicu- 
larly  if  the  actors  he  local.  For  in  a  case  like  the 
present  one  Geor^ie  had  ideas  how  a  show  should  he 
|)iil  on.  Furthermore  Ceorgie  had  full  control  over 
{h<'  vocahulary  adctiuate  to  exjjrcss  them.  Tp  to 
(ieor^nc  it  was  to  make  of  Harriet's  milksop  manu- 
script a  theatrical  knock-out. 

Now  Georirie  cN.lhcd  himsilf  hy  day  and  also  hy 
•venm^  in  a  pair  of  sumd<,'y  white  overalls  the  size 
whereof  was  enormous  and  the  pockets  of  which  were 
popularly  supposed  tocontainany  lit  lie  thin<,' wanted, 
li-om  a  pair  of  andirons  to  a  four-poster  hed.  He 
wore  a  l)lue  shirt,  tile  collar  of  which  was  always 
f'lrned  u])  al)ouf  his  neck,  and  on  Georgie's  h(>ad  was 
•iM  over-sized  cap  which  came  down  to  Ju's  cars, 
in  l.ict,  one  nu'ght  say  that  no  one  would  ever  look 
"pon  him  and  then  confuse  him  with  any  one  else. 

Having  been  hribed  and  bought  and  complimented 
aiKi  iaoored  witii  he  had  event  ually  assented  to  act  as 
.stage   director   and   general   supervising   dramatist. 
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'riKTcforr  lie  procured  ji  kilclim  l:il)lc  from  rcj^ions 
l);ick  slii^T  or  if  may  liavc  Ixm-ii  liis  ovrralls — • 
aiul  came  <,'runlin^  out  with  il.  He  planked  it  in  the 
(Ciller  ol'  llie  platform  as  dose  lo  (lie  foollij/hls  as  it 
would  i^-o  without  sliding'  over  iulo  the  pit  of  the 
orchestra  and  spilling'  (Jeor^'ie  off  onto  the  j)iauist's 
head,  'riu-ti  lie  went  hehiiid  the  scenes  a^'ain  and 
returned  with  a  cuspidor  nearly  as  la r^'e  as  himself, 
which  he  set  down  on  the  floor  conveniently  at  hand, 
sample<l  it  a  coupleof  timestosee  that  it  was  workiu^ 
properly,  and  fhidin^'  it  was,  called  the  courageous 
to  the  chalk  mark. 

(Jeor<rie  sweat  and  he  swore  and  emptied  his  soul 
of  sarcasm  and  his  mouth  of  tobacco  juice.  lie 
waved  the  manuscript  and  he  wave<l  tlie  ham- 
mer; he  jinnped  off  the  table  a  dozen  limes  a  minute 
and  he  jumped  l)ack  ajjain.  His  initiative  was  phe- 
nomenal. As  an  illustration:  when  no  live  hahy 
conld  be  procured  for  Lady  Audrey  to  carry  in  re- 
liearsal.s  lie  substituted  a  sofa  pillow.  And  the 
spectacle  of  an  emaciated  woman  fallinj^  into  the 
door  of  a  farmhouse  in  the  last  stafje.s  of  collapse, 
goiuiT  throuo;h  four  nu'nutes  of  "heavcn-will-care-for- 
t he-child"  dog/i-erel  and  then  blandly  handin<?  over  a 
sofa  pillow  with  a  six-inch  rip  in  the  stuffing  shrieked 
to  liigh  heaven  for  ai)plaiise.  The  funny  part  of  it 
was  that  (ieorgie  never  saw  that  it  was  funny. 

Jack  Pursi'  had  been  cast  for  the  Iiero's  part,  and 
because  she  had  the  time  and  the  conscientiousness 
to  ile\ote  to  it,  and  Ijccause  by  such  situations  are 
the  whole  courses  of  our  lives  affected,  Mary 
Wood  was  cast  for  the  lieroine.  That  little 
local  talent  play  !  How  strange  that  it  should  have 
been  j)ro])Osed  just  then. 

The  first  act  of  "Lady  Audrey's  Mistake"  was 
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<li\  idrr!  iiitf»  f\v(»  parts.  The  firsl  was  given  over  to 
lli.il  inucli  al)us('r|  lady's  (IcniiM-  and  the  Ixuiuest  of 
Iki-  (>ir>|)ring  to  flic  good-licarlcd  strangers. 

riifii  llic  crrtain  canic  down  for  three  minntes, 
mi|)()<.><m|  Io  re[)res(>nl  llie  [jassing  of  two  decades 
uliih-  (lie  orj)lianed  child  grew  Io  maturity. 

Wlirn  the  first  half  of  fhe  act  Jiad  been  concluded 
somewhere  near  to  (;<>()rgie's  satisfaction,  fhe  <Mir- 
fain  arose  on  fhe  real  heginning  of  fh(>  story,  twenty 
years  after.  Mary,  in  I  he  role  of  the  girl  who  was  to 
Ih'  eiitice(l  away  to  the  city  by  fja-  villain,  was  dis- 
covered silting  in  the  kilchen.  On  should  come 
I  lie  hero  and  make  love  Io  her,  -love  which  was 
Inie  love  indeed  because  it  was  not  destined  to  run 
smoofh.     And  Jack  came  on. 

'■  Come  on  now  !  Come  on  now  ! "  ordered  CFCOrgie 
fiom  his  table-top.  "Get  busy  with  the  love  stuff. 
(  <»!iie  up  behind  her  and  give  her  a  kiss,  when  she 
don't  expect  it.  Make  it  a  humdinger  so  fhe  whole 
iN)Use  won't  mistake  it  —  like  an  old  she-cow 
f)ulling  her  hoof  out  of  a  bog.  You're  in  love  with 
each  other,  ain't  yer.3  Well,  well,  mix  together  as 
though  you  had  sunstroke." 

Jack  looked  into  the  girl's  ej'cs  and  the  girl 
Ijlushed  crimson. 

"In  the  play  I  mean  !"  added  Georgie. 

"Yes,"  whispered  the  girl. 

"Well  then,  act  like  lovers  and  not  like  a  couple 
of  elephants  tryin'  to  cuddle  down  together  in  a  coal 
hod.  Start  in.  Jack  Purse!  Git  your  hands  blind- 
ing her  eyes  and  then  get  in  your  lovin'  properly. 
Cripes  !  You  act  as  if  you  was  scared  of  her.  Does 
she  bite. 3" 

-Jack  v\ciii  oui  as  lie  was  bidden.  He  came  softly 
III  on  tip  toe.     He  stole  his  Hugers  around  the  girl's 
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vyrs.     As  slic  droppci  the  pan  in  licr  lap,  lio  kissed 
her. 

'I  was  only  a  slayc  kiss,  a  kiss  in  a  j)lay.  Hut  it 
was  llu'  first  kiss  lu>  had  ever  yixcii  Kcr.  'Vhv  hlood 
jjonndcd  sfroii*,'  in  his  ti'iiiplcs  when  he  had  jiivcn  it. 
For  the  scfiit  ot  her  hair  and  her  soft  Hcsli  was  in  his 
senses.  He  was  nnidlled  and  rhinisy  and  contused 
when  Mary  turned  to  eontVont  him,  as  slie  was 
sii|)p()>('d  t<»  eoidront  him  in  the  play.  His  eyes 
(h'o|)pcd.      He  eoidd  not  meet  her  <4aze. 

"Do  il  oxer  ayaini"  interrupled  T  (ipirie.  "Do 
it  without  act  in' as  if  it  wa>^  a  pul)He  mi>(h'm<>an()r  !" 

'I'he  hitle  uirl  fhished  furiouslx  and  tried  it  a^ain. 
(iraee  Kawlins  jiot  hnlf\-  and  wante(l  to  know  w higher 
this  was  a  pkiy  or  a  <^ame  of  postofhee,  and  Dick 
U()l)inson  said  it  was  lu)  wonder  some  eliaps  would 
consent  to  |>lay  hero  parts  for  nothin<f,  anti  youn<^ 
Sam  Hod  (h'('lar<(l  that  some  guy>  were  horn  hicky 
anyhow.  .Vnd  all  the  time  s()methin<f  in  the  touch 
of  the  liirl  was  calh'ni,^  to  somt^thiuii'  deep  iti  the  l)oy, 
soiiK't  Iniiii'  he  had  never  felt  before,  something'  he 
could  hardly  umlcr>?aud.  And  throuj^h  the  rest  of 
that  ])lay  and  that  rehearsal  there  seemed  a  strange 
intimacy  hetween  him>elf  and  Mary  Wood.  When, 
in  <iie  last  act  and  just  before  the  final  curtain,  he 
took  iheyirl  in  his  arms,  he  hated  the  brazen  pul)licit.y 
of  il  all.  She  was  soft  and  delicatt-  atul  fragile  atid 
swcc'  to  his  embrace,  and  again  and  again  wlien  lie 
had  gone  home  to  his  room  at  niglit  hv  lived  over  and 
over  t  hox'  moments. 

On  the  last  niglit  before  llu'  play  he  arrived  late  at 
his  own  boarding  place  after  seeing  Mary  to  her  gate. 
He  part(>(|  the  curtains  and  stood  looking  out  over 
the  soft  sli  eniuL':  \illaire  swathed  in  rouiantic  luoon- 
lighl.     A  .strange  pain,  an  imeasiness,  a  weird,  wild 
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dissatisfaction  filled  liiii).  Il  sccincd  as  tliouyli  ho 
wanted  ;<)  \v;dk  on  and  on  all  nii^lit.  Act  ion, motion. 
Wife  tlic  oidy  thing's  wliiclt  conid  ever  end  I'is  awful 
riervonsness.  Over  and  over  lie  saw  llie  girl's  face 
l)(>fore  liini  as  lie  drew  lier  to  him  in  tjie  play!  tiie 
hrown  ey«'.s  with  the  !ove!ij,dit  in  them  and  the  dare 
and  llu  devillry,allhonf;ha  "^'ood  lii  lie  de\ilt  ry  and 
lie  was  made  frantic  will)  sinlden  hearl-lnmjicr  and 
lonj^'in^'  lor  her  in  some  olher  way  than  theatrical 
niake-!)elieve. 

"Mary!  Mar\  !"  he  cried.  ''I've  only  known 
\'on  iust  a  little  while.  Hut  it's  llie  tenth,  Marv 
Wood!  I  lo\-e  you!  And  to-morrow  night  —  to- 
iiHurow  night  the  |)!ay  will  he  over  and  a  memory  of 
the  past.     After  that  !     Oh  Mary!     I'm  goinj,' 

to  have  you  !     I'm  going  to  have  you  !  —  somehow  ! 

for  my  own  fore\-er  !  poor  little  i)lay  !  Will  I 
e\t'r  forget  'Lady  Audrey's  Mistake'?" 

Il  wa>  plain  however  thai  (leorgie  (Iriffin  held  no 
such  tem])eramenlalst'ntitneutsal)out  "Lady Audrey's 
Mi>take."  On  tliat  same  night  that  Jack  was  walk- 
ing home  through  the  New  England  mo»)nlight  with 
Mary  he  sat  on  a  trunk  hack  in  the  opera  house  and 
pounded  aimlessly  and  moroM'ly  on  its  front  with  his 
properly  hammer  dangling  hetween  his  knees. 

"Act  ?  if  this  hunch  was  to  goto  \'  ^'ork.  there 
ain't  one  in  the  whole  (lock  could  get  an  engagement 
as  'shouts  oul.xide'  or  a  'dead  hody  ' !  And  when 
il  comes  to  api)lause,  we'll  he  lucky  if  some  yellow 
dog  will  only  wander  in  and  wag  his  tail  !  " 

There  were  indications  it  was  going  to  he  a  great 
return  of  value  for  the  admission  money. 


CHAPTER   Mil 

Tx  wTTirii   TIr.Ro    and    IIi.Rorxi-:   i\   Tin-;  role   of 
Play-Attors  Win   thu  \'iLi.A(it:  Ai-i'Lalsi:  and 

TIIKRE  rO.MKS  A  DaVCK  AfTKRWARD. 


TiiK  f,'r(\i|  ni<ilil  of  tlic  j)I;i\  ;irrivc(i.  At  vl^ht 
o'clock  liiali  ^«  liool  hoys  in  t  licir  ol(l-t';isliioned  Sunday 
<fo-lo-iiK'i'tiTr  clothes  were  usluriiii,'  lathers,  mothers, 
brolliers  and  sisters,  and  aunts  and  unclt\s  and 
spinisters  and  haclielors  ;ind  the  stran<rers  within 
the  gates,  to  their  places.  In  the  hifjj  auditorium 
there  was  nuich  cininpini;-  down  of  seats  and  ladies 
imwindin,^  scarfs  from  the  heads  iind  nu^i  standing 
up  liere  and  there  to  j)ull  olf  overcoats  and  noisy 
rustling  of  prog-anis  f)rint(-d  th:il  afternoon  at 
our  little  i)rintin<f  otfice,  and  thi-  town  crank  danming 
the  house  and  |)erformancc  and  solar  system  generally 
hecause  he'd  been  given  a  seat  with  a  l)rok(^n  wire 
hat-rack  l)eneatli  his  cosmos,  to  hold  a  hat  that  at 
home  was  hung  upon  the  floor. 

But  if  there  was  hii>tle  jirul  hustle  .ind  thrilling 
expectancy  out  in  front,  what  was  it  behind  on  the 
stag(>.^  Afrs.  ('hrisloi)h(  r  Stacy  had  been  given 
Lady  /\udrey's  j)art  h(>cause  she  had  the  proi)er 
tragedy  in  her  temperament  by  >j)ecial  (Mulowment 
from  nature,  and  not  much  el>e,  and  a  willingness  to 
stay  where  >he  \\;is  put  and  not  oiler  advici-.  She 
was  weak  in  the  knees  and  ill  in  the  stonuich  because 
she  was  the  first  person  to  go  on  and  every  line  of  her 
pari  had  iied  from  her  Iiead  and  would  not  return 
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icpirdlcss  of  how  iiiiich  siic  ;ij)plic(l  lu-rself  to  her 
niaiiu.scTi[)t. 

Mrs.  \Vliij)[)lo  was  moving,'  .ironnd  anion;,'  the 
plavcrs  and  .sta<,^('  liands  in  her  inakc-u]),  and  {)eople 
who  liad  known  her  since  infancy  were  .starinj,'  at  her 
and  asking-  who  the  stran^^e  woman  was  anyhow;  for 
the  sallow  yellow  of  Mrs.  Whii)j)le's  counleiiance  had 
fled  hefore  Ihe  api)licaiion  of  f^rease-painl  and  pencil- 
iiiy-,  and  Mrs.  lihike  Whip})Ie  was  not  Mrs.  Blake 
Whipple  at  all,  hnl  a  <,'irl  of  sweet  sixteen  whose 
yonlh  Jiad  been  renewed  like  the  eaf,de's  ;  and  some  of 
I  lie  women  were  asking'  nastily  where  she  had  ever 
learned  to  make  np  like  tliat  and  .she  must  have  had 
a  past. 

Chubb    Barber    tlie   shoeman,    who   agreed    with 
everybody  and  never  ran  an  ad  in  our  paper  tliat  cost 
more  than  forty  cents,  and  who  was  to  play  the  irate 
foster  parent,   was  monopoli/ing  the  peekhole  in  the 
curtain  and  beliolding  the  size  of  the  audience  grow- 
ing ever  greater,  and  agreeing  with  e\eryljody  and 
welling  his  lips  and  wishing  to  Ciawd  he  was  home. 
-Mrs.   Iloadley,   the  barber's  \\ih\  was  there,  .sitting 
around  on  things  always  needed  next   to  dress  the 
slage     and    jouncing     on     her     n<>r\()us     knee     the 
momentous   little  Rollin  Iloadley  who  was  the  cause 
of  it  all.  and  who  was  to  b(>  carried  right  on  and  right 
ofi"  vi  ry  carefully,  and  who  had   been   loaned   after 
imieh  coaxing.     Mo.«,t  of  Ihe  boys  were  out   on  the 
fire-escapes,  smoking  in  llu'  reviving  coolness  of  the 
evening  and  fortifying  themselves    for    the    ordeal 
ahead.     Everywhere  was  confusion  and   the  giving 
of  orders  which  no  one  executed,  ami   proffering  of 
help  where  il  was  least  needed,  and  advice  and  sar- 
casm and  Unnioil  and  a  time  of  trouble  such  as  there 
iie\  er  has  been  since  there  was  a  nation. 
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Bill  (ilror<,'i(>  w;is  llirrcl  Aim!  (i("()r<,'i('  \v;i.s  hoss  ! 
Hill  nl.is!  -  liow  «'in|)fy  is  public  honor.  For  never 
in  Jill  (lie  len^'llis  niid  Wrcadilis  iiiid  dcpllis  (»!'  liinc  or 
infinii_\  ii.id  llicrc  hccii  sucli  an  occasion  as  lliis  wliere 
I  lie  answer  lo  e\-ery  snarl  was  that  since-coined 
phrase!      "Lei  (Jcoimtc  do  it  !" 

(ieor<,'e  was  doin^f  it  or  it  didn't  <fel  done. 

He'd  hired  old  Peter  Ferf,nisoii  to  conic  in  and  help 
with  the  "props."  IJiit  before  sliowin-^'  up  for  work 
Peter  had  slopjx'd  en  route  and  looked  upon  the  wine 
when  il  was  red  and  allowed  it  to  stin-^-  him  like  ;i 
serpent  and  l>ile  him  like  an  adder.  And  so  Peter 
wasn't  <xood  for  much  hut  io  say  "yes,  sir"  and  then 
for^^-et   whal  (leor^ie  had  told  him. 

(Jeor^rie  was  an  overworked  man.  Soiueliow  wlu-n 
he  j,'ral)l)ed  liold  of  a  ))iece  of  scenery  and  ju<i-,nled  it 
across  llie  floor  lie  had  the  a])pearance  of  a  man 
^Tahhinn-  hold  of  the  Woolworth  l)iiildin<i'  to  keep  il 
ujn'ii^ht  in  a  hii^h  wind.  He  sent  sundry  persons  out 
after  tliin<>-s  which  they  l)rou,i;ht  hack  late  or  did  not 
brim,'  back  at  all.  so  thai  (leor^ie  was  fated  lo  forget 
that  ladies  were  pr;'sent  and  indul<,'e  in  strong  plirases. 
At  'wenly-five  minutes  to  nine  the  house  was  packed 
aiul  the  boys  in  the  -rallery  were  ^iviii^'  catcalls  and 
(irace  Rawlins  had  been  back-sta<ie  twice  lo  inform 
him  that  the  Lunch  out  front  was  <fel tiu<f  on  of  con- 
trol and  why  in  Sam  Hill  didn't  (ieor^^ie  <>t>t  a  move 
on  himself  and  wlial  diil  he  think  this  was  any  way,  — 
a  Jew  picnic.^  (leoroic  had  retorted  that  if  she  didn't 
h'ke  his  speed  she  could  do  it  herself  and  if  that 
<lidn'l  suit  her,  she  knew  where  she  could  go.  And 
(•race   had    retorted    that    if    il    wasn't    for   hurt  in"- 

people's  feelings  she  might  open  her  moutli  and  say 
t.'. ......I  ]..'.....     .....1    <" " :  .    1...  I    ..    .  i:     1    :t    .       .  i  i    ».    i' 

anytJn'ng   new,    and    (Jracc   slanuncd   out    into    the 
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.'MKliloriiirn  ii^rnln  to  .smile  ;il  every  one  iiih)  Jiel  ^ 
ill    tile   \)\niu)  as    il'  sIieM   ^'olleii    iiisfnielioiis    t 
Jiliead,  which  ,slie  hadii'l. 

eii  Miinnles  lo  nine  (he  fathers  <  iit  front 


)iisy 


() 


At  I 


were 


pnhiieiy  askui/,'  il  tlit^yd  lorgotten  hack  of  th<'  cur- 
tain that  there  were  lieads  of  faniih'es  in  the  phice 
wlu)  had  to  o«.(  some  , -sleep  I )»>fore  inorninn.  aiid  on  the 
sia^e  Mrs.  Hoadley  was  ovei-heard  hy  st rn^<riin<;. 
swearing'  (Jeori^'ic  to  say  that  if  he  (h"(hri  hurry  up 
she'd  have  lo  take  hahy  home,  Ix'cause  l)al)y  wasn't 
used  lo  l)ein^-  out  so  hile  tii^^dits.  And  tlien,  just 
wh(>n  the  town  cul-up  out  front  liad  let  out  an 
a^'onizin^ryawn  that  was  heard  all  over  the  place  and 
received  a  lau^di,  the  orchestra  lamps  l)Iinked  and 
saved  (;rac(>  Rawlins'  life,  and  she  said  thank  (iawd 
and  hroke  out  into  llu>  overttireandplayed  il,and  the 
curtain  worked  hy  old  Peter  Fer<>•u^()n  in  the  scenery 
lofl  lifted  on  a  stai,^'  wherein  Mihh,  in  the  capacity 
of  the  foster  mother,  was  cookin«r  industriously  anil 
wailin<,'  for  the  door  to  he  opened  violently  on 
I  ra<fedy. 

Ill  all  of  the  rehearsals,  Mrs.  Stacy  in  the  capacity 
of  Lady  Audrey  had  died  and  l)e(|Uealhed  lo  her  kind- 
heart(>d  friends  the  lialf-diseiiihoweK'd  sofa  pillow. 
This  now  was  the  real  thiiin- and  re(|Uirin<fa  real  hahy; 
the  curtain  was  up  and  \vaitin<,';  ^Tihl)  was  bin^in^^ 
ahout  her  work  and  waiting  for  the  fatal  knock  ;  Lady 

Audrey  was  bolstered  up  witlismelliiii,' salts  and  a  t,dass 
of  cold  watt  r  and  api)roached  tlu>  Iloadley  woman  to 
iiyt  the  illegitimate  pro<4eny.  But  out  in  front  the 
tittering  and  expectant  audience  suddenly  ln'ard  a 
l)eal  of  infantile  despair  as  thou<«h  somehody's  off- 
spring was  being  strangled.  That  hahv  wasn't  goint; 
-  •  ii.i.i  iiM  iiw.i.JM  ;\  u«»ni<iii,  iiol  ii  li  kiicw  it.  And 
it  calculated  that  it  did. 
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"Wlial  am  I  i^'oin^'  to  do,  I  cairi  lake  il  oti  kicking 
and  .slirickiii^'  like  this  !"'  declared  Mrs.  Stacy. 

"Choke  it  I"  su^'tjtvsled  (ieorjrie.  And  if  looks 
would  liave  kiMed,  tiu-  \'oiiii<,'  one  would  ha\e  cea.>ed 
to  exist  on  the  ^pot . 

Again  Mrs.  Stacy  assayed  to  borrow  the  hahy.  It 
phmted  a  number  one  foot  in  tlie  hollow  of  her  left 
cheek  and  iiowk-d  like  an  Apache. 

"What  are  we  i,'oin<;  to  do  .^"  cried  'Shivy  m 
alarm.  "The  curtaiji"?)  up  and  the  audience  i.s 
waiting !" 

"We  ought  to  have  thought  of  this  before!"  cried 
^Irs.  Whipple.  Then  to  (Jeorgie:  "Is  there  a  big 
doll  in  the  house  W(>  can  use  in  its  |)lace?"  Thereat 
the  assembled  players  turned  to  (i(H)rgie  as  though  he 
nn'ght  have  such  a  thing  in  hi>  white  <n'eralls. 

"There  is  not  1"  declared  (ieorgie.  "If  llial  brat 
won't  consent  to  let  itself  be  Ixjrrowed.  why  we  siuiply 
got  to  leave  it  keep  its  mother.  Mis'  Iloadley'll  have 
to  go  on  and  ])lay  Lady  Audri'y  herself !  " 

Then  it  was  the  mother's  turn  to  have  a  con- 
v'Uioi;. 

(jcorgie  was  ccpial  to  the  occasion.  lie  told  her  all 
she  had  to  do  was  stagger  across  the  stage  and  die  on 
the  sofa  and  leave  it  lo  Mil)l)'s  initiative  to  make 
up  the  impromptu  lines  for  the  lack  of  Lady  Audrey'.s 
speech.     But  Mrs.  Iloadley  was  obdurate. 

And  all  the  time  the  baby  was  yelling  its  head  ott" 
and  some  boys  up  in  the  gallery  wore  stamping  on  the 
floor. 

G.'orgic  realized  with  a  gn^at  realization  it  was  uj) 
to  him  to  do  bomething  and  lu>  did  it .  lie  grabbed 
hold  of  the  Iloadley  woman  —  bawling  child  and  all 

Then  he  planked  his  foot  against  it  .so  she  couldn't 
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<fcl  back.  The  astounded  and  flal).,(  rpastcd  Mrs. 
floadlcN-  found  luTsclf  for  once  in  I  lie  public  eye  in  a 
manner  that  from  the  standpoint  of  her  feelinji-.  ou^ht 
l()  have  put  tliat  eye  out.  And  the  audience  was 
ticated  to  the  spectacle  of  a  woman  with  a  Itawliiu,' 
iiii"aut  assisted  violently  into  the  stag'c  kitchen  by  a 
party  ])rominent  in  white  overalls  atid  the  door 
-la[)pe(l  shut  in  a  nianiUT  that  rocked  \\\v  scenery. 
Then  the  baby  quit  as  proini)tly  as  if  had  be<iun,  and 
lo  the  uttermost  {)arts  of  that  house  penetrated  ap- 
parently the  opening!;  line  of  the  {)lay  : 

"M}-  Gawd  I  If  Jim  Iloadley  knew  I  was  here, 
lieVl  rip  this  place  into  tatters  !  " 

Which  considerinf:^  that  Jimmy  Iloadley  never  (h'd 
anythin<f  more  spectacular  th;m  post  bills  for  a  livint,', 
sLnick  Pari>  as  rather  overdrawn. 

Hoarse  whisi)ers  advised  Mibb  wliat  llie  trouble 
was,  and  she  ro.^e  to  the  dilemma. 

"Have  you  no  friends,  my  good  woman?"  she 
asked  earnestly. 

"No!  If  I  had,"  retorted  the  Iloadley  woman, 
"they'd  take  Georgic  Griffin  out  and  lynch  him  !  " 

It  was  several  moments  before  order  was  restored. 

"Come,  rest  awhile,  my  dear,"  struggled   Mibb 

bravely   onward.     Then    in    an    undertone:    "  

Please  don't  spoil  the  play  at  the  start.  Amy  !  Do 
your  best  for  the  sake  of  the  rest  of  us." 

The  appeal  in  Mil)b's  voice  softened  the  Iloadley 
woman  somewhat  and  for  a  wonder  her  baby  kept 
(juiet.  She  looked  back  and  saw  her  retreat  cut  off 
and  for  the  sake  of  the  ugly  predicament  of  the  rest 
>he  decided  to  pull  things  through  somehow. 

"All  right."  she  agreed.  Then  aloud  and  lo  the 
stark  astomsliment  of  the  rest  on  the  other  side  liie 
set:     "He's  deserted  me  !     He's  desierted  me  !  "     she 
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sxuhU'uW    cri.'d.     And    she   sl.i-nvrcd    in.innin.vtilly 
JKToss  |()  I  he  sol".). 

II  \v;is  111.-  ;ni(llViuv\  hini  h.  n;,>|,.  'M,,.  rfojidlcy 
woiuan's  lasl  .iiidihlc  rrl'crciHv  had  l.(vn  N.  (;c.)r<.i,' 
(irif[iii.  and  Pari.  I.allc<|  (he  piihliV  .vc  W.i.  ^J,,. 
r('f«Triii.r  pcrliaps  |u  Ji,„  II,,;,d|,.y.  Th.-  IIiMdicy 
woiiiarr.s  iiaiiic  was  iiol  <in  Mic  piooiam.  Was  a 
juicy  l.il  <.r  draiiialic  scandal  hcin^r  pntiiinl.ualcd  ? 
n  was  an  awfnl  hali'-nionicnl  I 

"Cripcs!"  said  Cvuv/ir  weakly,  "I  sec  when-  I 
need  a  «hink  !  " 

Hnl   Ihe  Hoadley  woman  wcnl  on  : 

"He  deserted  nie  ;nid  jell   me  penniless,      fni  sick 

and  dym,-4-.      Have  piiy  on  a  poor  nnrortnnalc  sister 

and  care  for  my  chill.      Heaven  will  reward  von  !    ^ 

and  about  its  neck  \on  will  find  a  lock»-l  that"       Ihat 

"Yes,    yes!"     cried      Mihh.      "Thai      what,     my 

"TJial  idetUifi<>s  if  >,,  that  we  can  kill  it  to- 
morrow !  ■'  hawled  (ieoruie  jrom  |  he  win.<>s. 

But  Ihe  Hoadl.y  woman  had  fallen  hack  ap- 
parently dead  ! 

'"riie  poor,  poor  (notherless  little  Ihin^^!"  went  on 
Mil)l),  picking  np  the  threads  of  her  mannled  lines. 
And  she  went  to  take  the  inlard  I'rom  the  aj)parently 
deceased  mother's  arms. 

Bnl  wonld  that  I. rat  consent  to  he  taken  hy  A[ihh 
any  more  than  hy  Mrs.  Stacy?  \ol  oi,  yonr  yrand- 
inother"s  tintype!  ATihh  accpn'red  it  hy  the  laving- 
on  of  hands  hnl  it  was  like  lu'ckin-  np  a  iwelv.'- 
jxMmd  chnnk  of  howling-  wiMcat.  1'liat  child  knew 
It  was  on  the  s[n<iv  and  ho.-><.'e(l  the  scene  with 
vvvvy  ;asi  ;  rn  k  o[  a  ejieafiacior.  Miiii)  iri(>d  (o  com- 
fort it  and  ;,re|  a  word  in  hetween  })reat]is.    The  other 
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phiycrs  <';iiiu'  on  ;i>  llicy  were  .sii|)|)()S('(|  lo  rouic  on, 
lull  not  ;i  word  could  ixr\  ••cross  I  he  tool  li<,dits.  That 
iiir.iiit  kicked  and  I'oii^dil  and  scjucalcd.  The  scene 
was  linished  somehow  in  a  pandeinoniiini  ot  terrific 
liawls;  and  Mil)!)  ^'ol  while-faced  fearing  it  would 
;;()  into  con\  ulsions.  Slti^'  'I'rnnian  sn<,'j,'ested  siic  lay 
il  on  its  stomach,  and  \ieor<,Me  (Jriffin  t'rom  behind 
made  .som<'  tVii>htrnlly  >u;4',ncsli\'e  |)antomime  with  his 
[)roi)erly  hammer,  and  all  I  he  niol  hers  in  the  audience 
said  it  wa.->  a  shame  to  al)Use  a  child  so  hut  what  could 
you  expi'cl  from  that  Iloadley  woman, — bhe  never 
had  a  hrain  in  her  head  anyhow.  A^'aiii  it  was  up  to 
(icor^ie  to  do  something;  and  a<;ain  (ieorgie  did  it. 

"Hun  down  the  curtain  I  "'  he  ordered. 

'I'he  curtain  was  lowered,  hut  <lid  that  child  notice 
il  ?  No.  It  w.i  -  a  very  |)eevish  child  and  set  in  its 
•.\a\s.  Its  mother  leaped  up.  once  the  curtain  had 
fallen,  and  'ook  it  and  patle(|  it  on  the  hack  and  laid 
il  over  her  shoulder  and  said  let  her  fi;et  out  ami  take 
it  home,  and  (ieoi"i;'ie  said  yes  for  (Jawd's  sake  let,  her. 
And  the  Iloadley  woman  p(x«.lpone(l  settling  with 
( i<'or^ie  until  a  mort-  auspicious  t  ime  and  the  audience 
followed  that  child  in  all  its  jotu'ueyinjis  for  the  next 
ihrei'  minutes,  twice  around  t he  >taj;'e  ami  downstairs 
lo  wlierc  tlu'  mother  <;()t  her  wraps,  and  down  the 
stairs  outside  and  alon^'  the  wall  of  the  opera  liouse 
under  the  L'ast  windows,  and  down  the  slrei-t  until  a 
merciful  distance  made  the  episode  oidy  a  nightmare. 

.Vnd  Fncle  Joe  Fodder  in  the  front  row  remarked 
that  "Out  of  the  mouths  of  hahes  and  sucklinj,'s  the 
Lord  may  have  ordained  truth  ;  but  not  that  Iloadley 
>uckliug  !  It  was  a  delusion  and  a  snare  and  un- 
doubtedly would  end  its  days  on  the  gallows  !  " 

There  were  many  other  mcidents  m  liiat  play, 
anmsing  enough  if  told  at  length,  but  they  have  no 
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vihil  hf.iriiiy  on  our  s|,,iy.  .Ijck  (•.iriic  in  :nu\  >ur- 
I)ri.s('(l  M.iry  -  lir  circus,.,  I  her  ;i>  \uv  schrdnl,-,  in 
wliicli  sonic  l.oys  in  I  lie  ir,i||..ry  ;i-.i>l.w|  willi  >lirill 
\vlii-.(|,..s.  II,.  \\,.,il  llu-otmli  Ihc  n>M;iI  piihnlnin  of  ;in 
.■Mn;ilcur  phy,  .>lilMy  .ind  iiwk-.vjirdly  and  fri<,di(('iH'(l 
Iiall'  ont  ol'  his  .scn>(...  Frank  Wliilcoml.,  wlio  was 
messt-n-^vr  and  hoy  of  all  work  in  Atnos  larincrs' 
l»ank.  ('idcrc(l  in  Ihc  capacity  of  villain  and  cnliccd 
Mary  away  to  the  cily.  The  Ilcndcrson  <,nrl  saiij,' 
luT  sonKs  Ix'twccn  the  acts.  In  lli(>  second  act 
younf,'Sani  Hod  nearly  np>et  t  lie  scenery  hy  catchin«^ 
his  toe  nnder  a  corner  while  coniiny-  on  at  a  run, 
and  'iciwccn  the  second  and  third  ael>  tragedy  was 
narrowly  averted  when  some  one  iKeded  a  harrel  and 
didn't  know  what  to  do  with  the  property  tinware  it 
contained,  and  (icori^'ie  lold  them  to  lift  np  the  (rap 
door  in  the  stair*'  ;ind  dump  if  into  regions  below; 
and  some  one  did  and  Colonel  Jethro  Wilson  was 
down  there  uruK'niealh  the  trap  door  'Vsecini;-  what 
he  could  see"  and  i^A  \hc  whole  (ivc-and-lcn-ceut 
store  j)ourcd  merrily  on  his  head. 

The  Ilcnderson  ^irl  san^'  her  sonfis  l)elwe(>n  the 
Jifis  :  \es,  Mil)l)  >;iii.i,'  lha^  niyht  and  we  have  never 
for^'ottcn  her  sin.tiinti'  hecause  of  the  son.sj:  which  she 
sanj,'.      It  was  ''Silver  Threads  Among  the  (iold." 

"Silver  Threads  Anion*,'  the  (iold  "  !  How  she  sang 
it!  The  audience  had  hooted  and  laughed  at  the 
rest  of  the  little  local  talent  play.  IJnt  they  did  not 
hoot  an(l  laugh  at  Mihh's  part  in  that  entertainment. 
The  girPs  full  rich  contralto  put  a  sweetness  and  a 
haunting  melancholy  into  the  lines  and  the  melody 
which  fill(>(l  the  eyes  of  old  Tncle  Joe  Fodder  with 
tears.  For  Fncle  Joe  liad  heard  il  in  •^  younger  and 
a  iiai)pier  day,  —  like  many  a  gray-liead  in  that 
audience.     But  the  Henderson  girl  never  knew  of  her 
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pov^i-r  and  licr  ^'il'l.  or  if  >lic  kiirw.  nIic  did  not  care, 
ll  was  vcrv  (juicl  in  that  hall  wImii  Mibh  finished  the 
l.ailad. 

In  tilt'  last  art,  loo.  after  Jafk  had  rescnccl  his  hero- 
ine for  the  la>l  time  from  the  toils  of  tli<'  villain,  the 
curtain  did  not  respond  i  for  N'erily  old  Peter  Fer^Mison 
had  fallen  a>Ieep  in  the  ^(•»•n^r>■  lofl  nrnh-r  (he  sootfi- 
in^f  influence  of  the  >lron<i-  licpior  liy  which  he  was 
ensnare(l).  The  perplexed  audience  was  still  further 
perplexed  l)\-  si^dit  of  (ieor^'ie  (Jriffin  a|)pearin:,' 
sudch'idy  in  tlie  middle  of  the  sta^'e  where  the  final 
love  scene  was  in  procos  and  shouting'  '"Damn 
\()ur  immortal  soul,  -'iid  down  that  curtain!"  and 
(irin^'  his  j)roperty  hammer  insanely  up  into  th(>  wind's. 
This  brought  down  the  curtain  in  one  titam'c  flop, 
as  thoufjh  all  the  string's  had  l)een  cut  and  it  had  fallen 
from  the  skies,  lint  every  one  declared  that  (leor^'ie 
(Iriffin  always  thon<;ht  himself  smart  anyhow  and 
what  could  you  e\j)ect  if  he  took  it  into  his  lu>a(l  to 
show  off.  and  riicle  Joe  I'\)dder  remarked  that  all  the 
cast  apjx'ari'd  to  lack  '\as  memory,  concentration 
and  self-confidence;  outside  of  that  it  was  all 
rif^'ht  and  llie  play  was  a  not 

Then  as  pi-r  tlu'  advertising',  the  hoys  clean'd  the 
auditorium  of  seats  and  (Jrace  Rawlins  and  Uncle 
Joe  Fodder  took  their  places;  she  before  the  j)iano, 
he  beside  her  with  his  famous  old  \iolin,  and  we  held 
the  dance. 

Ma.-y  Wood  danced  with  Jack  Purse  that  nif^ht. 
She  danced  more  than  once  with  him.  And  by  the 
strange  subtle  telepathy  which  exists  between 
youth,  it  was  accepted  that  the  new  Jack  Purse  was 
AFary  Wood's  "fellow"  and  the  new  Mary  Wood  was 
Jack  Purses  "girl.''  And  the  aiders  smiled,  for  tliey 
were  a  pretty  pair  —  Jack  and  the  Wood  girl.     And 
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lilt'  hoys  slinit;t,'«'(l  tlicir  ^liuiildcrs ;  .ind  ||i<-  ^rjrls 
|)n-l*'ii(lc(l  iiul  lo  iiiJimI.  I{()Iiii<I  .iimI  round  in  :i 
dreamy  wall/  .I;i(k  swimj;  licr.  In  r  \\iu\y  ln-ndinj,' 
aj^'aiiisl  liis  own.  Iitr  eyes  lijill'-cloM'd.  her  lir;irl 
lualinj;  rliylliini(all\- lollicyoun<,'  |)rinlrr's,  ulio  held 
licr  close. 

Slic  lan^licd  ,1  l»il  sa<lly  as  I'  cy  s.ii  down  alont,'  I  lie 
side  of  llic  li.ijl  l><'luc<-ii  dances  and  >lic  fanned  her- 
self willi  her  handkerchief. 

"I'lM  sorry  il's  o\-er,"  she  sai<l.  "Il\  heen  a  |o| 
of  fun;  ril  always  have  il  to  think  of  this  liltle 
local-laleul  |)lay.  Somehow  my  ^ood  limes  in  Paris 
s«-em  lo  have  Ix'^^un  >ince  \-ou  came  heie.  Jack." 

.lack  sal  silenlly.  .V  slran^c  pain  disi  iiihed  him, 
for  the  feel  of  h<'r  kiss<'s  was  >lill  hoi  upon  his  lips  and 
I  he  press  of  her  soft  yieldinjf  l)od_\  in  I  he  wall/es  was 
still  in  his  senses. 

"I.ook  at  Jack!"  Iauu:he<|  Sam  llod.  "Ch'aii  (jfF 
his  ballast  in  love  I  If  cx'cr  there  was  a  case  of  love 
at  first  si<,dit  it  was  Ihal  pair.  And  the  <rirrs  as 
addled  over  the  hoy  as  I  he  hoy  is  over  the  <,'irl. 
Just  look!  look  at  his  hand>.  his  nccklie.  his 
knees,  his  feel  !  (Jad,  what  a  wreck  love  makes  of 
a  man  !  " 

Jack  lelt  the  ^ii-l  hy  the  wall  while  he  went  to 
hriuf,'  her  a  j^lass  «)f  water.  And  Alary  Wood  sud- 
denly fell  a  i)luck  al  her  sleeve.  She  turned  lo  find 
Ilerh  Trumafi. 

"I  wanner  see  you,  Mary!"  he  said  thickly,  "I 
jus'  f^ol    lo   see  you    alone!" 

"Whal's  the  mall.r.  Herherl  ?" 

"I  jus'  ^'ol  to  see  you  alone.     I  mean  it." 

"Ilerhert,  you're  ill  !" 

■'Cant  I  see  you  alone  —  mo.>t  anywheres?" 

She  arose  and  followed  him  outside. 


("HAPTFJl   IX 

So  Ilr.Hi-:  TiiKX  \vi;  irwi:  Tin:  PifoiiM'M  Old  as 
Ki)i;\  lTsi;i,r.  as  to  Which  It  Is  IJi.ttku  To  Do, 
Choosi;  I*o\  kkty  with  I.ovt;  oi{  IticiiKs  with 
DissA  risi\<  I  ION  WiiK'ii  tin;  Wood  (Iihi. 
soiA  i;s  \nT;i{  thi,  Manmu  or  IIi;i{  IIi;aut,  with 
Hksilts  I'\i{-ki;\<iii\(;  i\  Airiu  \'kahs  jn> 
CAUSH  oi"  wiiM  II  Wi;  iiwi;  a  Stokv. 


'I'hi.v  Weill  oiil  of  the  Opcr;!  Iloiisr  jind  iKToss  the 
slrrcl  and  into  llic  "Coimihoii  "  wlu-re  the  moths 
were  wiii^iiii;-  aioiiiid  I  he  spiillcritif;,  old-rashioiicd 
aic-h'i^hls.  which  liircw  plcasaiil  shadows  amid  the 
Nhnililicry.  'I'hry  I'oiiiid  a  settee  a  hideous  fancy- 
iioii  xllee  and  I  hey  sal  down  and  Mary  waited 
anxiously.  Across  I  he  si  reel.  hi<,di  in  the  hall,  the 
nniNic  siniek  up  in  anotlier  wait/. 

"Tx-e  <,'ot  to  he  ;;()inu  hack.  Herhert."  she  said. 
'Mack  will  he  Mirpiised  nol  lo  (ind  m*-  when  he 
returns.      What  wa>  i!   xou  wanted?" 

Fie  look  olt"  his  ca|)  and  the  cowlick  rose  terrifically. 
II  Iwisled  I  lie  cap  in  his  jiands.  He  was  pitiful  in 
his  misery.  "  )'<iu  I"  he  hliirled  out. 

"Me."'     What  do  you  mean.  IlerlxTl  .''" 

"Vijii!"  he  cried  doKM«"<lly.  "Vou  kissed  him 
Oh  Ihe  slai,fe  in  front  o'  ev«Tyl)(,dy.  ^'ou  heeu 
lellin'  him  dance  most  «'verv  dance  with  you!  I 
know   I  iroi  awful  feet  hut  — "' 

She  wanted  to  laugh  hut  could  not. 
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"Yoirvc  fui-fjoltcn  nu'  siiirr  hr  came  \o  work  over 
to  the  Tclnjraph  ofllcc."  Urvh  sai.l.  his  eyes  averted. 
"Oh,   IlerI.eri;'  cried  the  girl  softly,  -'what  can 
I  sav?     What  can  T  do?" 

"i  kind  ()■  IhouKht.  when  you  lemnie  kiss  you  t'-'t 

nigiil  in  my  houst " 

"Dear  Ilerlx'rt,  it  was  wicked  of  me  to  ha\\>  done 
that.  -  to  have  >"ncoi;raged  you.  Eve  thought 
al)out  i'.  and  thought,  ahout  it  and  x\ondered  what 
I  colli.!  (U)  to  make  amends.  But  Eve  always  cte- 
cidc.l  that  to  trv  to  make  amends  would  only  hx 
a  had  mailer  worse.  I  ju.^t  hoped  you'd  forgive  me 
and  overlook  il." 

"Then  I  take  it  there  ain't  no  chance." 
"If  vou  want  to  know  it,  yes.  —  I  love  Jack;   it 
would  "l.e   wicked   to  deny   it.      Bui    ^vhat  can  I   do 
when  mv  heart  is  that  way.  Herbert  ?" 

"Yes.'  I  know.  He  ain't  a  clu-isy  lummox  like 
me  always  put  tin'  his  hoof  in  it  !  He's  good-lookin' 
and  has  got  nice  ways  with  the  ladies.  Look  at  the 
wav  he  i)laved  the  hero  part  in  that  show." 

"It  i>n'l"  ihat  at  all.  Herbert.  It  was  that  Jack 
and  I  s. cined  like  ol<l  friends  from  the  start,  although 
wc  l.oth  knew  we  never  had  seen  one  another  before 
in  unr  lives.  I  eouldn't  help  falling  in  love  with  him. 
I  .lidiri  mean  t«)  treat  you  .-,hal)bily ;    I  just  couldn't 

"You'll  be  niarrym    him,  I  suppose.^ 
"He  haMi't  a>k<-d  me  yet  bill    -    but --"^ 
"But  vou  t>xi)ecl  he  will.     That's  it.  isn't  it?" 
She  av.>rte<l  her  face  and  poked  at  a  little  pile  of 
sand  between  the  bricks  of  the  walk. 

"Perhaps !"  she  said.  "But  it  can't  be  for  a  long 
■  •.....  -.-..•.-.  1-. ■..-.>.'.-  .!.!fk'.s  fath.er  fulled  in  business 
ami  his  creditors  lost  a  lot  of  money.     Jack's  got 
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to  pay  that  money  l)ack;  ho  thinks  he's  morally 
hounci  to  do  it.  They  trusted  him  and  his  father 
and  there's  no  reason  why  they  should  lose.  P(>r- 
haps  after  the  money's  i)aid  we  can  begin  to  save  for 

our  home  and  when  we  get  enough " 

"If  Purse  ow(>s  as  murh  as  I  hear  lie  does,  you'll  be 
an  awful  long  lime  get  tin'  married." 

"We're  young  yet.     There's  ami)le  time.     Mean- 
while we're  logethei " 

"Yes,"  said  Herb  sadly,  "—you're  together. 
That's  n  lot.  I'm  sorry  it's  him,  Mary.  I  was 
hoi)in'  it  might  be  nie.  I  was  hoT)in'  I  could  use  the 
money  I'm  comin'  into  to  make  a  nice  girl  like  you 
—  happy.  Wouldn't  you.  Mary  ?  Wouldn't  you  ?  " 
Momentarily  a  vision  of  that  luxurious  front  room 
in  the  Trunuui  home  arose  before  the  girl  !  She  gave 
thought,  loo.  of  her  mother's  experience  with  a  poor 
man.  Hut  she  was  not  alone  now;  the  future  was 
not  uncertain.     It  nuide  a  differenc(>. 

"Well,"  concluded  II«'rb  philosophically  as  he 
moved  away,  "—there's  many  a  slip  between  the 
cup  and  the  lip,  Mary  Wooil.  Lots  of  things  may 
happen  while  you're  waitin'  for  Purse  to  pay  up  four 
thousand  out  of  sixtiuMi  a  week.  I  ain't  goin'  to  lose 
hope  entirely.  But  if  you  should  marry  him,  I  want 
vou  to  know  that  I  that  I  loved  you,  Mary  Wood. 
I  ain't  seen  su«'h  an  awful  lot  o'  you.  But  you  got 
hold  o'  me  in  a  way  no  othc  r  woman  or  girl  ever  has. 
If  you  do  marry  him,  I  want  you  should  know  I  don't 
haVboi-   no  bad    tVelings   and  hope  you'll   both   be 

happy." 

"Thank  you.  Herb,"  she  said.     "Next  to  Jack, 
I   think  more  of  you   than   any  other  man  in   the 

world." 

"Well,"  decided  Herbert,  —  "  that  s  somelhm"  i  " 
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"Ts  tliiil  nil?"'  slic  :isk»-(l. 

Ilr  rciili/.cd  llu-ii  how  f,'rc;il  and  Icrntic  was  his 
faihirc.  Ilr  was  losini,'  Mary  WoixL  the  u'irl  that  ho 
loved,  to  lhi>  Piirs(>  l)oy  wlio  was  not  UiiiiIhtous  and 
ciumsv  and  (Hd  not  have  a  cowlick  and  hands  like 
hams.'  rc^'an"vss  of  Sam  Hod's  declaration.  The 
misery  ofhis  heart  vas  appalling,  unconsolahle.      He 

arose  hlimlly. 

"Aren't  yon  coining,'  back  to  the  hall  and  stay  until 

the  end  of  the  dance?" 

"It  -don't  matter."  mumbled  Herb.  "No. 
It  don't  nuich  matter  with  me!"  He  moved 
away,     "(lood  night.  Mary,"  he  .said  wilhoul  look- 

\U'^  at  lu-r. 

And  h.'  left  her  stan.lInK  tlien-.  wantm^T  to  run 
{ifter  him  an<l  <-on<ole  him  and  mother  him  and  tell 
him  how  his  .li>.i|)p(.iiil  nu-n!  hurl  her.  also.  Hut 
he  was  u-one  amid  the  siirnM.ery  and  she  went  slowly 
hack    It)    Ihe    hall,    the    Miiall-lown    gaiety    and    the 

nmsic. 

So  lied  her  chance  lo  marry  a  wealthy  man. 

She  went   ha.-k  lo  ihe  hall  and  to  Jack,  who  was 

vildly  looking  for  her  and  who  (lenian<l.-d  the  cause 

of  I  hi-  lears  in  her  eyes.        l)a<'k  lo  the  boy  whom  she 

After  the  dance  they  walked  horn. -ward  together. 
''{',ooi\  night."  she  said  softly  a!   the  gate,  as  she 
held  oul  iM'r  hand. 

"(iood  night.  Mary!"  he  replie<l  Ihi.kly  m  turn. 

Bnt  h«>  did  not  gt). 

The  moon  ma<le  mystic  shadows  of  the  slreet 
mider  the  sleeping  maples,  of  the  long  while  fence 
fkmked    with    the   flower  beds,  of  the  lawn    and    tiu' 

crickets  sounded   from  Ixii.ath   the  fences  and  the 
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hollow  l)o;ir<l  walks.  Tlic  sonirs  of  ins(>ot  lovers 
piping  out  of  liitic.  caiiu^  lo  tlicin.  Down  IIh>  slrri't 
now  and  then  showed  a  flash  of  a  nm.>lin  dress  — 
white  ill  the  moonlij^dit — and  the  little  shriek  of  a 
wonianVs  lau<;'hter  floated  to  them  .  .  .  c-arefree 
hoys  an<i  ^n'rls  ^^oin^'  home  from  a  danee  !  And  under 
the  nioonli^lil  tlie  i^irl  was  twice  as  dainty  and 
pretty  as  tlu>  l)oy  had  ever  seen  her  before,  for  that 
is  the  way  of  mooidi^ht  and  of  spring  nij^dits  and  of 
women  iti  days  when  we  love. 

Oeeasionally  a  couple  si  rolled  past  them.  —  Sam 
Hod  with  .vlice  Wliilinii'.  (Irace  Rawlin>  with 
the  Whilcomlt  hoy.  Kven  (ieori-i''  (Irifhn  and  the 
Wlialen  girl  were  out  enjoying  the  beautiful  e\- 
(juisile  sinnmer  night. 

.\s  Jack  came  away  finally  from  the  ^Father's 
irate,  the  beaut V  and  the  >a(lness  of  the  night  and  the 
heart  cry  of  his  new-found  age-old  lo\'e  came  to  him 
as  neither  had  ever  impressed  him  before.  Antl 
taking  off  his  h;il  beneath  the  stars  he  mnrnnired  : 
"Oh.  if  it  could  always  go  on  alwa\  !"'  Hut  he 
knew  it  could  not.  And  he  was  miserable  and 
afraid. 


CHAPTER  X 

In  which  the  IIeahts  of  Oih  Fiuexds  are       "ng 
AND  THE  Would  is  Fair  and  the  Chief      ..^r- 

ACTERS     OE     OlK     StoI{Y     (ilVi:      INDICATIONS     OP 

Their  Destiny. 


Li:t  us  go  back  for  a  time  ami  consi-Jer  the  Hender- 
sons. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  state  accurately  whether 
or  not  Paris  approved  of  the  Hendersons. 

The  Hendersons  came  into  town  alon^f  with  the 
railroad.  — that  is  to  say  Mrs.  Henderson  came  at 
the  same  time  as  the  railroatl  and  so  Harvey  had 
come  too.  then'  beinj,'  no  alternative  for  Mrs.  Hender- 
son's husband. 

Ma  Henderson  wei<ihed  two  hundred  and  forty 
I)()unds,  two  hundred  of  which  was  located  in  her 
chest.  She  ha<l  a  firm  mouth  with  knotted  muscles 
at  the  corners  thereof,  and  a  faint  moustache  show- 
ing ov(  r  all.  Siie  had  a  s(|uare  jaw  and  a  sour 
expression  to  her  eye.  And  lier  husband,  who 
had  no  business  being  one,  W'ent  around  with  a 
dazed  look  in  his  himbliki'  eye  as  though  perpetually 
pondering  on  how  it  had  all  happened,  anyhow. 
He  was  a  head  shorter  than  Ma  Hend'Tson  and 
about:  a  hundred  i>ounds  lighter,  and  his  cue  was  to 
say  "I  believe  so.  Ma",  and  spend  his  time  smoking 
in  the  cellar,  spitting  in  silence  into  the  turnace 
or    sitting    in    the    cigar    stores    down-town.     One 
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mifjlit   say   that    Flarvcy   IIondtTson   lived   under  a 
perpetual  matrimonial  iiandieap. 

'Miey  liad  not  been  in  town  lonff  before  Paris 
folks  knew  all  the  inner  workings  of  the  Henderson 
household  and  that  Mrs.  Harvey  Henderson  assumed 
full  eharge  of  Harvey's  ])ension  money  as  she 
assumed  full  charf,'e  of  everything  else  belonging 
to  Haivey.  And  because  society  has  not  yet 
reached  that  stage  where  it  may  take  literally  the 
I)iblical  inttTpri'tation  to  take  no  fought  what  ye 
shall  eat  and  drink  or  what  ye  shall  put  on.  Ma 
Henderson  was  renting  the  l)ig  Scjuire  j)Iace  at  the 
cast  end  of  Main  wStreet  and  opening  it  as  a  boarding 
house. 

And  ^fa  Henderson  for  many  years  was  miserable 
and  lonesome,  and  the  otlwT  wives  of  the  town 
sought  not  her  counsel  nor  h<>r  companionship. 

It  was  with  Mibb,  the  only  daughter,  that  the 
diief  deviltry  was  to  pa\ .  For  as  has  been  stated, 
early  in  IjtV  MibI)  had  witnessed  many  domestic 
altercations  and  set  up  a  marital  philosophy  of  her 
own.  In  that  philosoi)hy.  man  as  a  male  held  a 
very  small  and  inconsequential  position.  But  man 
as  a  provider  of  money  was  different.  The  neigh- 
bors whispered  with  significant  eyel)rows  that  Mibb 
Ilendersc'i  often  addressed  her  dad  publicly  and 
in  the  Henderson  home  by  his  first  name,  which  after 
a  time  she  shortened  to  "Ha-v."  And  her  mother 
laughed  ;;>id  thought  it  smart  and  implanted  in  that 
poor  handicapped  yomig  woman's  head  the  sole 
idea  that  she  must  n(  ver  ...mmit  her  mother's 
mistak(>;  Mil,b_also  like  the  Wood  girl  —  must 
set  her  cap  for  momy,  the  male  of  the  species  being 
a  ;v.;:;Owy  an.i  .iu  vii^y  mark  anyliow. 

So  Mibb  had  gone  to  school  in   Paris  and  after 
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scliool  spent  iiiiicli  spare  time  down  at  the  station 
watcliiti",'  the  (IriiiiiiiuTs  come  in.  Finally  shv  look 
a  position  in  I  lie  Tclciiraph  office. 

Slie  was  not  a  l»a(l  ^nrl ;  had  slie  departed  af  any 
time  from  the  straight  and  narrow  pathway  followed 
l)y  onr  \ew  l']n<iiand  daii^Iilers,  the  t(»\vn  even 
the  ;^irl  friends  to  whom  >he  conde>ceii(lin^l_\-  lohl 
dee[)  thinj^fs  which  no  >iirls  shonld  know —  wonldn't 
have  tolerated  Mil)l)  for  a  moment.  She  was  mer(>ly 
handicappeci  by  a  i)rainless,  nnnalnral  mother  and 
;i  weak-willed  fatlier,  and  why  she  ne\cr  slnmWled 
over  the  edi^'e  of  I  he  social  precipice  will  always 
remain  one  of  the  mysteries  of  small-town  morality. 

Mil)l>  in  onr  nrintin^'  office  was  a  hrij^hl  ^irl  and 
a  <rood  compositor  -  when  sh<>  wonld  woi'k  which 
was  chiefly  when  she  es])ecially  wanted  a  new  dress 
or  a  hat  or  sonu'thinf^'  to  wear  to  a  party.  Bnl  Ma 
Henderson  came  periodically  to  the  conchision  that 
work  hefore  a  type  case  was  not  diu'iiilied  enonj^h 
for  an  emhryo  "lady"  and  hinted  often  at  Mabel's 
social  standing!;'  and  her  chances  to  marry  money; 
and  MibI)  as  periodically  laid  d(»wii  her  stick  and  left 
ns  and  stayed  away  from  ns  and  then  came  back 
a<,'ain.  Poor  Mibb!  I*erhaps  after  all,  like  onr  old 
(ln|)lex  press,  she  was  more  sinned  against  than 
simiinj^. 

We  had  sin^in<^'  schools  in  those  days.  A  crowd 
of  six  —  Mibb  Henderson  and  Dick  Rol)inson,  Sam 
Hod  and  Alice,  Jack  Pnrse  and  AFary  were  retnrn- 
ing  fiome  from  the  last  one  for  that  sj)rin<^  season 
held  m  Creen  Valley,  when  the\"  >at  down  on  the 
wall  abont  Seaver's  pasture  on  anotlur  moonlit 
ovcninjjf. 

"roiks,  annonnccfi  r\[ibb,  "I  ve  had  a  proposal 
—  a  real  proposal    -  a  proposal  of  marriage  I'" 
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M;iry  ^^hnu'cd  quickly  at  Mihh  willi  (li.siif)prov;il 
strong'  on  her  fine  I'calii'-i'.s.  Such  iliiuff.s  were  not 
to  he  discussed  lij^hlly  in  puMic.  But  'M\])\)  du^ 
licr  toot  dcc|)ly  in  tli(>  <irn^s  and  the  hricrhlooni  and 
went  on  ini.scliic\ ou.siy  :  "Now  aren't  sonic  folks 
tlic  jokers  !" 

Dick  Roliinson's  lips  closed  fjfrinily.  We  liad 
known  for  a  Ion*;  time  that  Dick  loved  MiM)  Hender- 
son. Rut  Dick  was  only  a  bookkeeper  in  the  |)rocess 
works,  and  j,'ood  looking'  tliou^di  lie  was,  his  ^'ood 
looks  would  never  make  up  for  the  tra^'cdy  of  a  pny 
envelope  conlaiuiiif,'  a  mere  leii  dollars  a  week, — 
not   to  Mahel  reared  hy  her  mother. 

"I'd  just  as  soon  x'ou'd  keep  such  fhin<,'s  in  the 
same  confidence  in  which  they  were  spoken,  Mibb," 
lie  said  with  hard  insiiuialion. 

"Now  isn't  he  sensiti\-el"  Mihl)  returned. 

Mary  and  Jack  weri'  siding'  side  hy  sick  on  the 
wall  between  .Mibb  and  the  girl's  lover.  Mary 
turned  and  looked  at  Dick,  a  picture  of  confusion, 
an<jer.  misery  and  chagrin. 

"Mibb."  declared  the  sympathetic  Mary,  "sucli 
thiufis  are  sacred  !" 

".SV/rm/.'"  Apiin  the  merry  peal  of  lauf,diter 
from  Mibb.  Finding'  that  no  one  joined  her  and 
that   only  embarrassment    resulted,  slie  sobered. 

"I  thounjil  we  were  all  ^'ood  friends  to^'ether  or 
I  shouldn't  have  luentioncd  it,"  she  said. 

"We  are  ^'ood  friends  to<,^-ther.  Mibb,"  declared 
Alice.  "That's  why  Mary  sj)oke  so  frankly." 
And  the  boys  looked  sheepishly  at  one  another. 

"I  don't  wa-it  to  be  married!"  declared  Mibl). 
"Xot   for  a  Ions',  lon^r  time.     I  want  to  f,'el  the  full 

•    ■::    •,,-;:•,     •,;:     ;:;;■.         j".  iKii    a    ^iPi    ^(  i  S    Iu<UTu-<i    it    illeciiiS 

tare    and     worry    and     work     and    stiualling    kids. 


108 


THE   GREATER   GLORY 


And  be.si(l'\s,"  she  addod  hnilally,  "I  wouldn't 
raarry  anyl)ody  that  was  poor  anyhow  !" 

Dick  Robinson  arose. 

"I'll  move  alon<,'/'  he  said.  He  started  down 
th(»  road  alone,  oiF  into  the  riif,dit  and  })ack  to  town. 
And  on  anotlnT  eveninj^  in  a  far  distant  year  Mihh 
recalled  his  goinf^,  with  a  far  dilFi-rent  emotion  in 
her  heart.      "Dick!"  she  cried.     "Come  back!" 

But  Dick  p'lid  her  no  attention.  He  disappeared 
around  the  bend  in  the  road. 

"Mabel  —  you're  heartless  !"     \rarv  rebuked  her. 

But  Mibb  passed  it  off  with  a  laugli. 

"  Dick  should  have  known  he  was  impossible," 
.she  said.  "I  don't  sec  why  he  keeps  thrusting  him- 
self upon  me !" 

"Dick's  a  good  boy!"  defended  Alice  " — as 
good  as  there  is  in  Paris.  He  only  makes  ten 
dollars  a  week.  But  that  isn't  anything  against 
him." 

"Then  let  him  come  around  when  he  makes  more," 
replied  Mibb.  She  was  angry  that  the  company  had 
turned  against  her. 

"You're  ])utting  it  that  nothing  matters  but 
dollars  and  cents,"  declared  Alice.  "That's  heart- 
less and  silly,  Mibb,  and  it  leads  only  to  unhap- 
piness." 

"Money  won't  buy  happiness,  Mibb,"  added 
Mary. 

"Fiddlesticks,"  declared  the  Henderson  girl. 

Jack  Purse's  heart  fluttered  suddenly  and  wildly. 
For  the  liand  that  was  laid  on  his  arm  to  keep  the 
Wood  girl  steady  on  the  wall  imparted  some  little 
pressure  to  that  arm  not  at  all  necessary  in  the  busi- 


ness «ji  iiiaiiiiitiiiui^  iiei   iv[uiiii>i  luiii. 

"I  don't  want  to  get  married,"  repeated  Mabel. 
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"T'vf  always  boon  sorry  I  was  honi  a  ^'irl  anyway, 
(iirls  and  wonu'ii  ^o(  the  liard  end  of  iiiarriag*-  tlic 
sarn<>  as  everything  olsi'  in  life.  Il  means  work, 
work,  work,  inarriajje  does,  —  work  from  morning' 
till  ni^lif  and  precious  little  thanks  in  return  for 
the  ell'orl.  It  means  waitinj^  helj)lessly  inside  a 
home  wiiile  a  man  makes  ^ood  or  doesn't  make 
f^ood,  according'  'o  his  ability.  It  means  pain  and 
.sulFerin^'  and  sometimes  death  —  and  what  do  you 
get  in  return.^  Yes,  what  do  you  get  in  return.^ 
.\iiswer  me  that  !  M<-n  can  get  out  in  the  world  and 
do  things.  They're  free  to  go  and  come  as  they 
like.  They  earn  money  that  gives  I  hem  the  right 
to  say  how  it  shall  be  sj)ent.  It's  a  man's  world 
and  made  for  men,  and  ail  that's  left  for  a  woman  is 
to  play  the  second  part  ;  and  if  a  girl's  high-spirited 
and  want.;  to  rise  above  lier  lot,  she's  heartless  and 
unnatural  and  shameless.  She's  a  slave,  that's 
what  slie  is,  —  a  slave.  Deny  it  if  you  can.  Cover 
it  with  fine  phrases.  Smooth  it  over  with  love  and 
romance.  But  deep  down  unflerneath  is  the  ugly 
truth  just  the  same,  the  ugly  ^ruth  of  the  slavery. 
And  I  won't  be  a  slave  !  ^.ven  if  you  do  call  me 
heartless  and  unnatural  I  tell  you  I  won't  be  a  slave. 
I'm  free  now  to  live  my  life  as  I  please  and  I'll 
keep  so.  If  I  do  marry,  it'll  be  because  there's  the 
money  available  to  make  me  escape  the  slavery. 
It'll  be  because  it'll  help  me  to  enjoy  life  and  get 
out  of  it  all  there  is  in  it.  If  that's  shameful  and 
bold  and  unwomanly,  make  the  most  of  it.  But 
it's  my  way  of  looking  at  things.  So  far  in  life  I've 
seen  no  reason  to  change." 

There  was  silence  for  a  time.  The  words  had  ca 
slraiige  familiar  ring  in  Mary's  errs. 

"Being  married  doesn't  seem  that  to  me  at  all. 
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Mil)l>."'  slir  replied  sott  I\-.  '"I  suppose  il\  ,ill  :i  ilif- 
frreru'e  in  lemper.iiiieiit .  If  .\oii  w.iiil  lo  e.ill  il 
slaverx',  Ihfii  then  well,  .^penkiiiy  lor  riiy>e||'" 
—  iiiid  lier  voice  \va>  vry  low  :iii<l  x)!'!  ;iiii|  iilmoNl  a 
whisfxT  "Iiii  elieeirully  uillinu  lo  he  lli.il  kind 
ol"  slav.  Mil.!." 

"^'ou"|•e  .1   lillle  tool  !"*    ivN.rled   .Malicl. 

*'^<)ii  say  il  rneaii^  uoik  I  liron^lionl  life.  Rnl 
what  of  tlial.  MihK?  All  of  n^  uni^l  woi'k  al  sotne- 
fliin^'  or  other,  nui^lirt  nc?  F^n't  work  a  law  ol" 
life?  Wliy  not  in  a  home  that's  your  own  anionj^ 
people  that  yon  lo\-e,  as  an\wlier<'?  ^'on  say  if 
means  waiting'  for  the  man  yon  marry  to  succeed. 
Hnt  that  isn't  a  hardshij),  Mihh?  It's  a  prisile^'e. 
If  yoM  pick  ont  the  ri^ht  man.  and  he's  honest,  and 
anihitions  ajid  eapahle,  why  i>n't  il  th(>niost  inferest- 
iu^  ^'ame  in  the  world  to  play,  Mil»l).^  -to  watch 
him  step  hy  sfej)  as  he  climhs  npward;  and  help 
him  to  do  it  ;  and  clinih  upward  with  him  ;  and  some 
day  stand  (>n  the  snmmil  with  him  and  have  the 
same  feeling'  'to;,^'lher  we  did  il  ' !  ^'on  say  it 
means  pain  and  sufreriny  and  sometimes  death — - 
but  what  of  that,  Mihh.^  Only  the  cowardly 
shrink  from  pain  and  suli"erin;j,'  and  death.  I  am 
not  afraid  of  work  and  pain  and  snfFerin<,'  —  he- 
cause  it's  far  from  l)ein<f  all  shadows;  there's  com- 
pensation. Mil)!).     Beautiful  compensation  —  !" 

Mary's  xoice  was  unsteady.  Sam  and  Jack 
looked  at  her.  In  the  mooidighf  ihey  fancied  her 
eyes  were  wet  with  tears. 

"Mary,"  returne  1  Mabel,  "you're  sickishly  senti- 
mental. It's  women  like  you  that  are  holding'  other 
women  down  in  soc  ety.  The  time's  comini,',  Mary, 
like  (riaee  uaulnis  sa\s.  when  women  uiiii  iiiose 
old-fasliioued  ideas    ire  goiuj,'  to  give  way.     This  is 
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f^oiii;,'  |(»  >lo|)  liriii^  ;i  m;iirs  worM.  Il's  ^oin;^  fo  he 
.'I  woiii.iii's  \vt)rl<l  jis  well,  Mary.  Woiiicii  art' go 
iii^i;  lo  l)c  <'(|ii.il  willi  men  — " 

"Arctri  I  licy  »'<|ual  now,  Miltl)'" 

'*.\ir(i"l  llicy  MOW?  NO.  Ilifv  arnri  !  I've  toM 
you  llii^  is  a  tiiair>  world,  and  I've  lold  son  wliy." 

"It  seems  lo  me  llieyVe  e(|iial  lo  men  it'  lliey  care 
lo  do  llie  ri^lit  lliin;;'.  It  seem-;  to  me  it 's  vhollya 
mailer  for  the  individual  ^iri  to  settle.  Mihh.  She 
(an  pick  up  the  ri^ht  sort  of  husl)and  atid  he  a 
partner  lo  him  and  enjoy  all  he  enjoys  and  !»>  his 
wife  and  >harer  in  his  >ueress,  now  as  much  as  she 
e\er  can        then-'s  nolliin^'  lo  stop  her.  Milih." 

Hut  Mil)l>  did  !iot  answer  hecause  put  that  way 
tlnre  was  no  answer.  .\nd  because  the  truism 
always  holds  :  When  you  cannot  answer  your  oj*- 
poiieiil's  ar<fument  do  nol  dopair.  you  can  still 
call  Jiim  names,  she  be^an  makin<,'  fun  of  Mary 
Wood. 

Mary  was  pulling'  a  hit  hewilderedly  at  her  hand- 
kerchief, her  ey<'s  downcast. 

"I'm  j)erfeclly  willing  to  lie  considered — old- 
fashioned."  she  said  brokenly.  "If  you  want  to 
call  it  that.  I'm  perfectly  willing —  to  take  any 
chances  on  being  ha|)py  —  in  my  own  way  —  that 
way  that  I've  said.  I  haven't  any  d(>sire  to  be  a 
man  —  not  in  the  slightest.  I  can't  .see  why  a 
woman's  place  in  the  world  —  doing  a  woman's 
work  —  keeping  a  home  —  raising  little  children 
lo  be  good  men  and  women  in  turn  —  isn't  just  as 
important  and  noble  as  anything  a  man  could  do  — 
outside  that  lionie.  No,  I  can't  see  why  a  woman 
shouldn't  be  satisfied — and  look  U{)on  her  work  as 
a  pri\iiege.  I'm  willing  to  take  my  cliances  in 
life  with  mv  belief.     It  can  lead  me  where  it  will !" 
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Wlicti  ;il  liisl  llicy  ci\mr  to  conliniic  on  fhcir  way 
hack  lo  f(»\vn,  llic  five  of  tliciii  were  very  tliollgiit Tul. 
Mildt  walked  lu'liiiul         alone. 

"Don't  feel  hailly  over  it,"*  Jack  said  sootliin^'ly 
to  the  K''l  •»!'  '''^  i\rin.  "Tl  i^n't  worlli  cr>  in^' ovi-r -- 
what  she  says,  Mary.  She'll  .see  she's  ini-takt-n 
some  (lay.  Mary.  \'ou're  —  you're  iiohlc,  Mai\  I" 
—  he  |)ai(l  tlic  compliment  with  (lidiciilty  —  "and  I 
}io|)e  —  the  man  —  who  marries  you  stays  hi^' 
enon;,'h  to  know  it." 

That  ni<,'ht  the  l>oy  lay  on  hi>  l)ed  slei'plessly 
throiiKh  many  hours,  thinking'  over  what  had 
occurred  and  the  ihinjis  whidi  had  heen  discussed 
l)(>lwcen  them  that  (>venin<,'.  Hoys  and  yirls  do  not 
discuss  thin<,'s  in  that  way  in  il.t  -v  '  wren  da,\s  on 
which  we  have  fallen.  "She's  one  ^irl  in  a  thou- 
sand," he  muttered  miserahly.  "If  I  lose  her  —  if 
I  don't  marry  her  —  I'll  never,  never  know  another 
like  her  a^ain." 

(iray  (lawn  stole  up  over  the  eastcni  mountains 
and  found  him  still  awake,  tossing  fretfully  on  his 
bed. 


CHAPTER  XI 

And  so,  riAvrxo  Pi.Ari;i)  thk  IFkhoivs  avd  TTj'.roines 

AM)   TIIK    VlI.LAINKSSKS    OF    OUR   StoHV    VVlIO    MIK 

TO  Work  Oir  Thkiu  Dkstin'y  as  Timk  (ioKs 
ON,  \Vk  Comk  to  thi;  Mkmorahle  Pic.vic  ip  i\ 
'^laisdkll'.s  Glkx  axu  Evening  in  Gold-Piece 

(>ABIN. 


At  flu-  office  the  talk  was  of  the  picnic  up  I  lie 
(ilfii  thai  aftirnooti.  — a  Cciobralioii  for  the  success 
of  the  local  talent  play. 

The  ex-players  met  on  the  Opera  House  steps. 
The  «irls  had  f,'enerous  ha>kels  of  which  the  hoys 
relieved  them  as  they  arrived  with  awkward  fjreet- 
uigs  meant  to  be  funny  and  at  which  the  girls  laughed 
as  th(>y  were  supposed  to  laugh.  Quickly  they 
paired  off  :  Jackand  Mary ;  Mihh  and  Slug  Truman  ; 
Sam  Hod  and  Alice;  Harriet  Bahcock  and  Frank 
Wliifcomh;  even  Georgie  Griffin  and  t]u>  Whalen 
girl  were  there  —  the  latter  brought  her  pathetic 
addition  to  the  refreshments  done  in  a  paper  parcel, 
'ilien  as  they  were  about  to  start,  Dick  R- •,  nson 
and  Grace  Rawlins  arrived  from  different  dirt^iions, 
^^  'Tm  the  odd  one!"  greeted  Mrs.  Whipple. 
"You'll  just  make  partners  !" 

The  crowd  laughed  and  Dick  colored,  glowering 
diirkly  at  Truman  in  possession  of  Mibb's  basket. 
Tilt.-  ihirleen  moved  up  Main  Street  and  east'  i-d 
out  of  the  village  toward  the  East  Wickford  road. 
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Mrs.   Wliii)|)lt'   wnlkin-,'   willi   Gnicc  and    Dick,   atul 
Dick  carrying'  two  l>a>kcl.s. 

"Why  is  it  callfd  (Jold-riccc  Glen  and  Gold- 
Piece  Cahiu?"  Jack  asked  Tiainian  as  they  \valke(l 
on  ahead. 

"Years  a^o  when  tliey  mined  for  Iron  around  these 
parts  there  was  an  old  chap  li\-ed  up  in  the  (den,"' 
reph'ecl  llerl)ert,  "who  turned  all  his  wai^^cs  iido 
^old  pieces.  lie  hid  I  hem  soiueu  here  in  his  cahiii. 
They  c;dle<l  him  (Jold-Piece  HIaisdell.  He  died  u 
<lozen  years  aj>'o,  — from  injuries  when  two  tramjjs 
l)roke  into  the  place.  They  t'onnd  his  hoard  in  an 
earthen  \-essel  Imried  under  the  lirei)lace.  The 
jfovernor  houyhl  the  (lien  to  luniher  the  chestnut 
a  year  afterward  and  I  fixed  up  the  old  Cahin.  T 
stay  up  there  in  the  deer  st>ason  or  whenever  I  have 
a  hankei'in^'  to  lake  to  the  woods." 

"And  is  the  old  earthen  pot  still  Ituried?" 
"Yep,"  answered  Slu<,'  Truman. 
"Do  you  know  wlier'-.^" 

"Yep;  ni  show  you  when  we  j^et  up  l]i(>re.  We'll 
build  a  fire  in  the  fireplace  —  Frank's  j,'ot  his  violin 
—  we'll  have  a  ;ireal  time —  and  the  moon's  goitii^ 
to  he  full  lo-ni^dit  —  full  for  the  last  lime  this 
niontli.  It'll  he  a  ^reat  walk  home!"  lie  f,danced 
sadly  at  Mary  Wood,  lie  was  tryini,'  hard  to  bear 
his  disappoiiUmenl  like  a  dead  <fame  sp«)rt. 

Tliey  wt  led  their  lau^du'nu,  jokini,',  coqueltin<; 
way  out  School  Street  and  past  the  f,Ms  works. 
They  ])assed  the  County  Farm  and  turned  toward 
East  Wickford.  As  the  whistles  back  in  the  villa<;e 
were  blowing'  six,  they  came  to  the  "ti'-nin^-otV 
place",  as  Shi<;  termed  it,  and  passed  over  the 
Truman  land  and  climbed  up  into  the  (ilen. 

A  thousand  count rv'  scents,  of  sweet  fern  and  briar 
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Moom   and    hlossoiniiifv    laiirc!.    of    !)lackl)orrv   vine 
an<l     clicckfMlK'ny     and     wild     appl- —  made     the 
i)caiil!l'ul  cvciiiiin-  air  .sciimkmis  with  rnstic  I'ra^rrance. 
'riirouoh     the    raspIx'tTv    that     srratohcd    at     their 
clothes  and  the  milkweed  that  left  lint  npon  them. 
thruu«,di    «.rass(N    that     were    alr(>ady    Ix^irinninf,'    to 
^row  damp  and  little  swarms  of  inseets  which  win^n.,! 
'■"1(1     I'el!    on     the    (piiet     almosphere.    they    moved 
alon<>-    the    well-worn    path    and    np    nnder"   the    tall 
silent  trees  I o  where  (he  cal)in  slinnl  in  |h(>  shadows. 
Th(  picnic  was  not  unlike  a  thousand  other  picnics 
iMlucen  l)()y>  and  njils  in  \nv('  lh;i(  have  taken  place 
siiHv   Ihc   world   heyan.     (irace   Rawlins   wanted   to 
know  liow  Sln<>-evei-  had  the  nerve  to  invit(>  them  up 
to  such  a  dirty  hoh'  and  it  just   went   to  show  what 
hrutes  men  were  at  heart   when  th.>y  ool  away  from 
women;     and    a    few    niinules    lat<>r   slu«   wanted    lo 
know    why    they'd    hronoht    so    much    food;     what 
«li«l  they  think  they   had    to   f<>ed,  an     army?     But 
Sluir  l)Mill  a  fire  in  lli,>  low  h'rei)lace  and  they  hoiled 
lli'ir  coll'ee  and   the   food   was   laid  out   ov(>r  the  big 
[•Link    lal)l.-.      The    i.oys    held    hack   and    had    to  h' 
•';"i«lc«l     I  heir    sandwiches     and     coffee    and     then, 
haviiiir  |„vn  lluis  ^nveii  a  start,  they  for<>o|  when  it 
^yas  tun(>   to  >lop  and   massacre  1   tJie  refnvshments. 

Slug  -    as  clumsy   as   a    j)low   liorst u})set   a   cup 

of  coffee  on  Al!c(>  Whiling's  dress  and  in  helping  her 
remove  the  mess  got  in  a  hack-fire  motion  and  sent 
Ji  j:ir()f  piekle  the  other  way  over  Mihh.  Grace 
Rawlnis  said  some  one  ought  to  have  hrought  along 
a  inarlmgale  for  him  or  umhrellas  for  the  crowd. 
'Hi.-  Whalen  girl  did  ijie  most  work  getting  things 
r«-ady  and  then  hegan  to  weep  inwardly  l)ecause 
.Mie  hadn't  hronghl  near  enough  food  t\)r  herself 
and    Georgie   Gnltm,    too,    because,    poor   girl,    she 
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didn't  hav(>  it  to  hrinj;.     Bui  Grov/w  had  no  scruples 
about  \vlios.>  food  it  was  and  "pitched  in." 

It  was  a  jovous  happy  meal  in  Hie  woods  where 
nature  pves  zest  to  youthful  a])pelit.>  an<l  uuich 
harndess  courting  was  to  come,  —  which  was  even 
l)i'tter  than  the  food. 

Then  as  the  (den   darkened  outside  and  an  oc- 
casional moscinito  winged  in  the  open  doorway  and 
dined  off  a  plump  wrist  oraakle,  and  the  stars  came 
out.  and  the  Glen  was  made  weird  by  mysterious 
nif^dit  noises,  the  table  with  the  wreckage  of  edd)les 
was  moved  l)a<k  and   the  boys  lighted  their  pipes 
and    found      laces    for    themselves    and    their   girls 
around   the   tire   that   Slug  had   coaxed  and  poked 
until  it  was  a  thing  of  joy  and  romance  and  comfort. 
IVIibb    sat   on    the    floor    with    lier    head    against 
Slug's  kn(>es  —  and  in  a  corner  beside  the  Rawlins 
girl  whom  he  detested  for  her  uncomfortable  tongue, 
Dick  looked  as  miserable  and  k<'pt  as  quiet  and  in- 
eons])ieuous  as  a  puT>py  ihat  is  ailing  grievously. 

Harriet  was  sealed  beside  the  Truman  boy, 
Frank  Whitcomb  was  sprawled  out  in  front  of  her, 
his  big  feel  silhouetted  against  the  flames,  his  h(>ad 
in  the  girl's  lap.  Sam  and  Alice  were  c  er  on  the 
k>ft  —  and  behind  the  crowd,  seemingly  not  ot  it, 
wer.'  Jack  Turse  and  Mary  Wood.  Jack  had  stolen 
his  arm  about  Mary's  waist  and  Mary  did  not  resent 

the  intimacy. 

Whv  r.'peat  the  talk  —  the  jests,  the  repartee, 
the  foolery  and  the  clumsy  sallies  at  one  another  — 
that  followed  on  that  evening?  Every  man  and 
rverv  woman  on  (^.od's  footstool  who  has  ever  been 
young  and  loved  has  been  present  at  such  an  outing 
■:!!.'!  Lno.w"-:  i]>!>  inlk  thereof, 

Finally    Frank    Whitcomb    produced    his    violin 
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I'roni  its  hnttcTod  old  I)l!ick  disc  nnd  tiiiK'd  it  and 
laid  aside  liis  pipe  and  hcoan  to  plav  —  "Oft  In  the 
Stilly  Xinlit",  "Tlie  Li^ht  of  Other  Days",  and 
"Auld  ]{ol)in  (Iray",  and  many  more  of  the  oUl- 
lime  favorites.  They  were  silent  a  lon^'  time  after 
I'l-ed  had  finish(<l  j)laying.  The  hoys'  ])ipes  had 
p)ne  ont.  It  seemed  as  thon^di  all  of  them,  nnder 
the  spell  of  the  hour  and  the  plaee  and  the  music, 
had  cau^dit  a  ^dimpse  of  the  f-iture  and  had  Ix^en 
made  solemn  and  lliou^htful  and  a  hit  afrai(L 

''Wonder."  said  Slu<,'  suddenly  in  a  tone  iliat  was 
strang<'  for  that  easygoing,  loose-hahited  youn^ 
fellow.  *■  where  this  crowd  will  he  all  of  us  —  twenty 
or  thirty  years  from  to-in'uht .-'" 

Indeed  Truman  had  voiced  the  f(>enng  in  the 
hearts  of  them  all.  And  they  could  not  ;  )ly. 
•Inst  at  the  moment  their  hearts  were  too  full  to  reply. 
"I  suppose,"  answer(>d  Sam  lightly,  ".some  of  us 
will  he  married  and  have  families  —  .some  of  us  will 
Ik'iv<'  made  successes  of  our  livt\s  ami  made  money 

or    won    fame  —  and    some    of    us  —  mayhi will 

—  he  —  dead  !    perhaps  many  years  dead  !" 

Ther<>  was  a  strange  (|uiet  in  the  cahin.  Ev<>n 
Mihh  was  sohered  and  looked  into  the  flames  with 
staring  eyes.  It  came  to  them  that  moment,  as  a 
reaction  from  the  foolery  of  that  hour  that  had  gone, 
how  aptly  Sam  had  spoken.  Yes,  th(>  spell  of  the 
hour,  the  place  and  the  music  was  indeed  upon  them. 
But  there  was  more.  There  was  the  mystery  of 
hh-  and  living  and  the  thoughtless  heart  of  youth 
made  suddenly  thoughtful. 

Ilerh  Truman  spoke  again.  His  tone  was  strange 
to  those  who  knew  him  well.  He  seemed  musing 
aloud  on  what  Sam  had  said  : 

'''ici,  some']]  have  lamilies  and  some'il  be  rich 
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and  somcii  \)v  i'aiiious.  Hut  I  wonder  wliicli  of  us 
will  hf  the  most  successful — ju>f  plain  downri^dit 
successful  —  never  mind  what  our  work  in  life 
ha[)i)ens  to  he  ?  "' 

'"Sweeessful  ?'"  asked  Mihh.  "Wiial  do  yon  niean 
by  successful  ? 

"Ju>t  suce'\ssful."'  replieci  Slu^' do^'^'edly.  "I  call 
success  wherein  we"\e  done  the  thin<fs  we  >et  our- 
selves to  do.  to  the  best  lliat'^  in  us." 

"Von  talk  like  a  preacher,""  declared  Mil)I).  "I 
didn't  know  it  was  in  you  !" 

Indeed,  neither  did  the  re^l  of  I  hem.  An<l  in 
that  tinu*  ^  perhaps  the  tirst  and  last  and  only  time 
—  the  Truman  hoy  sliowed  what  really  lay  within 
him,  the  manner  of  man  h(>  mi<fhl  have  been  if  he 
had  not  been  handieapixd.  cruelly  handicapped,  first 
by  lack  of  a  mother,  second  l>y  the  woman  whom  lie 
married.  There  are  folk  in  t)ur  town  who  have  only 
harsh  words  for  Herbert  Truman  for  I  he  thiny's  which 
sul>se(iuentl\  haj)pened.  N'erily  llu-y  jud^'ed  cruelly 
from  eircunistantial  e\i(lenee.  They  never  took 
tlie  troul'le  nor  Acre  <iiven  the  opportunity  to  gaze 
down  into  the  boy's  soul  and  learn  of  the  stuff  of 
which  it  was  made. 

They  (liscuss(>d  success  with  the  thou/,dit fulness 
of  youth;  for  half  an  hour  they  talked  of  sohmm 
things,  for  they  wer<'  on  the  Ihresliohl,  some  of  them 
of  solenm  things,  for  there  is  some  truth  to  the  prov- 
erb that  coming  (>vents  cast  their  shadows  })cfore. 
Then.  —  for  what  reason  not  one  in  that  party  ever 
found  out.  though  they  deliated  over  it  through  all 
maturity  —  Slug  felt  in  the  pocket  of  his  waistcoat 
and  pulled  out  a  coin. 

"A  tW(>nty-(K)llar  gold  piece,"  said  he.  '\Iust 
had  au  idea.     Going  to  propose  someliiing  funny." 
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"Funny?  Don't  hrc.ik  tlic  chnrin  of  tlic  hour 
;in«l  111.'  ;ilni()si)luMc.'"  said  Mary  Woo.l. 

"Ifs  funny  and  it  i>n't."  answered  Slu^.  '•Here's 
;i  twenty-dollar  ^'old-pieee  I  say.  Carried  it  as  a 
iMukel  pieee  lor  a  couple  of  years.  I'll  donate 
1 1  for  the  purpose.  Let's  do  something  utujsua! 
with  it  to  remember  this  picnic  by  Let's 
:<ury   it  !" 

"Bury  it!" 

'"In  old  flold-Piece  Biaisdell's  not  here  under  the 
hreplace.  Lrt's  put  it  away  —for  twenty  or  thirty 
.v.-ars.  Then  twenty  or  thirty  years  -^  whatever 
iiUMiber  of  years  we  a^'ree  on  —  from  to-nighi,  let 
u-  I  hill  are  living  and  physically  able  to  do  so 
«<'ine  back  here  to  (lold-Piece  Cabin  if  it's  standing,' 
and  dio'  up  this  coin  I" 

"Why  dig  it  up  -  then?"   askeri  Jack  Purse. 
"Dig  it  up  -  and  present  it  to  the  one  of  us  who 
has  made  the  biggest  success  of  his  lift'  " 
"Why?" 

"Sort  of  a  medal  of  honor  from  the  rest  of  us  — 
Hie  crowd  we  used  to  go  around  wifh  -a  tribute, 
•I  M)rt  of  an  admission  —  that  whih>  some  of  us  hayj 
b<  corn.'  successful,  theiv's  some  one  person  lu-re  who 
will  be  mor(>  successful  than  all  the  others.  This 
"K'.lal  they  can  keep  for  the  rest  of  their  liyes  —  a 
"i<<lal.  as  I  say  -of  honor!" 

''A  crazy  idea  !"  scoffed  Grace  Rawlins. 

"TCs    no!    ;,    crazy    idea!"     contradicted    Frank 
VMiitcomb.     "li's  bully!" 

Several   times  as   Herb  was  digging  up  the  brick 

'•->•"   the  hearth,   to  gvl    to  the  miser's  earthen  pot 

'•<•  'nv.   M.bb  looked  at   him  (,ueerly.      Verily  it  was 

a    (iltfercnt    IfonK    JI.^l J    x- _ ..    .1  _  .     .'. 

1      ,  ::-;•-.- 1 :;  ;.j.    n^    ruuiueiiL  Liiaii  sue 

Uad  ever  known  l)efore. 
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"In  lliirly  yciirs  there  wotft  he  ;iny  ^'old-pu'rc 
Ih.iiVs  nrofjniz;il)lr."  .sii<,m,>>|<.,l  Gmc.-  H.iwlin-. 

"(lold  sfjinds  the  test  of  lime/"  replied  Siitll. 
"But  it  iiiiuhl  he  heller  if  we  had  soinethiii^'  to 
firotecl  it.  Wlio'>  <iot  a  pockel  iiialeh->al'e  t  hey  don't 
iiiitid  <h)natiiifx  to  po>terily?'" 

It  developed  that  lli"oidy  iiialeli-safe  in  t  he  crowd 
helon^'ed  lo  Dick  JJohinsoti. 

Sluf,'  found  th(>  hrick,  dui;-  it  Ioos(>.  lifted  it  and 
(h'scovered  the  nuisty  cavity. 

"Here  gxu^.s  !"  ]w  dt>eJar.Ml.  "Wliieh  shall  it 
be  —  twenty  ovthirty  years  ?"'  heaskedashedro])ped 
the  medal  into  the  thin  (iernian  >iiver  niatch-l)ox 
with  a  sharp  hrief  jingle. 

"This  old  Nhack  w(Mi't  he  standing-  in  Ihirty 
years!"  croaked  Grace.  "It's  a  waste  of  good 
money  !" 

"Whicli  shall  it  he  —  twenty  or  thirty  year.s?" 
repeated  Sluii'  a<.jain. 

"Afake  it  thirty,"  suo<jesled  ."^ani. 

"Thirty  it  is!"  declared  Truman,  enjoying  tlie 
uni(iue  prank  and  his  part  in  it. 

With  all  leaning  forward  and  looking  on,  into  the 
earthen  cavity  Slug  laid  it  almost  reverently.  Then 
he  car(>fully  set  the  hriek. 

"Thirty  years  from  to-night  — tl^e  seventeenth 
of  May,  (Mghteen  hundred  and  eighty  six,"  lie  said. 
"I  —  wonder  -  which  of  ns  it  will  go  t(,  Jien. 
Thirty  years  from  to-night  !- that  will  l)e  the 
seventeenth  of  May,  nineteen  hundred  and  .sixteen.'* 


riLVrTER   XII 

A   SOMFAVIIAT   r.RTESOMc:   C'lIAI'TET}    AT   THE    EvD   OF 
WIIHII      Ovn     SoLKITl  I),.;     F,,R    ■,„(;     W,j,,o     C.UiL 

M  or  NTS  TO  (Jhave  Concern-. 

TiiKY  <li(!  not  -()  liomr  toir.'tluT  „n  tl,;,|  ni.rj.t 
I'^Iil-lliirly  Iou.hI  Jack  ;nul  Mary  alone  on  "the 
•I'lllop  ll'at  overlooks  J»ans  on  tlie  ea.st.  Anii.l 
Hh-  counlry  quid,  in  the  depth  of  evenin^r,  the  hov 
look  (l.r  oirl  n,  liis  arms  and  toijether  thev  watcheil 
the  stars  coni(>  out,  and  lieard  the  I'ron-.s  iK'^ri,!  ih^.ir 
I)il»in^-  alon.n'  the  hanks  ol"  the  river. 

'■Oh.  .Jack,  ifs  such  Oil-  lime  to  wait —until 
you  pay  t+e  ,l,.|,is-  fo.u-  thousand  dollars'  worth 
yl  llicm.  r  try  1(,  ke,>p  up  a  l.rave  iVont,  Jack. 
lint  when  I  yet  out  a  paper  and  pencil  and  fif,nire  for 
•iiyselt.  It  niakes  me  ~  it  makes  me  —  a  coward." 

'•  l"here-||  l„.  ;,  way  out  somehow,"  he  said  hope- 

l>il  y.     "I    d,,„"t    expect    to   pay    up   four   thousand 

dollars  out    of   my   wa-es   on   the  paj,er.      I'm   only 

t'-ymn'   to  show   the  creditors    I'tu   on    the   level   by 

payiu-  theui  what  I  can  while  I'm  waitin^^  for  my 

opportunity.     The  opportunity  will  conic  sooner  or 

;'tyr  and  that  doesu'l  m,.au  I'm  content,    Micawber 

tjishum.  to  idly  wait  forsomelhin-  to  turn  up.      I'm 

'ioin.a-  a  pile  of  thinking  these  days,  Mary." 

-Oh.  Jack,   if   there  was  only  some  "way   that   I 
<'ould  help  !" 

V.Mi   are   helping,   right   now!     You   don't   half 
knuw  how  much!" 
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TIh-  >I;iin  ^n-w  l)rii,^lil.T.  Tlic  piping'  of  llic  fr<)<,'s 
^'iTW   loiidn-.      Xiylit   iinltfd  \\;i>  n    <>ti  thciu. 

"I  u..ii(lfr.""  Ill-  siiid  after  tlic  iikiihmt  of  ll'<- 
port  which  he  \v;i>,  as  t  hi-v  saw  Ih.-  Mirh.ls  ht-yiii  to 
appear  in  I  lie  homes  dotliiii;-  the  \alle\-  iloor  helow 
tlietn  aiul  lliou^'ht  of  wlial  Herbert  had  done  that, 
in'^lil,  "I  wonder  what  WU-  holds  for  Non  and  \iu\ 
Mary?  If  w»'  eonhl  look  into  llie  fnlnre  I  wonder 
whal  we  would  see  there:  I  wonder  how  dilferenl 
we  niiiiht  he  planninu'  lo-niirhl  i'" 

He  pressed  the  .-^nrl's  haii.l,  the  hand  with  the 
slender  finirers  which  looked  so  frail  and  were  (jt-stined 
to  do  so  nnieh  in  the  ,\ear>  thai  came  afterward. 
When  we  of  the  Tdcijrapli  ofliee  think  of  Jack  that 
nij^dil  out  on  Hancrofrs  hill,  pressing  the  «,Mrrs 
delicate  hand  and  ihiukiiii,'  of  whal  the  years  niifi;ht 
hrin^',  we  scein  lo  feel  a  sadness  whien  .dl  tiie  ^dories 
of  I  hose  intervening'  years  and  all  the  pleasures  and 
successes  cannot  assuage. 

They  came  hack  to  town  late  that  ni^dit,  his  ami 
al)out  her  shoulders,  hers  about  his  waist. 
They  walked  slowly,  each  occupied  with  his  own 
thouf^dits,  harcheaded,  tlic  sweet  wild  .^(;(>nts  of 
ni^ht  country  enveloi)in<,'  tlieni. 

'"It's  such  a  lonu  linH'  to  wait.  Jack,  such  a  long 
lime  to  wait.     And  I  want  you  s(j !" 

"Yes.""  he  said,  "I'll  do  my  best.  Cfod  being 
my  witness.  I  will  I" 

Where  the  inlet  runs  up  into  Morse's  i)aslure  the 
fro;4s  were  cliorusin^'  particidarly  U)U(h 

"Oh  Jack.  I  can't  hel])  thinkiui,'  of  how  I  heard 
thoni  the  niyht  I  left  home.  A  year  ago!  Oh, 
how  short  the  time  has  been."  A  little  later  >he 
said:  "Poor  mother!  We  nnist  drive  ont  to  the 
place  Sunday  and  see  if  she  is  all  right  and  wants 
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for  anything'.     Slic  ii.ii.^t  lia\<-  it  l»ri)U:^lit  lo  lu-r  how 
happy  —  aiitl  inistTahlc        I  am  !"' 

*'  ^  cs,"  said  Jack  altsciit  ly.  his  I  hoiij^lils  cui  aiiof  Iicr 
l)r(»ltlciii,  "\vf  will  drive  out  I  here  Sunday."  A 
(|iiarlcr-iiiilc  t'uiiii<T  on  lie  sjdd  liclwccii  his  Icclh  : 
"I  \c  cither  ;^'ot  to  L,'<'l  hold  of  a  paper  of  my  own 
or  f'\<'  yol  to  look  around  for  >omc  other  l)U>iiu'ss  ! 
\'\c  junI  i^-ot  to  make  some  mone\I"  He  said  if 
a>  tliou<;h  he  had  discoxcred  soinetiiiti^'  new  under 
the  sun. 

"Jack  I  \'ou  wouldn't  Icaxc  the  'fr/cf/rdph  ofHcc  ! 
I  somehow  coidlu'l   work  there  if  you  left." 

"  \  on  can  help  me  liy  i»einH'  ])aticnt ,  dear,"  he  said. 

"Don't  know  which  i>  harder.  Jack,  to  l)c  tlie  one 
who  ha>  the  rcspousihility  of  makinif  ^'ood  or  the 
one  who  must  remain  (juict  and  patient  while  tlie 
other  stri\c>  t(»  reali/e  his  ambition  !" 

He  l)a<lc  her  K<Jod-nii,'ht  at  her  <rate  and  left  for 
Ma  Henderson's  hoardini;-  place  with  her  ki>s  hurn- 
ini;  upon  hi>  lips. 

At  nine  o'clock  that  folIowin<,'  morning  Sam  Hod 
came  into  tlu>  hack  room.  There  was  tragedy  in 
his  expressive  t>ves ;    his  face  was  j)ale. 

"Jack,"  he  tlirecfcd,  "come  into  llie  front  office." 

Purse  followed  Sam. 

Tlie  editor  closed  the  doors  and  turned  to  the 
young  man. 

"Son.  you  love  Mary  Wood,  don't  you.'" 

"\es."     The  hoy  flushed  hut  he  was  not  ashamed. 

"I  knew  it.  I  want  to  see  the  girl  happy.  Jack, 
forget  this  ahsurdity  ahont  payingupallyour  father's 
hills.  The  court  has  absolved  you  from  any  such 
nonsense.  (Jo  get  that  girl,  make  her  put  on  her 
things  and  take  a  holiday  with  you.  Get  one  of 
Uncle  Joe  Fotlder's  rigs,  drive  oti"  lo  some  of  the  little 
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towns  r()im<l.il»<>nl  ;in<l  ^ct  mjirricd.      Do  it  (iiiickly, 
ri^'lit  now.  without  Io>iii^' iniot  licr  nioiiicnl  I" 

"Mr.  Hod,  ulial'.^  llif  niatler?  What's  liap- 
pciu-il?" 

"I  advise  von  to  do  it  for  I  lie  s;ikc  •>!'  the  uirl 
hcrscU".  r  i)ily  ht-r;  I  \\;iiil  to  know  >hf\  ^'ol  a 
^'ood  l)oy  like  you  to  look  oul  lor  her  and  conirorl 
her." 

"Comfort  her?     Why?" 

"Boy,  IIt'nr.\-  Osgood  h;i>  jn-^t  driviMi  in  here  from 
tlie  ('ol)l.  ilill  (h>lri(l.  He  >iiys  he  has  'y  seen 
tSlierill'  ('rnin])etl,  Doctoi'  Johnson  the  eorom-r  and 
myself.  'rh(>  town  don't  know  it  yet.  Yon  can  g''t 
isiary  out  and  away  and  uive  Ikt  somethint,'  to 
miti;.;ate  I  he  lilow 

".Mr.  Hod!"  Tlie  lioy's  voice  w;is  a  hoarse 
whisper,  '"rell  me  what  has  happened.  If  it's 
ahoul  her  folks,  I  can  comfort  and  help  her  jnsl  as 
thouj^di  wi'  were  already  married 

"Silent  Wiieeh-r's  j,'one  ami  done  it  at  last  !" 
"Done  what?" 

"Will  you  <^o  f^'et  the  ^'irl  and  move  her  out  of  this 
for  the  day?  Marry  her?  I'll  raise  your  wages  to 
eighteen  a  week." 

"Mr.  Hod,  I  can't,  I  can't  !  Don't  you  see  how  it 
is?  I  had  something  to  do  with  sonu-  of  the  men 
putting  money  into  our  newspaper.  I've  got  to 
square  vith  them  or  he  a  cad  in  my  own  lieart.  I 
can't  marry  Mary  right  now  although  my  heart's 
about  broke  over  it.  Tell  me  straight;  what  has 
Silent  Wheeler  done?" 
Sam  told  him. 

The  boy  went  out  into  the  back  room. 
"Mary,"  he  said,  ill  him>elf  fnmi  thr  ihing  which 
he  must  do,  "come  out  with  mc  for  an  hour." 
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she  niiscd  licr  f;icc  tn  lii->  willi  -"iicli  .1  look  of 
woiwlcr  jiiul  iiiii()C("ii<<-  that  lii>  heart  sniuU-  liim  >o 
lie  almost  cried  ak)U(l. 

-Why?" 

"I  want  to  talk  l<> you  I   PI(>as(>ooitie,"  he  l)e<,'t;e(1. 

She  laid  down  hiT  eoiii|)o~.iiiir  -•tick,  clipped  olV  her 
apron,  \va>hed  her  haiid>  al  llie  htlle  iron  >ink  in  Ihe 
corner  and  look  down  I  hi'  \Aix  likick  >lra\v  hal  lie- 
hind  Ihe  door.  She  followed  liiin  into  the  inornini,' 
>un>hine. 


on 


On  the  iiiorniii;^-  of  the  !hirly-fir>l   of  May.    1,SS;5, 
r  little  \<rinont   town  \\a>  shocked  Ity  news  of  a 
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revouniif  crime 


On  loj)  Ihe  l)ii,'  <frecn  safe  whicli  slamls  in  a 
corner  of  our  oflice  are  piled  the  hound  lile>  of  our 
newspaper  coverinj^'  four  decad<'s.  They  are  more 
or  less  accurate  and  certainly  a  mo^l  delaileil  history 
of  our  coiiuuunity  history  in  all  IIionc  xcars. 

Referring,'  to  those  files  for  the  refreshment  of 
memory,  accuracy  of  date  and  the  proper  chronolof^'y, 
those  volumes  of  liatlered  calf  on  which  e\-ery  ciih 
reporter   has   left   uncountahle   llmml)   mark>   |)roiil 


h 


us  as  lollows 


Al)Out  half-past  six  of  INFay  ;>(),  of  that  year,  Mrs. 
Henry  Osf^ood,  who  lived  on  a  farm  atljacent,  was 
returning  from  the  exercises  of  the  (J.  A.  11.  in  Fox- 
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horse  m  a  I 
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the  WIiccUt  place  and  was  about  to  alight  when  si 
heard  cries  of  terror  conu'ng  from  within. 

She  hesitated  to  alight  from  her  muddy  old 
liuggy  and  in  that  moment  of  hesitation  caught  sighl 
of  a  face  —  a  woman's  face  —  in  <me  of  the  side 
windows,  distorted  with  agony  or  terror.  Tieing 
alone,  badly  startled  herself,     he  belabored  her  old 
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white  liorsc  and  ^tarl(<l  down  llir  road  lt»  M<l)»'r- 
TMotl'.N  Ix-forc  >lic  icali/cd  that  liccaii^c  ot'  the  holi- 
(hiy  McDtriiiuM  ">  would  In-  ilt-i  rli<l.  'rhii>  >\\v 
hot   a  xaliiahh'  Ini  iiiiinilo. 

Tlicrc  were  no  nicii  at  her  own  home  thai  al'lcr- 
nooM  ;  the  ncai-f-t  I'arin  wa>  lln'  Adaiii>  place,  >i\ 
miles  to  I  he  noil  li.  She  was  alx  il  lo  >lail  olV  across 
a  »veed-;4roun  ero^> -road  i'oi-  liil|)  from  (iillierls 
Mills  when  Joel  Sil)ley  and  Mil  Diekin-on  eanie  ajon;,' 
ill  Joel's  Imckiioard.  The  Iwo  men  relnnied  with 
her. 

Till-  W'heelfi'  |)laee  was  ominously  ([uiel.  The 
men  explored  caul  iou>ly. 

Kd  came  hack. 

"dawdl"  he  ejaciilalcd.  "'I'liere's  enouyli  hlood 
on  the  Hoor  o'  the  side  lifdroom  lo  lloil  a  hoal.  And 
it's   i'resh   hlooil  I     On    \(iur  lih',   .M.>    ()-<o(Mid.  don't 


you  ;,'o  in  I " 


"Il's  a  jol)  fi;r  SheritV  Cruinpcl  t  I"  declared  Joeh 
"Eilher  old  (Iraxeyard  Wheeler's  killed  hi^  woman, 
or  slug's  kilk'<l  him." 

"Hill  Where's  the  hodies?" 

"I  don't  know  and  I  ain't  <i'ol  the  •jlom.icti  to 
look.  But  one  or  I  oilier  is  .>omewheres  in  fhi.s 
house,  and  from  the  looks  o'  thin;,'s.  when  they're 
found  they  won't  he  nice  to  look  at.  Who  goes 
for  ("runii)ell,  you  or  us?" 

"I'll^'o!"   aniiounceil  Mrs.  Osijood. 

SlierifV  ('rum|)ell  from  I-'oxhoro  CenftM-  was  a 
Grand  Army  man  and  was  found  just  as  iie  was 
leavini^  G.  A.  II.  hall.  It  was  dark,  the  house  was 
eery,  wlien  three  hu<,'/.iies  came  alon<,'  the  road  and 
turned  sharply  into  the  \Vhe(>ler  yard  with  the 
sheriff  in  the  lead.  They  had  lanterns.  They 
entered  hv  the  kitclun  door,  viewed  the  evidences 
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"  We'll   li;i\c   lo   u.iil    for  t|.i\  lii^dit    .iihI 
i'iinii."  >,ii(l  .slicritl'  ( 'i  iimpt'l  t . 

Diiwii     ciiinc     hctucfti     li;ilf-|);i>t      llircf     and     four 
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rv     sailiitcitd 


oil!     in 


II 


ir     iiViW    o 


r  th 


iiii>ty  nioniiiii;-  and  rc>iiiiic(j  I    .•  Ininl. 

Mctwccn    li\c  and   si\   o'clock    Md    Dickinson    tric<l 
Im  draw  >oiiic  water  from  llie  well  in  || 


\v  Nard 


Th 


liuckel  liiini^'  lo  the  >\vec[)  failed  to  work  properly. 
Iii\cs|  i^aliiii,'.  a>  llie  >iin  caiiic  ii|)  and  da\h\dit 
iillered  down  into  tlie  deep  regions  of  the  well,  lie 
ean^dil  sit^'lit  of  soinelliiiij:  wliicli  hroii^lit  a  lioarx', 
excitecl  cry  and  lii>  ct)inpani(>n>  cjii  a  run  and  ex- 
[)laincd    uli_\-    llieir    iii"lit".s    .x-arcii    of    ll 


ic   prcinisf.s 


had  Iieeii  fruit  lc->s 

Scarcely  had  this  awful  fhiiii;  I)c(M1  found  and  the 
fir>t  shock  of  it  passed,  than  one  of  the  Os^'ood  l)oy.s, 
on  troiiii,'  into  the  lowt-r  cow  harn  to  \vat«'r  the  neg- 
lected and  noisy  stock,  made  a  .seecjnd  diseovery 
that  completed  the  tragedy. 

Three  minutes  later  the  stifTened  hulk  of  Silent 
Wheeler  was  cut  down  hy  the  .st(>adv  hand  of  Sheriff 


( 


rumi)etl  from  a  l)eam  over  an  empty  stall  where  it 
had  hung  through  the  hours  of  the  night  at  the  end 
of  an  old  tierop(>.  Neck  and  head  were  twi.sted 
and  stifl'ened  rakishly.  Hen  O.sgood  said  afterward 
that  Wheeler's  corjjse  reminded  him  of  an  old  rat 
removed  from  a  trap  the  morning  after. 
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It  wns  a  typical  coimlrv  lra<,'c(ly  of  those  days, 
\hv  logical  si'<iui'l  of  coiidiliotis  wliifh  tho  daily 
nowsj)ap(M\  tile  Iflcplionv  and  the  low-prici'd  aulo- 
nioI)il<>  arc  ha()pily  aiiichoratin^.  Bui  for  a  moiilh 
and  a  day  it  was  tlic  chief  topic  of  conversation  in 
the  grocery  stores,  sewini^  circhvs  and  hhicksmith 
shops  of  the  conidy  or  whenever  two  or  thre*-  were 
j^atherec'  loi^'clher  iii  sniall-lown,  hack-country  inter- 
course. 

Tlie  W(Muan  willi  the  (errihly  rethh^ned  hands  had 
f)aid  tlie  price  of  heini,'  a  farnieT''s  wife,  of  marrying 
a  man  wliose  i(h'a  of  a  "woman"  was  a  chat  (el,  an 
a|)ph'i'nce  lo  help  liim  run  his  farm  successfully. 

At  tlie  re((Uest  of  llie  ])roslraled  stei)dauf,diter 
the  "aul!i(»rities"  (meaninij  the  F()xl)oro  s(>lectmen) 
assumed  chai\i;'e  of  the  idiot  whom  Slu>riff  Crumpett 
and  his  aids  had  not  overlooked  in  that  hare  upper 
room  the  nl<;ht  liiey  hunted  the  place,  and  the  boy 
Artie  was  Iodised  temporarily  in  a  private  asylum 
at  the  exf)(>nse  of  the  town,  for  our  Stale  at  tlie 
time  liad  none  of  those  model  institutions  for  tlie 
treatment   of  sucli  casivs  wliicli  it  has  since  acquired. 

Silent  \\  heeler's  brothers  appeared  from  the  four 
corners  of  the  county,  and  after  niakini,' arrangements 
for  the  most  inexpensive  burial  possible,  like  .selfisli, 
j)rovincial,  hill-lown  buzzards,  started  dividing  the 
Wheeler  elTi'cts.  Thereat  the  probate  court  stepped 
in -- meaiuug  Judge  Farmer  in  Paris  —  and  ap- 
pointed old  Short-Cramp  Truman  as  Silent  Wheeler's 
executor.  Between  llie  "authorities'",  the  sullen 
bickering  brothers,  tht>  bereaved  stepdaugJiter,  Jack 
Purse,  Sam  Hod  and  Doctor  Dodd  of  the  Calvary 
Methocnst  church  the  funeral  was  held,  the  two 
j)itifully  j)lain  caskets  lowered  into  a  double  grave 
and  iJie  crime  became  a  thing  of  .small-town  history. 
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Ohsorvatioiis  .iiid  conun.-iil  of  rcprcst-nliitivc  local 

pi'ople  —  mostly    tVnialt on    tju-    affair    may    l)o 

introduced  hen-  as  appropriate  and  fitting  into  the 
warp  and  woot'  of  onr  narratives 

At  the  Ladies  IIoTiie  Missionary  Sewing,'  Circle  at 
Mrs.  DextiT  ^rerrill's  the  folIowiiV'  TJiursday  after- 
noon tile  foilowinfx  i>^  of  record  : 

Mrs.  Blake  Wlii[)pl(',  wife  of  our  local  undertaker, 
who  fre([Uenlly  assisted  her  hn>l)a.id  in  times  of 
professional  rush  and  who  enjoyed  something  of  a 
rei)utation  as  a  l>usin(\ss  wouian  prone  to  place  more 
value  on  the  shekels  than  on  sentiment  —  fitting 
at  tributes  perhaps  for  an  undertaker's  s])ouse  — 
took  a  iemperameulally  commercial  view  of  the 
oceurreuce.  She  s;;  id  she  regretted  IJlake  had 
really  went  and  put  so  much  effort  on  making  *em 
ready  for  the  fun'ral  because  Short-C'rami)  Truman, 
the  vinegar-blooded  old  scoundrel,  had  beat  him 
down  on  his  bill  as  usual  and  lilake  was  too  honest 
to  make  out  the  bill  for  doul)le  the  price  and  thus 
compromise  on  what  he  originally  exi)ected. 

Which  lugubrious  line  of  intercourse  prompted 
Mrs.  Felix  Taylor  to  iiKpiire  if  any  present  supposed 
that  whoever  bought  the  proj)erfy  woidd  relish 
drinkiir  the  well  water  after  Sarah  had  been  fished 
out  froui  it.  and  Mrs.  Fred  Bellows  to  declare  that 
she  wouldn't  live  in  that  C^obb  Hill  house  after  the 
crime  which  liad  been  committed  there  for  a  million 
•  lollars  and  twenty-three  cents  per  night.  Thus 
by  due  process  of  small-town  elimination  the  con- 
versation came  around  to  Mary  Wood. 
^^  "I  understand,"  advanc(>d  Mrs.  Gaylonl  Miller, 
"that  she'^  engaged  to  the  Purse  Imy  at  th.  news- 
[)a[)er  office  but  they  can't  get  married  because  the 
i'urse  boy  ii  deep  m  debt." 
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"It's  lot)  had  the  house  is  liaiinlcil.*'  assimicd 
Mrs.  Merrill,  "or  a  I  least  has  ^'ot  >iich  ^'ruesoiue 
associations,  becau>e  it  reallv  aiii'l  so  tai'  awav  from 
Paris  l)ul  what  them  Iwt)  could  marry  an-l  li\('  tltere 
without  havin'  no  rent  to  pay  and  make  up  the  sum 
for  the  l)oy's  debts." 

"But  she  couldn't  do  that,"  declared  Jud<,'e 
Farmer's  wife.  "John  said  in  my  hearin'  that  the 
place  and  furniture  and  tools  and  stock  would  have 
to  be  put  up  to  auction.     That's  the  law:" 

"Yet  if  ^[ary's  ^'oin'  to  ^'et  the  mone\-  from  it 
after  the  estate's  settled,  why  does  the  law  <,'o  to  all 
that  bother.^"  Mrs.  Howard  \\anlt>d  to  know. 
"Why  not  just  turri  it  over  to  lier  and  li't  lier  marry 
who  she  pleases  and  live  there  witb.out  all  that  fuss 
and  expense  .'*" 

"She  ain't  ^oi"'  to  S^'t  t^i*'  money  from  it,"  went 
on  Mrs.  Farmer,  hiokinij  very  important  as  she 
imparted  her  leyal  knowledge  as  })ecame  the  wife 
of  our  leading,'  barrister  and  jud<,'e  of  j)robate.  "The 
law  don't  take  no  account  o'  stejx'hildren  and  Mary's 
a  stepchild.  The  crazy  l)oy  Artie  i>  the  only  heir. 
The  money'll  be  spent  for  his  keej).  The  Lord 
knows  taxes  is  hij^li  enou^li  in  the  Fo\I)or()s  without 
folks  over  there  havin'  to  pay  for  his  confinement  in 
no  madhonsi  when  there's  money  available  if  only 
took.  I  hear  SuorL-Cramp  Truman's  goin"  to  send 
him  away  to  some  place  down  in  Massachusetts." 

"Then  ^[ary  doesn't  <^c[  anythinj^?"  demanded 
Mrs.  David  Dodd.  the  minister's  wife. 

"Why  should  she.-*  Let  her  marry  the  Purse  boy 
and  iiave  him  support   her." 

"Yes,"  added  Mrs.  Elisha  Porter,  twice  married 
and  reasonably  willing  to  try  it  H^ain.  "At  iier  age 
i  was  married  and  liad  two  olfsprmg!" 
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Kvcryhody  .ihva.vs  luislc-iu-d  f(,  In-nd  Mrs.  Elisha 
I'urtcr  off  when  .sJic  sfarfcd  in  on  }ut  "offspring" 
because  in  nil  tlie  Stale  of  Vermont  tliere  were  no 
other  "offspring"  as  rt-niarkahie  as  Mrs.  Elijsha 
t'oi^tfr's.     So  Mrs.  Dodd  said  quickly: 

"But  it's  kincj  of  rough  on  the  jmor  Iittl(«  thing. 
And  she's  already  Jiad  such  a  hard  girlhood  !  It's  a 
\vonder  to  n.e  she's  the  sweet,  gentle  little  hodv  that 
she  IS  and  not  more  like  ^  some  other  unfortunates 
ui  tins  town  that  could  l)e  helped  more  than  thev 
are." 

[[^y^'\\  ^I^''"l^'i'son.»"  inquired  Mrs.  Taylor. 

"Yes,"  declared  the  nu'm'ster's  witV  in'  righteous 
indignation.     "Mihh  II(>nderson  !" 

"But  I  dare  sav  that  Mihl)  will  fake  care  of  her- 
self and  make  a  better  marriage  than  the  Wood 
girl,     comm(>nted  .Mrs.  Miller. 

General  silence  followed,  broken  onlv  bv  the  click 
of  knitting  needles  or  the  snip  of  shears.  '  It  was  to 
be  ,>.xpected  that  Mrs.  Do.ld  would  stand  up  for  the 
stepdaughter.     It   was  entin^Iy  consistent   with  her 
husband's  profession.     As  for   the  others,   the  fact 
that  Silent  Wheeler  liad  done  the  thing  win'ch  he  had 
reduced  him  to  that  status  of  general  misai)probation 
where   it    was   perfectly   permissibli'   for    these  good 
women   to  air  thems(«lves   after   the   tenor  of  their 
•souls.     The  strange  feature  was  that  not  one  of  the 
<lozen  or  more  had  a  .single  good  word  to  say  for  the 
woman    with    the    terribly    reddened     hands.      But 
those  who  know  New   England  can   recognize  that 
this  was  not  because  they  felt  no  compassion  for  her 
whose  hf,.  was  done.     It  was  because  each  and  every 
I'ne  of  tiiem  realized   the  mockery  which  marriage 
I'T   too   often    was    for   country    women,    and    fliPiV 
reiiceuce  and  indifference  was  that  of  trying  to  sup- 
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poso  thai  no  such  rondilioiiN  existed  because  they 
were  n('\<f'  Itrouylit  into  eouversat ion. 

"I  suppose  Mary  Wood  knows  she  ain't  fjot 
notlu'n'  coniin'  to  lier?"  Tliis  from  Mrs.  Miller, 
(h'rected  to  the  Judge's  wife,  who  was  the  h'f,'al 
authority  of  tlie  dozen. 

]\Irs.  Farmer  was  a  h)n^'  time  re]:)lyinf?. 

"Tliat's  the  |)itiful  part  of  it,"  she  said  finally. 
"It's  the  jol)  winch  my  husband  and  Mr.  Truman 
hate  most  to  brinir  themselves  to  do.  She  don't 
dream  of  such  a  thiuii; ;  she  was  over  to  Mrs.  Seaver's 
yesterday  to  see  about  liavin'  a  black  dress  mat-  to 
wear  in  the  news))apcr  otfice  and  she  said  that  the 
least  she  could  do  was  to  keep  the  home  as  near  Ps 
possible  like  it  was  when  her  mother  left  it."' 


CHAPTER   XIII 

Slug  Trumax   roNTi.vuEs    to    bk    a    Sport    but 
COMES  ox  A  Sad  P:rraxd, 

Mary  sat  on  the  siM,>  pordi  of  tli(>  rol>b  Hill  place 
looking  over  the  tops  of  llu'  -narled  trees  in  the  lower 
orchard  at  the  far-flu ;i-r  valley  Ix-low.  The  country- 
M(le  was  leafin^r  out  more  luxuriously  with  each 
passing'  week,  into  the  dwp  calm  greens  of  mid 
summer. 

Sli(>  liad  l)ouKh>  lierself  some  ch(>ap  hlack  stuff  at 
the  Bon  Ton  store  and  :\rrs.  Amos  Seaver,  who  did 
•'dressmakm-  r.'asonal)le",  had  fashioned  it  into  a 
niournm-  dress.  Ih^r  dark  hair  was  gatL-Ted  low 
at  the  hack  of  her  head.  H-t  face  Jield  an  un- 
iH-althy  i)allor,  and  her  dark  wistful  eyes  were  red- 
dened with  traces  of  many  tears. 

It  was  hard  for  her  to  realiz<>  as  she  sat  on  the 
.-tei)S  that  the  stepfather  was  dead,  tJiat  he  would 
never  sit  more  hy  the  kilelu-n  fire  during  the  long 
evenmgs,  eternally  hrooding,  nursing  the  poker, 
lifting  the  warped  rvd  covers  and  spitting  with 
.-harp  hisses  into  the  slove.  It  was  hanl  to  believe 
tiiat  the  long,  anxiou>  evening  liours,  when  her 
mother  awaii('d  his  homecoming  with  the  greenish 
fire  smouldering  in  his  iidmman  eyes,  were  over  for 
•ill  time.  But  it  was  hardest  to  realize  that  she 
would  nev(^r  see  \wt  mother  again.  The  bittere.st 
part  of  her  sorrow  was  that  she  had  been  able  to  go 
-'H.e  bui  four  times  in   ttie  brief  year  which  had 
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])as.s('(l,  fliaf  her  inollicr  liiid  seen  Jack  huJ  once, 
that  till'  iiiahilily  to  ^vt  home  hccaiisc  of  finances  or 
transportation  was  tantamount  to  iie<^iecl  and  that 
the  woman  had  ^'one  witli  no  one  at  hand  to  help 
her.  And  yet  she  liad  ^oiie  antl  was  out  of  her 
earthly   (lol^'olha.     Thai    was  somethin<,'. 

About  the  ])Iace  were  a  hundred  evidences  of  the 
man  who  had  died  so  terrihly,  —  and  oi  her  mother's 
personality.  At  the  ed^'e  of  a  narrow,  iiewly- 
platded  <;arden  hy  the  fence  slie  saw  a  trowel  which 
had  heen  laid  down  hy  her  mother's  hand  l)ut  a  few 
days,  not  over  a  week  l)y<;on(\  A  couple  of  her 
mother's  bi^'  white  liens  canu'  leisurely  around  the 
corner  of  llu'  house,  searchin*,'  philosophically  for 
^Tubs,  crooning'  to  themselves  and  darting  forward  at 
a  fly  together.  Tom  Tinker,  the  big  tig(T  cat  who 
had  purred  in  ]u>r  molher's  lap  and  kept  her  com- 
pany on  many  lonesome  evenings,  came  out  of  the 
shed  door,  started  across  the  yard  and  >topped  mid- 
way, catlike,  to  scratch  a  {)art icularly  inaccessible 
spot  on  his  anatomy.  Two  of  the  Ilolsteius  were 
browsing  along  down  in  the  lower  lane  and  toward 
the  barnyard  bars  as  the  suji  sank  lower.  It  seemed 
strang(>  the  homely  little  world  she  had  known  from 
girlhood  could  be  so  nuich  the  same  and  yet  so 
different. 

She  tried  to  think  out  her  plans  for  the  future. 
If  Jack  would  have  accepted  the  money,  she  would 
have  brought  herself  to  sell  the  place  and  use  the 
proceeds  in  his  financial  predicament.  But  he  had 
scolded  her  for  thinking  of  such  a  thing.  She 
thought  that  she  could  get  on<'  of  (he  Osgood  boys 
to  work  the  farm  for  her  and  gel  enough  out  of  it  to 
keep  up  the  taxes  and  help  out  their  finances  after 
she  and  Jack  were  married.     Slie  was  thankful  that 
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'>l'l  Prtcr  Wl.i,.pl,>  at  llu>  hank  had  n>('us,.,l  |ht  sten- 
l^'llu-r  a  rnort^^i^r,  o„  llu-  placv  last  yrar  whrn  he 
want,,  cash  l„  f.-.kr  ov.t  th,.  IVrkins  u„(„||„(.  At 
Last  shr  (l.,i  not  have  that  inortKa^,.  t„  worry  over 
aiKl  pay.  "^ 

She  was  Iryh,^.  to  f],ink  of  some  nuui  and  wife 
uho  nu^dit  he  Kh.d  of  the  o,,,,orf u,.if v  to  live  at  the 
I>  ajv  and  run  it  for  her  when  she  heard  the  runihle 
ot  hu<r^y  ^^■hvvU  and  the  cliek  of  steel  tires  in  the 
-MHi  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall  an.l  t],e  maples. 
'IH'  next  instant  a  si,irited  horse  .spanked  into  the 
.arc  ,  Ins  hoofs  becomin^r  i„,„H.diately  noiseless  as 
lu>  stei)ped  on  the  sliort -cropped  lawn. 

She  was  expecting'  Jack  to  con.,^  out  after  work 
and  return  to  the  village  with  her,  for  her  finances 
•''■'"^nded  Uiat  she  he  hack  at  her  lypecase  in  the 
numun^  But  .t  was  unusual  that  Jack  should  Imve 
lured  a  Jivery  rig. 

Then  she  recognized  the  horse  hefore  she  recog- 
nized the  <lr.ver  for  the  driver's  body  was  momen- 
tar.ly  obscured  by  the  little  animal's  head.  It  was 
iMonday-VN  ashing. 

'ThTbert !"  she  said,  arising. 

He  fastened  the  mare  to  the  hammock  ring  in 
.0  corner  of  the  house.  He  canu>  across  and  took 
'■•T  (remb  n.g,  outstretched  hand,  pulling  off  his 
^•ap  as  he  did  so  and  fnving  (he  mammoth  cowlick 
uliioh  seeme,!  surprised  to  find  itself  uncovered  and 
"-up  as  much  as  to  say  :  "Well,  and  whereabouts 
III  the  world  is  this  place,  anvhow?" 

'"I   went   to  Mis'   Mather's   place  an,l   asked   for 
'"1.  and  she  said  you  were  out  here  to  vour  folks's 
l-'ac-  gatherm    up  some  things.     So  I  just  come  on 
"iii     — 

•Im  glad  you  did.  Herbert.     I  don't  know  auy 
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ono  wlmm  T  wonl.l  ratlicr  sec  jii>t  rio-.v  lli.in  yourself, 
excepting,'     -" 

"I  iindcrsliind,"  lir  said.      Il   was  one  (iinc  wlirn 
lie  did  U()[  "|)ul  his  tool  in  i|." 

She  i)laced  a  l)i<,'  anneliair  lor  liim  on  il,,.  poreli  and 
sat  down  oi)[)osile. 

"It  come  kind  o'  sudd,  ii  an  ~  loii-li,  didn't  it^" 

ics,     she  said. 
The  conversation  la<r^r,.,l.      II,.  tortured  lu's  liat. 
"I — ^conie      on    husinos   I'or     in\      lather.     I('.s 
about  your  estate." 

A  h'ttie  fear  stahhed  in  the  ^^n'rPs  heart.  Like  all 
country  people  she  had  a  nauielevs  dread  of  that 
Kreat,  all-jjowerful.  ofttiiu.-s  cruel  Ihinj,^  known  as 
tlie  Law.  .\nd  "husiiiess  "  and  '"estate"  were  terms 
of  law.  The  j)all()r  on  her  face  (leej)ened  a>  slie 
waited  for  Slu-j-  to  make  his  (M-raiul  known. 
"Yes?"  she  f)r()nipted  faintly. 
But  Slug  was  in  no  hurry. 

*'You~you  think  a  lot  of  Purse,  dcm't  you, 
AFary.^"  He  did  not  wait  for  lu>r  to  make  a  painful 
i'ci)ly.  "I  see  you  do  and  that  for  me  it  ain't  no 
use.  I  guess  I  warn't  cut  out  to  have  the  kind  o' 
wife  such  as  you.  A  sport  in'  man  don't  cry  over 
spilt  nn'lk  nor  when  the  card^  goes  against  him.  And 
life's  more  or  less  of  a  sj)ortin'  j)ro|)ositi()n,  anyhow, 
hut  love  is  a  stacked  <h'ck  !     Oh,  hell  !" 

He  did  not  mean  to  he  coarse.     The  exclamation 
came  froju  his  heart. 
"Herl)ert— " 

"Wiiy  don't  you  marry  him,  ALir\  .^     Ls  it   true 

that  he's  payin"  up  debts  the  law  don't  require  him 

o  pay  f 


"He  wouldn't  do  that  uides.s  he  was  more  than  on 
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tli(>  level     -I  ,|(,„'t   Hunk.      I'm  ;,'la<l  if  I 


i;}7 


you,  tiial   a  chap's  <j;o\\]<j;  I 
lli.il.      I'll        r.cl        saler.' 


can't  have 
<>  ')e  your  man  who'.s  like 


^'<»u■||  /Vel  >arer!' 
r«l   Male   lo  lliiiik 


«»   you  married  to 


I  man  that 


irrew  tol,elik,.your  ..leplalher  was  -  at   least  what 
nie  lowM  Ixliexcd." 

The  <,n'rl  liuued  her  face  away. 

"Mary.   Ihe.v's  a  lot   o'  jokin'  ahout  a  girl  hein' 

M    si.ler     loa  man  alter  she's  -iv..  him  the  mitten. 

in     ^^I    sort    o'    wi>h  -seein'    I'm     eut    out     hv 

Ja.  k  J  urse  lh.-,|  you'd  look  on  niesameasa  brother  '" 

'I.rhert.       she    .aid    alter    a    painful     interval, 

I  li<)p,>  ,t   uill  make  you  happy  |,.  know  that  I've 

lio-'.ul.l   of  you  that   way  from  the  night   when  vou 

li'M    mvile,!    „u-    u.to    yom-    innise.      MavI.e    that's 

u!iy  I    et  you     -  kiss    -  me     -  au<i  yet  didn't  eome 

!;•     Innk  ol   yon   (^uile   like  I've  come  to   think  of 

Jack. 

-Theu  you  don't  miud  |;,lki„'  about  yourself  to 
'"•••^  lu'  a>ked  after  the  ruiuation  of  (he  cap  was 
";arly  eompl,.le<l.     -\o|   m,  loug  as  I  mean  it  all 

Mlllll  .■' 

"\Miat  can  I  possibly  say.  Herbert?" 
"Mary,  ain't  yon  got  no' folks  nowhere  that  could 
«ive  yon  a  hand  in  this  scrape.^" 

"Xo,     she  re,,hVd.     -Hoih  my  mother's  brothers 

;v.'-v  kiHe.l  at  Malv.-rn  Hill.      My  stepfather's  folks 

iav,.  no  niterest  in  me  nor  have  I  any  claim  on  them  ; 

^y>nldn  t  press  ,|  .ven  if  I  ha.l.     Mv  own  father 

■■;i<l  .'  coni)Ie  of  brothers;    one  of  (hem  went  out  to 

K^m-as  and  was  killed  by  the  In.lians.      There's  one 

I'll    st.ll,    I    thmk,-Uuch.    Josiah    who    was    lasf 

"'•'i'i     iiom    m    (hica-o.     I'm  —  prettv  -  nmch — 

alone;    that  is,  excepting  for  you  and  Jack." 
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"\rary,   -ain't  there  no  way  I  could  help  you?" 

"\o,  Ih-rhtTt,"  >1m'  said  with  sudden  <;riinness  in 
tier  voice.  '"This  lia|>[)ens  to  he  one  of  those  times 
in  Hfe  when  we  just  have  to  shut  our  teeth  and  .stitFen 
our  will  power  and  face  our  prohleins  and  solve  thetti 
for  ourselves.  I  don't  ask  pily.  T  don't  a>k 
charity.  All  I  want  is  friendship  and  a  fair 
ch;ince  to  work  and  live  and  he  happy  with  those 
I  ijve.  The  .shock  of  U)sin^f  mother  was  awful; 
naturally  I  feel  hadly  and  will  continue  to  feel  hadly 
for  a  Iouk  time.  Hut  perha{)s  I've  heen  sent  all  the 
hartl  experiences  of  my  ^'irlhood  to  make  ine  stronj^ 
for  the  hattle  royal  I've  jjol  alonjjside  Jack  now; 
pt-rhaps  there'll  come  a  day  when  I'll  understand 
why  my  way  wasn't  made  easy  up  to  now  and 
he  thankful  t)ecause  tlie  ex[)eriences  I've  had  made 
me  strong-  and  self-reliant  and  poised  and  e(juij)pe(l 
to  fi>,dit  that  battle  alongside  the  man  I  marry  -  to 
make  me  the  proper  wife  for  him.  I'm  not  feeling 
sorry  a  bit  for  myself;  it's  Jack  and  motlu-r  —  and 
you  —  that  I'm  feeling  sorry  f(jr.  As  for  myself  - 
I'll  manage  someiiow  !" 

"Mary,  if  ever  tlie  time  comes  when  you  need 
me  —  same  as  you  jnight  need  a  brother    -" 

"Thank  you  -  deeply,  sincerely,  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart,  Herbert.  " 

"I  just  come  out  here  to  givt  you  a  letter  that  dad 
wanted  I  should  see  you  got.  Tha.t's  the  business 
I  meant  about  your  estate." 

"A  letter?"" 

She  look  tlie  long  env(>lopc  in  a  hand  that  trembled 
nervously.  She  carefully  undid  tlie  flap  and  read 
the  enclosure.  One  hand  held  the  letter  before  her. 
liie  oiiier  iuiniiieti  in  iter  waisl.  11  hjUiui  iiei"  Biliaii 
lace  handkerchief.     The  handkerchief  was  suddenly 
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presspl    ti^^hdy    ;.^,,i„.,    I,,,.    ,(,,,.      -n„.„    ,^^.    ,^ 
u;.s     ou.n-.l.    (lu.   iacv   will.    ,|,..   i.uHlk.rclnVf  hd.l 
M.flv  ...a.ns,   .1,  av..r(..|.     As  .Ju-  ,..1    lo  Imt  f.H. 
M.nr  -f  r.m.i.  s  .nrssa^rr  Mul  Irrv.l  .,,,1  „n|..  Ilu-  lawn 
\Mi.-.|-,s  ll.r  In.ul.lr.  Mary?- 
In  a  y,.Kv  which  was  a„  ..(iorl  l„  krrp  rmn.  hn-ak- 
-MK   an.l    LHrayu,,.   Iut    f.rav.    won],   of  a    ,nonu«nt 
bflorc,  shr  said  : 

"Voi.r  fatJMT  has  j„sf   s.-nt    woni   Ihal    I  mustn't 

'••"<;i'   nor  carry  away  anything.  Iron,  Uvrc  l.nf    n.v 

'"«.t  HTsa.Hi  my  own  jxT.sonal  pn.pcrtv.     He.savs-- 

H'  law  docsn  t  n.-o^ni.c  anyl.o.ly  l.nl  Artie  a.; 'the 

niir   -stcp-ohildrcn  don  f  connt." 

-'irs  hard,  Mary.     I'v,.  known  it  fn,n.  th,>  first 
lint  don  t  hiamr  iJu-  (iovcrnor.     II,.  didn't  make  the 

••!    thon^dit-J    thon^^ht  -  maybe   I   wa«   going 
'«>  have  the  place  and  -"  ^       ^ 

'"It's  got  to  be  auctioned,"  the  boy  .stated  miser- 
<i 1)1  \ . 


! 


Inde,,(>ndence  Day  arrived.  Five  weeks  sh'pped 
auay  an(  cam,.  August  sixtcentli,  the  annual  observ- 
;;Z  %,  «;••"•'  «•  B^-nnington  and  a  Vermont 
I  ""«lay  Ihe  leaves  and  bowered  country  had  lost 
•  '<•  VT.  ily  of  sumrncr  freshness.  They  were  ,lusty 
■'"<'  la<led  ami  gradually  streake.l  with  vellow  and 
'T.nvr,.  l,m,.  was  going  reh-nllessly  along  into 
■"'Other  autun.n.  TJie  village  ho.isewives  began 
'•"v.Tu.g  their  ros,.  busJies  and  flowtT  beds  with 
>fi«v(mg  and  papers  at  night  to  preserve  their 
'K'auly  ior  a  few  weeks  longfT. 

Canny  old   Truman   and    the  nflw.r  tr..^  a 

<,-xeeutors  decided  to  wait  until  after  the  crops-  were 
m  before  holding  the  Wheeler  auction.     The  farm- 
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crs  would   llicii   li.'ivc   h'inr  and   ?Ji()ii(>y  fo  niitkti.lhc 
sale  ji  (iiiaiu'ial  success. 

It  came  one  day  early  in  Iridi;iri  snininer.  Jack 
found  fli<'  </\v[  on  llial  ni^dif  of  I  lie  Wlieeler  sale  down 
HI  the  lower  orchard.  She  had  no  other  place  to 
f,'o.  She  had  climbed  up  on  the  hoary,  ^'iiarled  old 
arm  of  the  rnsset  apple  tree,  the  oidy  one  in  the 
orchard,  — the  place-  where  as  a  little  ^irl  she  had 
played  through  violet  vistacd  hours  with  her  dolls, 
Th.-re  was  no  one  to  comfort  her,  no  one  left  from 
those  Other  Veurs  hut  the  old  russet  apple-tree. 
And  soon — all  too  .soon  —that  would  he  hut  a 
memory. 

A  few  feet  away  was  the  hole  in  the  stone  wall 
where  she  had  first  seen  the  little  Ilaskins  hoy  who 
had  playe<l  with  iier  for  a  little  time  and  then  moved 
away  and  ^^own  up  and  hec»me  a  im"nister  and  ^'one 
as  a  missionary  to  India.  Where  was  he  now,  and 
did  he  ever  think  of  the  n;if|  ,,i,  (|„.  adjoining'  farm 
in  Foxhoro  who  had  dared  to  follow  him  throu^di  the 
Ijole  in  the  stone  wall  under  h.tidders  that  mif^ht 
easily  slide  off   ind  crush  them?     She  wondered. 

Over  hetweeii  the  two  scrawny  astrachan  trees 
was  the  hi;;  houlder  where  she  had  always  sou^dit 
safety  from  the  wicked  knives  of  the  mowing  machine 
when  they  cut  the  ^russ  in  the  orchard.  She  had 
played  unid  pies  there  with  Xellie  IIarrin/,'lon,  who 
came  down  from  the  IIarrin<,'ton  place  wliich  had 
burned  years  and  years  a<;t)  and  was  now  oidy  a 
blackberry-<jrowti  cellar  hole  and  a  stump  of  brick 
chimney.  Nellie  had  married  one  of  the  IJIodgett 
boy.s  and  died  with  the  comin;,'  of  a  little  child. 
A  score  of  old  familiar  thing's  she  saw:     The  one 

•^..^.^   ._.U!x         1  r       ii  111  •     .       ,        . 

jjuiL"   Viiilii-  ;5iUiii"   ili    iiiC   Vt'iiii   V\  in  Pi"  t>ii   ii    Willlers  liuv 

she  had  come  face  to  face  with  a  fox ;    the  outline  of 
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111.'  fro^-pori.l   in   llir  swji.n,)  ulinv  some  m,n   had 
oner  shot   .-.,.  iuUn<r  hor.r;    Ihc  bars  int.,  Ihr  w.md 
ol    \vh«'r.'  fhr  you.ip-sl    ()s^r,„„i   l,„v   |,;,a  .st;,rf«.(l  a 
hr,.  uMh  sf„|,.|.  mulrhvs  .ni.l  n.-ailv  nnn,..|  a  fown- 
ship;     ra.sy)h,.rr.v   and    hlacklx-rry    l.nsh.-s    wh.-n-  she 
had    watchrd    lor    the    firs!    auhnnti    Iniil    to    ,i,„.„ 
Kv.T.v  fratutv  of  Ihr  landsrapr  had  ils  associations. 
Old  applc-lnv!  -dear  old   rnss,>f    app|,.-(,v,«  •" 
she   .hokcd.      "Tni    Koi.i^r   away    now    and    I    can't 
eonio   hack   any    nion-.     V,,,,    |,;,v.'   always     <.c.n,>d 
hnman   to  inc.     Will  you   rcrncinhcr   the"  lit  (I,,  .drl 
who   played    dolls    h,>rc,    and    oron-hl    cookie,    an.l 
...iprcd    ,rcad-a..d-l,ntlcr  here,  and  can..-  h<-re  for 
solace   when   she  had   l„>en   pnni.she.l   for  some  dis- 
ol.<'d.cncc  of  chil.lh<,od.^     Will   you   renie.nher   her 
old  apple-tree,  -and   think  of  her  as  havin^^  L'one 
out  nito  the  world  from  this  day  a  woman  .^" 

A  bree/e  blowing'  over  the  valley  stirn-d  the 
branches.  It  seeme.l  as  thou^di  the  lr,-e  had  n-plicd. 
M.e  stole  her  arms  abcnt  its  batten.]  scaly  trunk  and 
place(t  Jier  fan-  lace  clox-  a^'ainst  its  surface. 

Her  face  was  streann'n^'  tiars  when  Jack  came  upon 
tier.  ' 

"Alary,"  he  said  witli  a  wonderful  tenderness  in 
ius  rebuke,  "you  promised  you  weren't  ^'oin^r  to  the 
auction  to-day ,  you  said  y<,u  wer,>  ^rojn^r  f „  stay  with 
tlie  Osgoods  until  after  the  a^ony  was  (,y,.r.  That's 
uhy  I  worked  at  the  office.  OlJicrwise  I  should  have 
Ined  to  be  rvith  you." 

She  .sh'pped  ofif  the  apple-tree's  low  hou^dias  a  little 
cluid  clhub.s  down  fro.i,  the  knee  of  an  aged  grancj- 
parent,  -  slipped  down  and  stood  before  her  I'.ver 
with  her  back  against  tJie  tree. 

lie  looked  into  her  face  and  he  knew  what  she  had 
fliat  day  suflfered  and  was  sufFering  now. 
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"Mary!"  he  said  huskily. 

"I  never  felt  more  lonely  in  my  life  than  I  do  now, 
Jack,"  she  said.  "Up  to  now  I  have  been  only  a 
girl.  After  this  I'm  a  woman, —a  woman  and 
alone.  A  man  can  be  alone  and  lonely  and  not 
mmd,  but  a  lonely  woman  is  the  most*^  miserable 
creature  m  God's  world." 

"Mary,"  he  said,  "I've  been  talking  to  Mr.  Hod. 
He  was  at  the  auction  you  know,  and  he  saw  you. 
He  made  me  come  out  early  and  —  and  —  take  care 
of  you.     Mary,   dear,   I'm  alone,   too.     I'm   alone 
and  m  debt.     I  have  my  own  way  to  make,  my  living 
to  earn  under  a  handicap.     You  know  what  that 
handicap  is  and  what  it  means.     But  Mary,  since  this 
has  happened,  since  you  too  have  been' left  alone 
since  my  talk  with  Mr.  He  d  and  his  kindness  to  me,' 
I  ve  come  to  realize  what  it  means  for  you  and  I  to 
try  to  solve  this  problem  alone  and  apart.     I— Iwant 
you,  Mary.     I  want  you  to  help  and  encourage  me- 
to  work  with  me ;  to  be  at  home  when  I  come  there 
at   night  after   trying  to   fight   my  way  ahead    in 
the  day.     I  want  to  feel  that    notliing  is  going  to 
part  us  but  — death.     I  want   you  to  marry  me, 
Mary,  —  marry  me  and  fight    witli  me,   and   share 
with  me  the  glory  of  winning  the  victory.     Perhaps 
I  have  no  right  to  ask  it.     I'm  a  poor  man.     But 
we  are  both  alone  and  poor  now.     Why  should  it 
be  any  harder  to  fight  our  way  together'  ihan  sepa- 
rately —  and  alou"  ?" 

"  It  would  be  —  easier  —  Jack  !  " 
"Will  you  marry  me,  Mary.?" 
"When.?"  she  asked  fearfuU- 
"Now'"  he  said.     "To-night  !  Mr.  Hod  said — 
and  I  see  how  truly  he  knew  —  that  you  would  need 
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you  !     I  want  you  !     Come  with  nie  and  let's  live  — 
together!" 

Under  the  old  apple-tr,  (>  where  she  had  played  with 
her  dolls  and  brought  spiced  cookies  and  dried  her 
childhood  tears  and  fell  on  many  golden  afternoons 
a-(lreaming  with  books  of  lords  and  fine  ladies  and 
knight-errants  and  charming  princes  spread  before 
her  but  forgotten,  she  told  him  that  she  would  marry 
him  —  that  night. 


niAPTER   XIV 


A.vi)  so  TriEY  Wkiu:  .Marriki)  —  Hit  did  They 
l.i\i';  II.M'i'iLv  IWi.u  AiTKR  AS  Tin;  Story  Books 
ham:  had  it  Si\(  i;  thi:  Davs  Whi:.\  the  Old 
Karth  \v\s  Vor.N(;? 

Life  Jiolds  miiny  inysterios.  hut  amons  llu-in 
is  HOIK"  ^n-calcr  (liaii  tliis  :  That  Ihe  lives  of  sonic  folk 
should  lead  iulopicasaul  placcsandlxsidcslill  waters, 
tliat  most  of  iJieir  Iroul.jcs  should  he  small  ones,  that 
their  days  should  i)e  filled  wilh  i)leasure  and  tlieir 
ui^iils  wilh  unlrouhled  slumher.  And  (iiaf  there 
sliould  he  oIIkm  folk,  in  no  way  responsihle,  lor  whoui 
exislenee  is  a  pathway  Ihroudi  many  sliadows,  for 
whom  many  of  the  niosl  etijoyahleof  life',  experiences 
are  dem'ed,  whose  days  are  Idled  with  endless  lahor 
and  evem"n^fs  with  Jiearlaehe. 

Thes(>  are  tJ-e  liu'iiii,s  understood  only  l)y  lliose  wlio 
with  clean  hands  and  a  pure  heart  aspir(>  to  the  s(>cret 
places  of  the  >ro>t  Ilio-h  :  That  there  is  a  (dory  which 
comes  to  t!ie>e  oilier  folk  -a  (ireater  (ilory  than 
anythin<j'  wliieh  men  of  little  hearts  and  lit tl(>\ninds 
conceive. 

This,  our  tale,  is  a  love  story.  But  for  the  tired 
scrihe  whose  pen  scratches  line  ;d'ter  lin.-  across  tlu> 
paper,  it  is  more  than  that.  Il  is  the  (ireater  (dory 
as  he  has  .seen  it  descenri  upon  a  woman.  It  is  the 
narrative  of  a  girl's  love  for  a  man  and  the  still 
greater  love  for  the  sons  of  that  man  whic-h  she  hore 

Ilim   -li;  liM^   Iwv,,..  .  ,.1   .1 I      r    _  i».    I    •■     I  .1 


'S 


1 


THE   (iREA'lER   GLORY 


145 


with  a  wcdrhn^r.  Pi-w  <,f  us,  in.i.v.l,  live  "]u.j,pily 
ryvr  all.-r.  If  ends  will,  H,,'  ron.iti-  of  \hr  Greater 
'lory  as  will  he  .s..l)se<,,i.n(  ly  set  fortli.  It  goes 
iM-yond  tlieeoinniericement  ol' coiirlsliip.  [l  follows 
o.ny:.r(l  into  some  of  (l,e  de.-p  and  saered  tragedies 
;md  dramas  of  plain,  ordinary,  .lay-lo-day  livin-. 
And  the  he^t  part  of  if   is  (his:   This  is  thc^'storv  of 


Everywoman,  -  yonr  witV 
mother  and  my  mother  — 
a  testament. 


and     my     wife,     your 
a   dedication,  a   eulo<,'y. 


^rary  A^ood  married  Jaek  Purse  on  the  evening' 
<>t  llu'  day  ol  the  auction.  She  married  him  in  tlie 
liINo  Iront  parlor  of  th,>  Methodist  parsonage  on 
School  Street  before  !h,-  Rev.Tcnd  Davi.l  Do.h)  who 
^s  now  samt<><l  ohl  -Doctor"  Do.hl  of  the  Calvary 
Methodist  C1uu-ch.  The  o,dy  witnesses  w<-re  Mrs 
Dodd,  who  l.lew  her  imse.  shed  tears  and  snu'lci 
Mimdtaneously  all  throu-h  the  ceremonv,  which 
.'Her  all  was  so  short  and  simple  as  to  seem  as  though 
sometinnjr  were  horril)ly  ilj(-iral  somewhere  at  ^tarl-n.r 
immediately  to  liv(>  to.irether  afterward. 

If.  on  tlu>  eveniu<>-  of  her  wedding'  dav,  Afary  .r-ive 
■•'  thouglif  to  the  dreams  slie  had  dreamed,  of  the""or- 
i^vous  weddin^r  uhieh  she  had  imaoiu<.d  was  conu'n<r 
<»n  some  wonder  ni.ohl  iu  the  future,  of  W(>alth  and  as- 
I'lration  and  -.olden  opportunity  which  married  life 
\v.is  to  open  to  her,  no  one  knew  it  but  herself  If 
IIk'iv  was  Ihe  l,,,s|  Iwin-e  of  bittersweet  disappoint- 
""■"f  'f';'f  this  simple  little  vxchim^c  of  promises 
iHlore  the  kindly  minister  was  lu-r  "^reat  wonder 
"i«iit  ,  It  never  disturbe.l  the  outer  surface  of  the 
«>ve  for  the  yomicr  diap  whom  she  rais(«(J  her  sw(>et 

''"Af  v\a.s  done  au(i  .'ailed 

ler's  experience,  lier 


"iin  husband.      Despite  her  niotl 
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mother's  hiilcriK'ss,  [he  fjirlhood  of  warniii^',  she  had 
marrit'd  finally  for  lovt\  on  oiffhticii  doHar.s  a  week, 
and  Ix'forc  her  hiy  the  same  variety  of  matrimony 
which  year  in  and  year  ont  Ins  doited  the  continent 
with  milHons  and  mi'.Hons  of  homes  and  makes  np, 
forsooth,  the  (Jreat  America.  Hut  v<'ry  worthwhih> 
hofnes  they  are,  ihouiiii  hnill  on  a  very  ^reat  amonnt 
of  affection,  tlie  courage  of  ignorance,  and  a  pitifully 
meager  amount  of  money. 

Tlie  boy  and  girl  came  out  and  stood  on  the  side- 
walk. 

"jVfr.  Hod  says  we  are  to  come  uj)  to  his  house  and 
spend  our  first  night  together.""  Jack  said  huskil\ . 

At  the  top  of  Maple  Stree!  Hill,  before  Sam's  house, 
she  paustMl.  Eor  a  moment  she  clasped  his  arm,  her 
face  against  his  shoulder. 

"Oh,  Jack,"  she  said  softly,  "  f  guess  —  I  gut\ss  — 
I'm  yours  now;  yours  to  love,  work  with,  play  with, 
suffer  with,  sorrow  with  —yours  to  abuse,  nep'lect, 
forsake.  My  life  is  yours  now.  Jack.  Like  the  verse 
in  the  Bible:  Wiiere  you  live  I  will  live.  Wliat  you 
sufTer,  I  will  suffer.  Your  joys  shall  be  my  joys ; 
your  successes  my  successes.  I  don't  nu'nd  what  the 
future  brings  only  this:  Be  good  to  mt>  Jack, — 
take  me  ar'!  do  what  you  will  with  me.  But  be  as 
kind  as  you  can,  J.iek,  that  some  day  I  may  be  able 
to  show  mother  she  was  wrong  !  " 

And  man  and  wife,  they  passed  in  to  Sam  Hod's 
house  for  th(M'r  first  supper  together. 


At  the  moment  that  Jack  Purse  and  Mary  Wood 

entered    Sam    Hod's    houx'    together,    another    girl 

came  out  of  the  Heiulerson  house  and  strolled  lei- 

surely down  Main  Street. 

Near  the  corner  of  Union  Street  .she  heard  the  rattle 
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of  l.u,.p.  u]..Hs  h,.hin.,  ,,,  ,,,,  ,„,  ,,,,,,  bark  of  an 
Mo.Hlay-Wa.sln,,.  uitl,  Canlinnl  Wols.v  en  the  seat 

Mibb  -co.ne  Jk-iv,"  Iu-  called  tliicklv. 
She  switdu.!   her  jaeket   t„  hcT  otJu-V  arm   and 
stro  led  aero.s.s   I    e  strip  of  sod    ,0  the  bu^^v  .sick 

\  ..-liook  like  a  ease  ol  sc^ven-w.^-ks'  sickness." 
Anydnng  on  this  cn  enin',  Mihb  '^" 
"Nothin'  special." 

;;Oet  in  an.l  take  a  ride  with  me,  Mibb." 
NVhere  yon  ^'oin'?" 

'■Get  in  and  take  a  ride  with  me,  and  I'll  tell  you 
II  s  awfnl  important,  Alibb."  ^ 

She  cast  an  nneasy  look  at  his  heavy  features    but 

s   e  ca  c   h.|e<l  she  could  take  ere  of  herself  with  a.^v 

nan  th   t  sh(>  ever  see  wearm'  pants  and  .so  she  got  in 

"She's  whaty"' 

;"-Ararried  Jack  Purse    -  to-ni^ht  !    to-ni.^ht  !  -  in 

I"     Methodrst    par.ona^^^.      TheyVc    up    to   supper 

W^^ther  at  Hod's  right  now.     They're  man  and- 

'•The       litth.       fool!"   Mibb   ejaculated.     "But 

Shi?''  "^■''"'"    "'■^'    >''^"    *=''^'"'   «»   about    it, 

;T  Suess  I'm  -  I'm  -  jealous,  AObb." 
'J<'alous  of  who        Purse.?" 
^^1  iJOf  ^n.t  bcin'  marned  and  have  somebody  to  care 


u- 


Go.sh.  but 


you're  an  awful  fathead! 


Its 
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'•Don'l  talklo  mv  like  that,  Mihh.  Il  hurts ! " 
lie  sloiif^hcd  down  into  tlicscat.  "Ilrll,"  lu- told  luT 
luiscralily,  "you  don't  kinnv  what  a  liappy  homo  we 
•  rot  u{)  there  on  Main  Street,  —(hid  siek.  Esineruhla 
.slam'-struek  and  always  hossin'  Ma,  and  Nla  with  no 
more  spine  than  a  than  a  —  than  a  fish  !  Fm  siek 
of  it,  Mil)l)  — phinil)  sick.  I  wish  it  was  different, 
Mihl)  —  so   difreietil." 

She  looked  at  hin.  out  of  the  corner  of  her  world- 
wise  xouui,'  eye. 

"Just  how  siek  is'  your  dad,  anyhow?" 

"  Pretty  had,  AFII)!).  He  may  go  off  any  day  now. 
He's  hit  pretty  hard." 

"Slug,"  she  said  ((uietly,  "let's  run  away  and  get 
married  too  !  " 

"Let's  ?/'//(»/. '"  he  cried. 

"Let's  run  away  and  gel  marriml.  Mary  Wood 
and  Jack  Purse  aren't  the  only  ones  who  can  play  the 
game." 

"  You'd  —  marry  —  nu a    great     big    lummox 

that's  always  put!  in'  his  hoof  in  everything.?" 

"Yes,"  she  declared  deternn"nedly,  as  thougli  she 
had  arrived  at  her  decisicm  long  beforehand,  "I'll 
marry  you.  Herb  Truman." 

"-VV-h-e-n?"  he  demanded  blankly. 

"Any  old  time  you  want  me  !" 

The  big.  fat.  rosy  young  n)an  turned  i)ale.  Then 
the  blood  surged  into  his  face  again  and  made  it 
beefy  r(>d. 

"You  mean  it,  Mibb  .?  " 

"Y^ni  don't  imagine  I'm  talkin'  in  my  sleep  do 
you,  on  a  question  of  so  nuicli  importance.''  " 

"Oh  — Mibb!" 

"Tlii>re's  no  n.eed  for  von.  to  get  niautliln  about  it. 
as  I  see,"  she  reminded  him. 


do 


} 


"Rut  you  c-all(>(l  Mary  a  —a  —   lh[lv  fool  " 
"Sure  >lie'j,  a  little  f^ol.     B,>oaii.se  Jack  I»ur.se  isn't 
siliiat(>(l  like  you're  situated." 

Ilcrf)  shoidd  have  tak.'u  warning.' from  thai  s  ^nif- 
:'•""  .<l;'cla ration,  l,u(  lie  di,|  „ol.  Tiie  lad  was 
iK-irlsick,  Jonesoni.'  and  iniserahle.  It  wasn't  the 
^nr  he  was  u.  love  with,  it  was  love  and  comradesliip 
an.l  ronsolalion  in  his  lilV.  He  recoven-d  from  his 
ln«ul,nous  surprise  and  like  the  hov  eternal  that  he 
vv^.s  m  h.s  heart,  h,>  suddenly  In-an  to  enthuM^  witl, 
the  proposition  the  Ilen.lerson  ^irl  had  su--ested 

f-K-  eveniuf,'   train  is  con.in'   down    the   valley" 
le    (Tie.l.       '-Hear    the    whistle?     Mihh!  — let's  — 
let  s  eIo})e  !  " 

"The    sky's    the   limit!"    sh.    retorted    brazenly. 
I  es,  let  s  ! 

"Th(>  station  !     T  wonder  can  we  make  it  .'" 

"We  could  if  I  had  those  lines." 

"Giddap,   Monday-Washin'!"  he  cried  suddenlv. 
And  he  struck  the  little  mare  with  the  wlnp 

Down  through  the  village  I  hey  were  carri<>d  swiftly 
a.H  around  the  corner  of  De,)ot  Str.rt  toward  the 
station  Just  oiKv  Ih-rh  wondered  if  he  mi^d.t  not 
'v^Tct  this  thin^^  she  had  pro,,os(.d.  Rut  Marv  Wood 
^vas  lost  to  h.m  now,  -  |<,st  for  always.  He  might  as 
;v«'II  f^.ke  second  choice  wiu'le  he  had  the  chance. 
Hrsides,  he  didn  f  want  to  endure  the  coming  week  of 
'va.justmenl  alom-.  A  wife  of  his  own  might  help. 
And  so  h,.  refus(>d  to  harken  to  consequences. 
And  th(>y  made  their  train. 

I  '?^'"","ir-':'  •'^^'^"^^■^••^  ^'^'»>  the  most  out  of  marriage  !" 
.I.ylared  M.hl,  IIenders(,n  grimly  and  with  abandon. 

_  VMiat/  demanded  Herb  above  the  rumble  of 
""■  \eincie. 

"I'm  not  talkin'  to  you;  I'm  talkin'  to  myself. 
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I  w.'is  iiKikint,'  a  remark  ahoul  somclliiiif,'  Mary 
Wood  said  once.  It's  riofhiiit'  you  need  lose  any 
slccj)  over,  now  !  " 

So,  with  a  tar  diUVrcnt  kind  of  feeling'  in  her  heart, 
another  <,Mrl  in  the  office  of  onr  tittle  loeal  paper  went 
that  in'^dil  to  Ikt  inarriajje. 

And  Siu^'  Truman  married  Mal)el  Henderson, 
"the  nine-o'eloek-f,nrl'\  instead  of  Mary  Wood,  and 
up  in  heaven  an  an^'el  siohed  a  eou|)h>  of  limes  and 
then  with  a  [)liilosophieal  remark  whicli  ikj  one  in 
lieaven  al)ove  overheard,  flew  about  its  celestial 
business. 


PART  II 


Wr  iiav,.:  follouk,,  ot  u  VorN,.  Folk  throt  r;n 
■niKMnu  .im;  ,„  Tim:,.^  l^ni.s  am.  rnr:  Tiir„ks 
OF  ^orx,;  U>m:.  \\t:  ami:  now  to  i,,,;  Vftir- 
NooN-s    -  At  I'hksknt  tui:  Km^a  A.  TKf  voovs  - 

AND  TFir:  HlADCHsoN  GlKL  COMES  liACK  1- UO.M   HeR 
>\EDI)IX(;    luip. 


For   the  j^rop.-r   micl  orderly  (l('no„omonf    of  the 
e-en{s  uImcI,  Imnc  ^nmc  h.-forv.  il  {„    |„,.„  .u-cr-sury 
»•>  rctrr  n..\v  mid  ll.cn  to  flu-  oM  fil.-s  ,.f  our  lunvs- 
FK.por  Iru.n  tl.,-  lin.r  ur  found  d  "u-  Tchyraph  up  fo 
iviv^i  /^^''  ''I'P.'-^'i'^-J'''''^-  now  li.r  .    ..lis  i,.  fho  y.-ars 
1S.S.{  to  IS!)/,  ,t  ,.s  m'(v.ss,r.v  to  (akc  I    <>  hattm-d  old 
volunu's  down  iron,  [hv  sale,  spread  llu-ni  iVeHv  over 
t;d)les,  chairs  and   reporters'  desks,  and  watcJi  the 
ront  pa^vs  and  f(,||ou  the  h,cal  oohiiiin«  <hiv  by  day 
I'or  from  the  n.idy-reference  of  tliose  Hies'  uv  haye 
ijtresJied    m    onr    :  H.,i,ori.s    many    incidents    that 
t  n-ow  sideh^hti  on  the  people  of  onr  story,  help  to 
sfrai^diten  onr  chronolo-y  an<l  hind  in  neatly  to  form 
a  symmetr-al,  clean-cut   Nyhole.   many  of^he  tiny 
..-ayed  ends  and  rayelinys  of  our  •  arratiye 

Vnr  instance,  here  comes  first  a  nalf-colnnin  account 

of  the  Purse-\\ood  nuptials.     It  says  that  tiiey  were 

quietly  married"  at    the   Methodi.t  parsonage  on 

!,!;:ir;7r;'"?i/?:v'^"'^/^'  --'--t  -^  "ti-  recent 

",. ,"'  ■''■'  "''"''^  "'"^iiH..        i'lere  isa  i)rief  sketch 

ol  each  person  s  life  in  ^vJlich  the  phrases  "accepted  a 


ir)4 


nii:  cHKAiKU  ci-oin 


|)()sili»ur'  wlicii  llic  nu'jiiiiiitr  i>  tluil  lliry  " ^o\  a 
jnl)'\  ;ili(l  "ill  order  lo  ;hI\;iii(i'  llicir  pro^pt-cIs " 
uluii  IIm'  iiifcrnu'c  i>  lliiil  it  \v;i>  I  lie  only  lliiiii,'  left 
tor  tlitiii  lo  iIm  Miidtr  llic  circiiiii^l.Mico.  occur  Irc- 
«(iiciill>-  in  the  lt\l.  Tims  <|o  llioc  c;illon>e(|.  Iiearl- 
le>>«,  ol).stre[)cron-.  comilry  new -ijjipcniicii  |)ro-tiliile 
their  lalelils  i^Mioniiiiously  to  soflcii  the  lra;,'c(lie.s  of 
(liiy-t()-<liiy  li\ini,'  lor  plain  people  and  help  them  lo 
put  the  ItesI  lace  upon  >hame  and  nece^sil_\-  and 
tmsforhiiie  in  the  eyes  of  llic  nmllilude. 

Witness  hou  the  account  reads  on  :  Thai  owin;; 
to  recent  uidouard  evcids  hrideand^iroom  will  "  jxnt- 
poiie  their  honeymoon  until  a  late"  dale"  hut  thai 
in  honor  of  the  nupt  iais  a  |)retty  \ve(  Id  in;,' supper  was 
.s»-r\-ed  at  the  home  of  the  yoim^'  couple's  emploxcr 
attended  hy  a  "few  intimate  friends."  And  the 
menu  is  yiven  —  in  all  of  which  may  he  delected  the 
hand  of  Nrr>.  Ilod  ant!  the  heart  of  her  husliand. 

Turn  over  two  issues  and  here  <ui  the  fifth  pii;.?c, 
third   colunm.  fourth    item   down  is  something' else : 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Purse,  who  were  recently 
nii.'rricd  at  the  Methodist  parsonage,  have  furnished 
a  home  in  the  house  owned  hy  William  Stevens 
on  IMeasant  Street  and  will  eiitiTtain  iheir  many 
friends  after  Xovemher  1st. 

What  did  it  matter  that  the  "fui  nishin^of  ahoiiie" 
was  merely  the  tilting'  up  of  three  rooms  in  one  of 
liill  Stevens'  upper  ttuements  next  to  the  wood  yard 
on  Pleasant  Street,  —  that  the  "furnishings"  were 
mostly  indi-scrihahly  sacred  little  odds  and  end.s 
which  the  ^\r\  had  saved  from  the  auction  or  l)i(l 
in  with  her  slender  purse  or  that  Jack  liad  bought  on 

•  il  ■  !•  Oil  ^I'l*  I'  •>II.-  Ill 

iliSi  ii  iii'u'iil  S       iroiii         i»iiiKi  »»iii[ipi<"  >  i  iv/ii>eiiiji\j 

Emporium  &  Furniture  Hazaar"?     The  hands  of  a 
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wnnK.M  wHli  ;,  s„ri^r  in  I,..,-  Im;m|  |,;,v,-  l„rn  .•.,•,■,„„- 
pli.hiuK  min.cl.s  i„  nmkiiiK  ■-  Imi,,i.ui  lml,il;.li<.p 
out  of  noil. in;,'  snicc  fli,.  ,|;,y>  uli.n  llu-  ,;,v,-  niiin 
'•'•'"rr.,-,|  ;,(  niKl.in.ll  .•,„.]  Im.uhI  .•,  rnrh.in  ofskins 
Imn^'  l).-l<,rv  ln>  door  ni  lli,-  first  fain  I  f»ri\  acio  of  Hi,, 
nice. 


JiiNt  like  tilt'  first. 

Lcsl  we  1)1-  acciisod  of  inorhidiicss,  let  us  turn  ;i  f,.w 
more  pn^vs  of  the  files.      What  is  this  inider  a  "two 
K'ad      down   Ml   the  lower  left-lumd  corner  of  this 
iront  i)age.'' 


The  villaffe  was  pleasantly  sin-prised  last  evening 
when  the  six  o'clock  train  uj)  the  vallev  hron^ht  hack 
lo  Pans  two  youn^r  people  very  well  kiu)wn  in  the 
•■"iMinunity,  wlio  durin-  a  w,vk's  ahseiuv  have  joined 
I  heir  lives  and  fortunes:  Herhert  R.  Truman,  son  of 
our  uvll-knouii  manufacturer  Silas  Truman,  and 
Mivs  I\lal)el  Henderson,  dan^hler  of  Mr.  and  Mrs 
II;!rv(>y  Henderson  of  East  Main  Street,  who  is  l),>ing 
introduced  about  town  to-rlay  as  Mrs.  Herhert 
1  riiman. 

ilu  coupir  iiad  heen  entirely  successful  in  keeping 
Iheir   courtship  secret    and   last    Friday   ni-lit    they 
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slipped  aw.'iy  (|ui('lly  down  to  FJraf tlclxjro  ;md  wore 
married.  They  liave  .since  l)ei'n  spendiiifX  a  week's 
lioneyniooii  in  Boston  and  Providence. 

Mr.  Truman  is  in  business  with  his  father  in  the 
manufacture  of  the  celebrated  hliort-C'ramp  Farm 
Wa^M)n  and  Mrs.  'IVaman  for  tlie  past  four  years  has 
been  enij)ioyed  as  compositor  in  the  Tclcfjraph  otKce. 
It  is  a  queer  coincidence  that  all  un\vittinf,dy  the 
cou])l(^  were  married  at  al)out  the  same  hour  as  two 
other  employes  of  the  local  lu'wspaper  ])lant,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  John  Purst.  Cupitl  appears  to  have  acqvtired 
an  extraordinary  fancy  for  the  otiice  where  the 
Telegraph  is  publislu-d. 

For  the  present  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Truman  have  taken 
a  suite  at  the  Whitney  House.  It  is  rumored  that 
the  bride<>room  is  negotiating  for  the  piu'chase  of  the 
Holland  |)r()perty  on  Maple  Street  which  he  will 
have  rebuilt  and  furnished  for  a  honu*.  The  best 
wislu's  of  their  many  friends  yo  with  iheai  for  a  long 
and  happily  married  life. 


"Huh!"  exclaimed  that  lovable  old  i)hilosopher. 
Uncle  Joe  Fodder,  as  he  sat  in  our  ofKce  whence  he 
came  to  read  the  dov»M-state  exehangi's.  '*  — hajijjily 
nuirried  life!  It's  got  to  go  that  way  in  print.  I 
.'■'ippose.  But  when  one  i)arty  marries  on  heartache 
and  t'other  marries  on  a  fiyin'  grab  for  T>urpie  aiid 
fine  linen,  tlu're's  goin' to  be  just  about  as  nuich  hap- 
piness as  between  Cain  and  tlu-  girl  from  Xod  when 
sliefoun<l  out  his  record  and  called  on  the  four  winds 
o' heaven  to  witness  that  slu  was  a  bmicot'd  woman. 
When  Mibb  finds  out  Ht-rb's  always  loved  some  one 
else  and  when  Herb  tin.ds  out  that  most  of  his  wad  is 
findin'  its  way  into  the  hands  o'  liis  wife's  mother,  be- 
lieve me  there 'ji  goin'  to  be  doin's.     It'll  be  a  case  of 
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Ji  snippy,  fussy  lidlc  female  poo(i;<>  mated  up  to  a 
hrokeiihearted  iiiasl  iff." 

"Mayhe  there's  something  to  it,"  Sam  admitted. 

"You're  ^'ol-<lurned  n>lit  there's  somelhin'  to  it," 
voiielied  Uncle  Joe.  "(Jive  'em  two  months  and 
watch  the  ruckus.  Solomon,  father  of  all  Masons 
because  he  had  so  many  wives,  had  an  easier  time 
with  his  domestic  circle  than  Herb's  goin'  to  have 
with  just  two." 

1  WO  .'' 

"Mibb—  and  Mrs.  Harvey  Henderson." 

"But  will  Herb's  folks  stand  for  anything  from 

j\rrs.  Harvey  Henderson  ?" 

"No.     That';    why  there's  goin'  to  be  fireworks 

for   Herb,     He  ain'i    ma>-ied   Mibb  alone,  —  which 

Wimhl  be  bad  enough.     He's  went  and  spliced  up 

with  her  family." 

Mary  had  not  given  up  her  job  following  her 
marriage.  She  and  Jack  needed  her  wages  worse 
lhan('ver.  So  she  was  in  the  back  room  alone, 
start mg  in  early  that  noon  because  we  were  short- 
handed,  when  Mibb  came  in. 

Neither  the  Queen  of  Sheba  nor  Dolly  Varden  had 
anything  on  Mii.i,  on  lu>r  return  frt)m  her  wedding 
journey.  She  wore  an  elaborate  creation  of  broad- 
cloth and  satin.  mau\e  and  mustard.  The  skirt 
was  flounced  and  draped  an«i  multiple-pleated  after 
the  fahion  of  the  period,  the  bustle  and  the  basque 
waist  set  off  a  figure  whic'i  Skinny  Napoleon  declared 
was  a  cross  between  the  Venus  de  Milo  and  a  two- 
<lay  drunk,  and  on  her  head  she  wore  one  of  those 
ridiculously  small  hats  seen  now  only  in  the  wood 
cuts  of  old  ante-bellum  m.tgazines. 

"Hello,     little     Eighl-I'oint  !"     she     called     out. 
"How's  the  local  ■    'umn?" 
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Mixry  rested  ]ier  sfiek  on  (lie  edp'  of  lier  e;ise  and 
stared  at  the  Ixilterfly  that  had  eineix«'d  Ironi  ils 
bhiek  eainf)ri(;  chrysalis. 

'"Well,"  (leiimiided  MiM),  "and  liow  do  you  h'ke 
the  landscape  ^'ardeniiig?" 

"You're  —  beautiful  !"  exclaimed  ^^ary,her  hun- 
gry eyes  taking  i/i  every  detail  of  the  citified  attire. 

"I'm  graduated  —  thank  dawd  !"'  returned  Mibb, 
with  a  suggestive  sniti'  at  the  lay-out  of  cases.  "I 
thought  I'd  drop  in  bec-ause  I  heard  you  and  .Jack 
had  also  married.  I  didn't  know,"  insinuated  Mibb 
with  a  j)oke  of  the  parasol  that  matched  the  suit 
at  an  old  j)atent-nie(lieine  cut  1\  iiig  on  the  floor, 
"  —  thai  Jack  could  afford  it.  But  you're  going  to 
keep  on  working,  of  coui^e.     That  (  xplains  it." 

Mary  picked  up  her  >tick  hurriedly.  She  read 
it  over  with  eyes  which  saw  no  type. 

"Yes,"  she  said  after  a  time,  "I'm  going  to  keep 
on   working." 

Mibb  paced  grandly  up  and  down  the  short  type 
alley,  swinging  the  parasol,  affecting  to  be  interested 
in  the  type  cases  as  though  she  had  never  seen  them 
before  and  wondered  Ljw  such  little  sli-  ers  of  metal 
were  manag(>d. 

"Of  course  I  wouldn't  say  anything  for  the  wjrid 
about  anotlier\voman'shusl)an(i ;  but  \veren't>oua 
bit  hasty.  Mary?  You  ought  to  have  waited  until 
you  coiild  atl'ortl  it,  \()U  kiiow." 

"I  wasn't  —any  more  hasty  —than  you  were, 
Mibb."  Mary  examiiUMl  very  minutely  the  badly- 
penned  copy  before  li(>r  on  the  caf)-case. 

"What  do  you  mean?  Why.  Herbert  and  I  have 
been  going  together  for  years  -  long  before  ycu  ever 
arrived  in  I'aris  !  And  we'd  l)een  |)lanning  our 
eloijcment  for  weeks  and  veeks.      [t  was  —  grand  !" 
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Afrry  r('n;.iinc(l  >il(>nl.     Th.>  lypv  hc^nu  to  dick 
her  sfij'k. 

"We've  (l,vi,J(.,|  to  l,„y  the  Holland  house. 
I  lliink  r  sliall  liavc  if  made  ov(t,  retaining'  its 
roloiiial  style."'  Slie  eoiititiiu-d  lo  stroll  restlessly 
;il)out,  exai.  ■■|iin^r  ||,i„^rs  very  superficuiliy  and  con- 
descending'^ . 

"  I  liope  yon  will  he  \-ery  lia|)i)y,"  .viid  Mary.     She 
<iid  not  know  what  else  lo  say. 

••Happy?  Huh!  Leaw'it  to  nie.  ALarv  Wood. 
I  always  told  yon.  didn't  [,  there  was  nothing,'  like 
"I'wiey  to  .nak(>  a  inarria-e  happy.  II,.rl,  savs  to 
inc  (his  nior.un^',  h.-  says:  *  I  want  you  should'liave 
ev.rylhmo;  y,,Mr  iiearl  desires,  Arahel ;  you  only  got 
one  life  to  live  and  while  it's  short  it  \nif,dit  to  he 
merry.  |)„i,'t  le!  inoii(>y  stand  in  your  wav  of  mak- 
m-  hie  worth  livin^^.  Anylhinjr  you  s(>e"that  vou 
want,  say  the  word  and  Fli  (ry  to  see  that  vou  get  it.' 
I'hat's  the  kiiul  ■>{  liusi)an(l  to  have.  MarvWood." 
"  Vcs,"  said  .Mary,  "Ihafs  the  kind  of'hnshand  to 


ria\-e. 


Mihh  was  nettled.  Somehow,  hevond  l.er  first 
■^how  of  surprise,  Mary  didn't  s,vm  at  all  impressed 
I'V  her  "creahon"  or  the  costly  little  (h^wdrop  hon- 
n.t.  .AFary's  la.t  statement  sjie  fancied  contained  a 
"'>ll«-  infen-ncc  of  douht  at  Jier  veracilv.  It  piqued 
Mn.'h  to  declare:  ' 

"Oidy  a  fool  u„uld  marry  a  man  who  didn't  have 
"olhmg  to  fall  !..,ek  on  hul  his  wages." 

II  had  th  .|,>sir."d  eflVel.  Marv  paused  for  a 
'"onient.  stared  ahead  of  her  ahsently.  turning  a 
<'.q)il.d  M  o\-er  and  o\-er  in  her  grimy  .'ingers. 

"I  think, ••  she  said  solHy,  "that"  is  rather  an  un- 
kind slafeinenl   i  >  make." 

'■()h,   I   wasn't    thinking  of  Ja- '     |)articularly,  al- 
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tlu)U^li  that  (l()(>siri  vxciiijjl  liiiii.  I  was  looking;  at 
it  in  flu'  li^'lit  of  my  own  cax-,"  rrlurtu-d  Mih}) 
grandly.  One  of  licr  paiiit-rs  faii<ilil  on  an  unsunkcn 
la/f-screw  head  uliidi  licld  a  lypt-  rack  tofrrtlicr. 
She  unfastciHMl  Jicrsclf  and  <i-o|  a  Miiutcli  on  licr 
pairs.  "'My!  -wJial  a  dirly  liolc ! "  she  cried 
fastidiously. 

"I  sec  yon  and  Ilcrhcrl  arc  >ta.\ini;  at  the  Whitney 
Ilon.sc,"  sn<,'^-cstcd  .Mar\-.  t  ryin^' to  I  urn  I  he  convcr'-a- 
lion  ofl"  (hin.ncrons  ground.  "  I'm  Mirpri^i'dyoudiihrt 
return  to  Ilerherl'.s  folks  luitil  your  new  home  is 
ready." 

"Ilcrh's  mother  <i'eis  on  my  nerves."  snappt'd  tlie 
other,  '"'i'o  >hakc  hands  with  her  is  hkc  w.-'n.i,nng 
the  chiw  of  a  corpse." 

"And  how  does  your  mother  like  Ilcrhcrt  ?" 

"Slie  knows  a  <4'ooii  ihin^;'  when  she  scc>  it,"  an- 
nounce(|  Mil)l).  Mary  <;l;nici-d  up  in  surprise  at  the 
tone  and  ma?mer.  liul  the  Henderson  ^irl  was 
reading;  .some  inconse(|uential  thiui;  lacked  up  on 
the  wall.  Mihl)  went  on  :  "You  folks  ar(>  hoardinsj, 
I  suppose.  Naturally  it's  Ihe  only  thinj-;  yon  could 
do  in  yoar  sliailened  circum^lances." 

"We  are  fnrnisliiiii;-  a  little  place  on  Pleasant 
Street,"  ri'turned  Mary  as  eveidy  as  she  could, 
adding,':  "You  nuisl  come  over  and  sec  me  when  we 
pronounce  it  finished." 

"I  mi^dit  drop  in  for  a  moment."  She  did  not 
return  the  invitation. 

TJie  hoys  and  ^nrls  came  to  work  presently  and 
crow(l<'(l  around  Mahel  and  congratulateil  Iht.  and 
the  other  two  women  adnu'red  her  finery  and  jj^a/ed 
at  her  lost  in  emy  and  adnn'ralion.  Mihh  was 
satisfied  now.  She  came  o\-ei-  lo  Mary's  >tool  be- 
fore she  left  and  u^ed  Mary'.s  little  three-corner  piece 
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of  mirror  on  the  window  casing'  to  tie  the  bow  of  lier 
hot: net  \rry  pn-ci-   ly. 

'•W.ll."  sli..  said,  '"^ood-fn-.     I'm  .sorr\    for  you 
having   to  stay  indoors  thi.  beautiful  autumn  ilav' 
I  ve  ffot  to  o.,  ,,      on  a  .iress  at  ^s.  Seaver's  and 
f  iH-n  I  thmk  I  >liall  lake  a  drive  with  the  h'tlle  black 
"Hire  ov.T  to  tii.'  dance  at  Wartields  this  .'venm^^." 
"Goo    -b\   ■'  said  Mary. 

Th(>  Ilcnd,  rson  ,<rirl  swept  out  h"ke  tlie  jrrand  lady 
she  was,  from  the  standpoint  of  eh.lluvs.  It  was 
Ihe  undi-nified  pj.ra.le  of  the  snobl)erv  of  a  cheap, 
lil-bivd  woman.  But  lo  Mary  it  'hurl.  When 
Mibb  had  ^'one,  she  sat  lookin-  out  the  aide  window 
lor  sexvra!  nu-nutes.  Th,.  fra^n-ant  autumn  air,  in 
sharp  contrast  to  \hr  pungent  odor  of  ,,rinting  ink 
msKle  the  shop,  uaff.-d  in  on  ;h,-  pheasant  afternoon 
sunshme  and  e,  !k>d  to  her.  SIk-  would  like  to  be 
out  m  the  beauty  this  golden  afternoon.  She 
would  like  to  be  going  over  to  Mrs.  Seaver's  to  have  a 
fine  dress  fitted.  She  woul.i  enjoy  taking  Monday- 
Ua.shiii^  all  alone  by  licr.scif  and  driving  over  the 
.vellow  and  scarlet  hills  to  Warhelds. 

Hut  she  j,nt    Hr.  tempter  righteously  out  of  her 
llioughts. 

"Some   day  -  I   will!"    .she    told  herself.     "My 
tune  hasn't  come        yet  !" 

She  came  face  to  face  with  Herbert  that  evening 
as  she  enuTged  from  the  Red  Front  grocer^•  with  her 
•trms   laden    with    bundles.     There   was   a' confused 
_iyert.'d-l,,ced  gr.vting.     Then  to  her  dismay  — and 
bit    of   panic        Herb   fell   i„to  step   beside  her  and 
walked  to  the  cor-ier  ..f  Pleasant  and  I»ine  streets. 
After  threi'  or  four  blocks  of  silence,  she  said  : 
"Well,  Herbert    -how  did  it  happen.?" 
He  read  her  thoughts  i)erfectly,  and  her  mean-'ng. 
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"I  met  Siuii  Hod  in  Fred  Hnnrll's  jewelry  store, 
that  iif'ternoou,"  confessed  I  lie  l>oy.  '"He  was 
lellin^f  Fred  ai)ouf  Jack  -  hiixiii^'  you  some  kind 
of  weddii'.j;  present.  He  said  y<»u  and  Jack  were  to 
be  married  that  ni<,dit  and  liis  wile  was  already 
fixing,'  up  tlie  weddinj^  supjx'r," 

"Well?" 

"I  didn't  know  what  ('Ise  to  do  —  T  was  so  lonely 
and  disappointed  and  niiserahle.  I  went  and  f^ot 
Monday-Washing'  and  hitclied  her  up  and  went 
driving  all  l)y  myself.  Suddenly  out  heyond  the 
Greene  River  bridge  it  all  come  to  me  like  a  vision 
out  o'  the  dyin'  afternoon's  twilight.  Vou  was 
bein'  marrie<l  —/or  life!  After  to-m'ghf  there  was 
no  gettin'  you;  it  wouldn't  e\en  he  j)roi)er  to  see 
you  alone  after  tiiis.  not  even  for  a  talk.  And  just 
in  that  minute  1  wanted  a  woman  to  talk  to  and  give 
me  some  —  some  sonu'  sympathy  worx-  than 
I'd  ever  want<'d  one  in  my  life.  Sounds  soft  and 
.sickenin',  don't  it  ?  But  I  just  did.  And  the 
hopelessness  of  it  all,  and  what  a  mess  Fd  made 
o'  things  and  the  panic  that  ma.xbe  I  was  too  big  and 
fat  and  iiomely  -  too  much  of  a  >lob  -  for  any 
woman  e\-er  to  want  me  except  in"  the  wrong  kind, 
got  to  my  head,  and  d-i\in'  down  the  next  street  I 
see  Mibb." 

"Yes,  Herbert." 

"I'm  tellin'  you  as  a  brother.  I  >ee  her  and  went 
sort  o'  crazy,  I  guess.  All  ^  k"'\v,  we  was  rattling 
down  the  street  to  the  station  and  tin-  down  train 
was  waitin'  with  >team  up.  'Oh.  what  a  lark,' 
says  she  after  a  time.  I  gi\-e  Jim  IJarnes.  the  station 
agent,  two  dollars  to  take  Monday-Washmg  back 
home  and  stable  her  and  tie  u|)  Card.  aji<l  Mibb  and 
I  got  on  the  lust  car  without  even  buyin'  a  ticket." 
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Tin-  l.(.y  M.ovr.l  Lis  Ih.;„I.  TI...  p.slainp  from  the 
rorn.M-  shour  (,„  l.is  IVatunvs.  H,.  „a.s  w.vpinp 
•silently,  witlioMt  sobs,  as  men  w,-cp.  NVver  had 
Mary  v.anted  to  comfort  him  as  a  sisf.T  mi^'ht  com- 
<Tt  a  l)roth<>r,  as  she  rli.l  i„  that  moment.  She 
knew  the  mfhu'i.cv  sh,'  <^veroise,l  ov.-r  him  to  make 
um  confess  h.s  tr<.uhl,>.s.  Sh,.  knew  that  to  confess 
I'ls  frouhk-s  mi-ht  make  him  f.^l  hotter  Very 
symj)a  I  helically  she  said: 

I^Ves,  Ilcrhert.  I  mul.Tsfan.l.  And  Ihen  what?" 
All  the  way  down  Mil.I,  uas  keyed  tip  and  kept 
sayin  over  and  over  a^^•,in  what  a  lark  it  was  and 
what  a  sensation  theyM  he  at  home  when  the  news 
come  hack.  She  Id  me  caress  her  a  hit.  tliat  was 
some  satisfaction.  Only  I  uanted  more'n  that  I 
h'lt  as  >|  I  wanted  I-  have  \hv  kind  o'  mother  you 
read  alx.ul  m  story  l,<u,ks  come  alon^r  and  pick\ne 
up  an<i  rock  me  to  sleep.  I  wanted  a  hdlahy  to 
make  me  lor^ret  I'd  lost  yon.  Alary." 
"And  yon  were  married  .=*" 

"Yes.  we  was  married.  And  we  went  on  down  to 
Boston  and  ^hUU  sidiu-<>ed." 

TJn's  hrst  seemed  snffi'ci.nt  in  itself  as  an  explana- 
tion ol  what  M'UU  alone,  had  the  ccmrage  to  put  into 
w(.rds  : 

-And  you're  not  hajjpy  with  her,  arc  you,  Her- 
fjert .'' 

"I  could  he  ha,)py  -  if  she'd  let  nie.  I  could  take  a 
grip  on  myself  and  call  it  a  sportin'  proposition  and 
tliat  I  was  married  and  wouhl  n  ake  the  best  of  it  — 
and  the  most.  In  lime  I  could  love  her  a  lot  But 
-she   am't   domestic.      That's   a   good   word,   ain'i, 

"Yes,  IlerbHTf,"  said  Mary  sadly.  "That'.s  a 
very  good  word." 
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"Oh  w'lat  :i  iiu'ss  I'vo  made  o'  ihinf^s  !" 

"IV-rliaps  not,  Herbert.  Voii  do  your  part  no!)ly. 
Keep  ri^lit  on  doin^'  your  part.  He  a — a  —  ^'ood 
sport,  a.s  you  say.  'i'itne  works  many  changes. 
We  never  know  what  a  (hiy  will  hrinf;  forth." 

"  It 's  the  money  !"  deelanMl  tliehcn-.  "If  I  hadn't 
it  I'd  he  workinjj  like  Jack  —  for  \va|,'es  —  atid 
married  to  some  girl  who  care<l  ahouf  me  for  myself 
and  not  because  it  give  her  a  *lark'  or  allowed  her  to 
splurge.  (Jawd,  how  I  wi>h  I  was  {)oor !  It's 
just  .>imj)ly  liell  !" 

"Ix't'ji  see  how  it  will  work  out,  Herbert.  Please 
do!" 

Ten  minutes  aflerward.  she  walclu>(l  Jiim  dlsa])pear 
througli  lilt  falling  leav(>s,  with  a  heart  full  of  sad- 
ness,—  and  happiness.  There  was  sadness  there 
for  Herbert;  there  was  hapj)iness  there  thai  she 
had  deliberately  put  out  of  her  'ind  that  aflernoc;:i 
the  thoughts  which,  had  tried  t(  force  their  way  in 
after  Mibb  had  left  her. 
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IVvrK  lo  111,-  Files  .'liraiii.     Uj.dcc  date  of  D(>crmt)(T 
tli<"  KMli.      \Vli;,(  is  II, i.^  II,;, I  we  fin.l? 

A  i)lcas;m!  social  tin,.'  was  li,|,|  |;,^i  ovcnin^r  on 
I  I.Msaiit  SIncI  whrn  ahoiit  (ifl,,-!!  I'ricnds  and  ncisli- 
Ikh-s  ^r;,t|,,.,.,.,|  lo  ^riv,.  ;,  liousc- \va r.iiiii^^  lo  Mr.  and 
.Mrs.  .lol.n  1',,,.,,..  Tin-  .-vcMi!)-  was  s,H-iit  with 
Kji'iu's  and  music,  and  rclivsluncnts  were  served 
llic  ^Miesls  |)n-seMl<.d  l|„.  yoniin-  co„,)|,.  ^vitji  a  valu- 
j>l>l«'  parlor  clock  and  the  menihcrs  of  llie  office 
lorce  as  a  hooy  coi.l  ril.uled  toward  a  hronze  iiorse- 
:uan  to  .surmount  its  top. 

StilifurtJieron.un.lerdaleof  F.-hrnarvtlietwenty- 
fiftli  and  prominently  displayed  on  th'e  front  pa^e 
a'KM-e  It  occupied  two  cojunuis,  an  obituary  which 
opened  thus  : 

The  conunuMily  snfrered  a  gr(>at  shocl<  hist  even- 
ing' when  Silas  M.  Truman,  one  of  the  town's  most 
piommeni  husiuos  men  and  leach'tig  citi/eus,  parsed 
away  m  his  mannihcenl  Main  Street  home  of  a 
<onipli(;ation  of  diseases.  He  took  to  his  l),-d  over 
a  lurtni-ht  asjo,  Jeavino-  his  atlairs  in  the  hands  of 
Ins  .son.  II,  ^qvw  rapi.jly  worse  and  tiie  end  came 
at^  twenty  mumt-'s  to  .seven  last  night.  He  was 
ti  years  old. 
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Follows  ;in  <'l;il)oriil('  ol»ilii;iry.  TIic  <;rIiM  cotii- 
int'iil  Jilioill  llic  town  tU'xf  (l;iy  rcsr.iird  llic  Miii\<Ts.il 
sniliiiMiil  lli;il  S.iiii  [I()(|  had  overdone  it  a  lit. 
There  are  few  real  (ears  a  I  lli«-  death  of  a  lii^'hly 
.sureessfiil  plafe-[)a>.ser  and  Miort^'a;;*'  foreclo-,er. 

I^if  f,'reater  even  than  the  death  of  FI(>rl)ert's 
father  and  his  son's  inheritance  of  the  house,  the 
wa^on  works  and  the  fann'ly  ni-mev  —  at  l(>ast  lo 
the  importance  of  the  denoneinent  of  this  narra- 
tive —  is  one  little  four-liae  item  found  in  an  Au^nist 
I'sstH'  after  several  months  of  newsi)aj)er  .silence 
re<,'ardin^'  the  T<lr(fr<ij>/i  folk. 

The  Purse  teneni'-nt  had  been  a  cozy  little  place 
that  first  wintiT.  Jack  and  Mary  [lad  hoth  joined 
the  ("al\ar_\-  Methodist  Church  and  heini,' a  willing'. 
Jicco.iniiodalin^f  little  l)ody,  the^nrl  was  in  demand  at 
all  sorts  of  social  functions  where  there  were  rooms 
to  he  trimmed  or  children  to  he  drilled  or  dishes  to 
be  washed,  —  which  was  not  without  its  compensa- 
tion in  the  matter  of  a  permanent  place  in  the  village 
social  circles  and  amonj,'  the  y(junf,'er  married  peoj)!*'. 
There  were  many  little  "affairs"  in  the  upper  Purse 
tenement,  many  surprise  parties,  many  attendances 
on  singing  schools  where  tiie  girl's  clear  soprano  and 
Jack's  fine  tenor  increased  their  popularity. 

But  toward  the  end  of  tlie  spring,  Mary  left  us. 
One  April  morning  she  failed  to  report  for  work. 
Jack  carried  home  her  l)!ack  kimono  aj.  on,  the  extra 
pair  of  emergency  rul)hers  and  umbrella  that  had 
stood  for  so  long  at  her  case  and  the  corner  of  the 
wall. 

Sh(>  gradually  dropjx-d  out  of  church  society; 
she  attended  but  one  lawn  party.  Jack  went  around 
with  a  worried  look  and  sought  every  opportunity 
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«.r  running'  up  ..vrr-lim.-  for  ;.  n;is,,i,  ,,(|„'r  lli.m 
I  lie  (T<'(lil()f\  moral  claiiiH  upon  Jii.«s  .>,lt'n<lcr  pay 
('(ivrlo[)('. 

July  •Mirlli  oamc  with  i(s  unholy  rack.l  iti  the 
f,'ray  of  fhc  morning,'  and  its  paradi-  at  fen  oMock, 
ending'  with  fircu(.rk->  in  th.-  vwu.  ^ir  wliidi  Mary 
watched  from  llif  lit  1 1,-  front  p,,r("li  over  tli<-  front 
steps.  F.a/yAu^ru>t  was  uf)on  us.  .\nd  one  day  t  he 
small  A.>5hley  hoy,  who  lived  downstairs  nnd.  r  the 
Purses,  padded  into  the  l)aek  room  in  hi>  hare  f(M-l, 
the  pueker-strin^s  of  his  hlouse  hauj^in^r  .|(,wn  and 
I  his  nose  very  damp.      He  found  Jack  making  up  the 

la.st  ^^•dleys  into  Ihe  front  page. 

"Hey,  Mi.ler  Purse,"  he  announced  evciledly 
so  that  all  the  ,,ffi,v  heard.  "  you  helter  getch<-r 
hat  ami  go  jiome  (^uick.  Somebody's  brouiriit  vou 
ahahy!"  ' 

Jack  went  home  with  a  strange  feeling  in  Ids 
ii<-iirt.  He  hardly  had  Ihe  strength  to  clind)  Ihe 
outside  hack  .stairs.  He  went  in  through  t]ie 
kitdien.  ATrs.  Ashley  was  Ijiere,  and  Mrs.  Polhe:-- 
lon  from  the  next  house  and     -  Doctor  Jolmson. 

"■^our  wife,  son,"  amiounced  Johnson,  rolling 
<h)wn  his  sleeves  as  he  stepped  into  the  li(.meiy 
little  sitting  room  from  the  hedchamlu>r  on  lli(>  east. 
"  -has  just  given  hirth  to  a  whale  of  a  hahy  son  !" 
H<'  stei)ped  before  the  bewildered  young  husband. 
'"You  can't  go  in  there."  the  doctor  d-clared, 
"not  until  you  come  across  with  cigars!  Good 
ones  !   Two  bits  apiece  I" 

Nevertheless,  Jack  went  in. 

A  great  .Vmerican  author  lias  since  declared  that 
there  are  three  earthly  exi)eriences  without  which  no 
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life  is  rotnplt'tc  :  TiOvc.  War,  T*<)V(>rty.  Thrro  is  a 
fourlli.     It  is  tlu'  l)irtli  of  a  chiid. 

Of  all  cvrnis  in  I  he  annals  of  Ininiankintl  this  is 
<i      urcalcst  — life's  essence  and  foundation. 

^\ol)le  sacrifice,  fearless  courage,  indescribable 
agony,  the  triumph  of  the  lo\-e  beside  which  all 
other  loves  are  weak  -ind  whimsical  fantasies  — 
one  little  knows  what  deep  and  sacred  depths  can 
be  plumbed  in  the  fathoms  of  Jniman  character 
u.ntil  he  has  beheld  this  irreat<vst  of  all  nn'racles,  until 
he  has  witnessed  tlie  goin<;'-down  of  a  woman  into 
and  beyond  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Happiness 
to  find  the  Sin<iin,<i;'  Souls  of  tlie  unborn  children, 
entice  a  htfU'  soul  away  by  the  tenderness  of  her 
eyes  and  the  compassion  of  lu>r  arms  —  and  bear 
it  up  the  st(X'ps  and  out  into  the  world  of  earthly 
sunlifi;ht  througli  ttie  pink  and  ji,olden  portals  of 
birth. 

A  man  marries  a  woman.  The  ceremony  lies  in 
the  past.  There  comes  the  return  from  the  honey- 
moon. The  event  is  l»ut  a  few  parajxraj)hs  on  an 
out-of-date  newspaper  pa<,'e  and  to  all  but  their 
relatives  and  a  few  intimate  friends  the  new  home 
stirs  not  a  ripph^  in  the  social  sea  of  great  humanity. 
And  then  —  a  baby  comes  ! 

A  baby  comes  ! 

In  some  side  room  where  curtains  are  drawn, 
footfalls  softened  and  sounds  are  hushed,  a  diminu- 
tive gasping  human  creatiu'e  convulses  spasmodically 
on  a  nurse's  arm.  The  first  breaths  of  earthly  air 
are  burning  like  fir(>  in  its  tiny  lungs.  Its  black  face 
is  slowly  turning  pink.  Its  features  are  becoming 
underslan<lal)le.  Its  fists  are  oi)ening  and  closing, 
its  vocal  chords  are  strengthening,  its  breathing 
regular.     Its  head  is  misshapen,  its  eyes  twisted,  its 
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le^'.s  crooked;  its  pMUM-;il  .•matomioal  <k\si^n  sends  a 
I);nii('  ;liroii<;h  tlie  household,  —  ihrougli  all  l)Ut  a 
relieved  pliysiciau.  a  smiling'  nurse,  a  mother  who 
dimly  knows  that  all  is  well. 

Tliis  is  a  new  human  lilV-  hef^un.     This  is  the  com- 
mencement of  a  soul. 

Gases  may  swirl  out  in  the  seething  immensities 
of  ;  pace,  cool,  form  a  pianet,  —  and  to-morrow  that 
planet  l)e  rolling  cold  and  dead  in  the  infinite  zeros 
of  ether.  Continents  may  he  discovered  and  civili- 
zations estahlislied,  —  hut  the  cycles  of  eternal 
time  speed  onward  and  seas  blot  out  the  one  and 
evolution  ride  down  the  other.  Empires  may  rise 
and  states  may  fiourish,  —  hut  peoples  rise  against 
peoples,  they  go  down  in  the  du.st,  to-morrow  the 
•sands  of  the  eternal  deserts  lie  Jieavily  upon  them. 
Cities  may  become  great,  sliips  may  plow  the  oceans, 
markets  ma\-  teem  with  trade  and  statesmen  rise  to 
glory;  fortunes  may  l)e  made  or  lost  and  men  may 
lose  their  souls  for  ambition  or  th.e  love  of  woman. 
IJut  what  indeed  of  all  these  things  unless  ever  down 
the  ages  comes  the  ine.\haustil)le  Niagara  of  new 
babies.^  How  pale  and  insignificant  do  all  these 
things  which  men  term  great  sink  down  beside  the 
onward  march  of  Jioards  of  children,  watching  as 
they  come  for  mothers'  faces. 

A  baby  comes,  indeed  ! 

Tliere  will  be  days  of  play  and  nights  of  fever 
ahead,  mouths  of  heljilessness,  a  few  brief  years 
of  banging  on  tlu>  table  with  a  spoon  and  ruling 
a  household's  heart.  Tlu-re  will  be  the  time  of 
awkwardness,  —saucer  eyes,  big  knees,  l)ursting 
buttons  and  rending  seams.  There  will  be  times  of 
calf-love  and  seasons  of  heartburn.  There  will  be 
years  of  conceit  unbearable;    })eriods,  too,  of  cruel 
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chiistiscmriil.  Then  it  will  know  rc;il  love  and  tlie 
heginninf,'  of  llic  (lol^follia  of  seeing'  visions  and 
dreaming'  dreams.  Sorrow  and  tragedy  and  dis- 
apponitnicnl  will  he  its  portion.  And  tlu-n,  far,  far 
ahead  —  sonu'wlu're  down  tJie  dim  corridors  of  saner, 
cooler,  finer  years  —  may  conu>  to  a  brief  decade  of 
real  usefnlness,  to  itself  and  to  the  race. 

And  as  poet  has  sun^'  and  antlior  has  written  from 
tlie  days  wheti  Pandora's  box  was  openerl  and  all 
the  tronl)les  of  the  world  were  loosened  -so  long 
that  only  the  fool  would  claim  the  tliought  for  his 
own — some  one  must  l)e  tender,  faithful,  hopeful, 
ever-patient,  never  discoura^^ed,  always  confident 
through  all  those  years  and  times.  —  the  Some 
One  who  lies  upon  the  bed  —as  John  Purse  looked 
that  day  on  the  wife  of  his  love  lying  uy)on  the  })ed  — 
her  body  w<'t  with  agony,  her  eyes  hollow,  her  cheeks 
haggard,  her  smil(>  a  mask  to  hide  the  pain.  — the 
Some  One  who  reaches  for  tlie  little  reddened  crea- 
ture, lays  it  upon  her  heart  and  soothes  its  jumger 
with  Jier  breast. 

This  is  the  grandeur  and  infinity  of  God  focused 
in  the  instincts  of  a  woman.  This  is  our  genesis 
and  our  decalog.  This  is  our  Vision  of  the  Most 
High,  life's  fourth  experience  —  which  should  come 
first  ! 


It  was  evening.  Jack  was  alone  in  the  room  with 
his  wife  and  the  newly  arrived  baby.  The  two 
women  had  gone  home.  Doclor  Johnson  had 
dei)arted.  j)romising  to  get  a  nurse  over  befon^  mid- 
night. The  little  son  lay  sleeping  on  his  mother's 
arm,  lost  in  flauueh 

"Jack!" 

'*\es,  dear." 
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"I  hopr  he'll  be  a  great  good  man,  —  a  niini.>ter  !" 

"A  man!  You're  figuring  pretty  far  ahead, 
Mary.  Let's  raise  him  to  be  a  boy  first.  Til  be 
thankful  when  he  can  talk  !" 

The  man  walked  to  the  window.  Thrusting  his 
iiands  in  his  pockets  he  said  : 

"I  wonder  why  it  is  that  every  woman  wants  her 
hoy  to  be  a  preacher  .*  " 

He  stood  looking  out  into  the  summer  night  and 
the  street  lamps  beginning  to  sprinkle  the  dusk. 
And  after  a  time  she  replied  : 

"I  guess  it  must  be  because  preachers  are  supposed 
to  represent  all  that's  finest  and  best  in  manhood." 
But  in  her  heart  she  knew  it  was  more  than  that. 
Perhaps  one  other  Mary  could  have  framed  the  idea 
in  words  twenty  centuries  ago. 

"I'll  be  thankful  if  he  grows  up  to  be  anything,  — 
so  long  as  it  isn't  a  newspaperman  !" 

Sam  came  over  around  eight  o'clock,  bringing  the 
paper.  When  he  had  seen  the  new  baby,  spoken 
gently  to  the  inert  woman,  and  gone.  Jack  came  into 
the  bedroom  with  the  newspaper  in  one  hand  and  a 
dinnned  light  in  the  other.  He  gave  Mary  the 
mght's  Telegraph  properly  folded  to  the  designated 
place.  Then  he  lield  the  lamp,  turning  it  up  momen- 
tarily to  give  her  the  illumination  to  read  : 

Last  Miniate  News  ! 

Born  —  To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Purse  of  Pleasant 
Street,  this  afternoon,  a  son,  weight  eight  and  three- 
quarter  pounds.     Congratulations ! 


CHAPTER   ITI 

iMiBR  Tri'max  pays  Mary  a  ^'rsir  ix  TIer  Trxk- 
MiONT  lIo.MK  Tin;  KiHsT  OF  TiiUKi:  Visits 
THAT  She  kvi:i{  i'a^s  i\  IIkr  "('AHi:r;R'\  at 
WHICH  "a  Plioasaxi'  Ti.Mi:  is  xot  had  hv  all." 


EvKX  th'.^  most  realistic  story  of  married  life 
drags  after  a  lime  if  tlie  attempt  is  made  to  chronicle 
tlie  thousand  and  one  situations  and  stru^T^les  and 
sacrifices  and  anticipations  and  lieart-hoj)es  of  the 
days  and  the  months  and  the  years.  And  as  the 
greatest  part  of  Mary  Purse's  story  is  Ihv  last  y)art, 
we  can  turn  the  pages  of  the  files  liere  in  great 
handfuls  down  through  the  Eighties  —  aft(T  a  passing 
reference  to  one  or  lw<i  situations  that  stand  out  in 
high  light  after  the  new  hahy  came. 

We  didn't  see  much  of  Mary  after  the  first 
youngster  arrived.  Xow  and  then  one  of  us  in  the 
office  would  meet  lier  pushing  a  rather  noisy  hahy 
carriage  with  wooden  wheels  and  steel  tires  along 
the  village  streets  of  a  pleasant  afternoon,  i)erhaps 
idling  along  the  AFain  Street  windows  and  pausing 
to  gaze  wistfully  into  them,  working  the  carriage 
forward  and  backward  to  keep  'I'homas  Joshua 
Purse  from  riling  up  the  entire  husiness  section. 
We  tof)k  note  of  the  xcry  plain  clothes  and  how  the 
.sleeves  of  her  jacket  were  always  just  out  of  fashion. 
Her  hat  would  he  pinned  !oo  far  hack  on  her  head. 
Her  ruhhers  would  he  sewed  neatly  enough  with  a 
t)lack  lliread  where  tlie  sliocii  had  Ijrokcii  tiirough. 
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Rut  licr  faro,  despite  the  fine  line?  of  care  and 
lal)()r  tliat  were  he^'iniiing  to  come  and  wliich  were 
indeed  changing'  lier  from  a  ^'irl  into  a  woman,  was 
still  pretty.  And  wJien  any  one.  even  strangers, 
stopped,  as  fussy  old  ladies  sometimes  will,  or  tooth- 
less gentl(Mnen  carrying  canes,  to  comment  on  the 
size  and  liealth  of  the  lusty  youngster  in  tlie  carriage, 
there  was  a  pathetic  pride  wlncli  seemed  to  defy 
the  town  and  the  world. 

Tlien  one  day  M\h\}  stood  on  the  front  porch 
wlien  Mary  went  down  to  answer  tlie  l)ell.  She 
was  overfed,  over-dressed,  over-masseured. 

'\\ell,  '  said  she,  tlie  condescension  in  her  voice 
not  to  he  mistaken,  "Eve  com<'  to  see  your  hahy  !" 

Mary  was  dressed  in  a  cheap  wrapper,  her  hreast 
was  decorated  witli  safety  pins,  the  apron  gathered 
in  a  quick  roll  at  her  waist.  It  was  blotched  where 
Thomas  Joslnia  Purse  had  five  mimites  before  upset 
a  disli  of  syruj)  upon  her  and  she  had  no  other  to 
wear  until  morning.  She  remem1)ered  that  the 
j)arlor  curtains  were  in  the  wash  and  tlie  front 
room  l()oke<l  barren  as  a  small  barn  without  them; 
that  the  sitting  room  was  strewn  with  toys,  carelessly 
wrt>cked  trains  of  cast-iron  cars  and  picture  l)locks 
whicJi  wer(>  ideal  when  one  had  an  ankle  he  wished 
to  turn  and  make  useless  for  a  week.  Half  her 
\^<'ek"s  dry-wasli  was  strewn  about  the  same  room 
wliere  she  had  been  sprinkling  when  the  bell  rang. 
Yet  she  could  not  refns(>  Mil)b  entrance.  Riting  her 
lip,  Mary  tried  to  smile  and  invited  the  other  ujystairs. 

"I  su])j)os(>  I  ought  to  have  called  on  you  before," 
declared  Mil)b,  "but  Eve  been  so  busy  getting  the 
Holland  house  properly  furnished,  with  AFania  having 
.^t'  iiiaiiv  eoiiiiaiN  ideas  wjiicii  slie  simply  must 
have  carried  out,  and  tJiere's  been  so  much  to  sec  to 
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since  Herbert '.s  father  passed  away"  —  (and  Mibb 
siglied  wonderfidly  well)  — "that  I  haven't  liad  the 
chance  to  tiiink  al)()nt  anybody.  My !—  what  a 
little  Jiouse  !     And  do  \()u  livt>  in  these  three  rooms  ?"' 

"Yes,"  replied  Mary  ({uietlx,  "we  li\-e  here,  the 
three  of  ns  —  a  room  apiece  !"  she  langhed  —  "and 
find  ourselves  (|uile  comfortable." 

"Well,  I  declare.  I  couldn't  >tand  it.  I  nnist 
have  space.  Oidy  yesterday  I  was  telling  Herbert 
that  we  nuist  tear  out  the  wall  on  the  north  room  of 
the  library  before  the  contractors  called  the  re- 
building fim'shed  and  make  that  room  larger.  I 
can't  bear  to  be  cramjjcd.  Large  rooms  and  j)leidy 
of  them  is  my  motto.     And  what's  this.*" 

"This,"  replied  ^Liry,  wheeling  the  carriage  with 
the  coarse  wooden  wheels  o\-er,  "is  Tonnny  Josliua 
Purse,  age  eight  months  and  tifteen  days." 

"My  stars  !     What's  the  matter  with  him  ?" 

With  a  startled  turn  ALiry  herd  over  the  carriage. 
She  inventoried  the  contents  with  puzzled  anxiety. 

"WTiy,  nothing,"  she  declared. 

"But  he's  so  small  and  so  red.  Goodness  gracious  ! 
He  looks  like  a  worm  !" 

"He  will  recover,  T  dare  say,  by  the  time  he  dons 
long  trousers." 

"Mercy!  I  hope  so.  It  would  be  awful  to  have 
a  son  in  long  trousers  looking  like  a  worm.  To  what 
college  are  you  plamn'ng  to  send  him.*" 

Mibb  det(>cted  irony  and  subtle  sarcasm  in  ]\Lary*s 
reply.  Her  ((uestion  was  a  sally  in  kind.  But  there 
was  notliing  but  deadly  seriousness  in  the  mother's 
reply  as  she  said:  "We  were  thinking  of  Dart- 
moulli;  my  own  father  graduated  from  there,  you 
know." 

"No;    1  didn't  know   your  father  was  a  college 
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mail,"  said  Mihh  hlankly.  "I  always  Ihoii^'lif  of 
SiU'iif  Wlicclcr  as  your  father.  It's  fnu'cr  your 
inollu'r  chose  lo  marry  liitu  after  first  m-irryiiig  a 
I)artm(ni|]i  man." 

"Sh(>  was  left  with  a  httle  child,  without  insurance, 
and  kiiowiii.,'  no  l.iisine»  witli  which  to  support 
herself.  All  she  could  do  was  keep  house.  There 
was  no  alternative.  She  acce[)l cd  Mr.  Wheeler, 
I  hulking'  to  '/ivr  nie  a  home.  Poor  mother.  I 
wish  —  she  could  see  my  hahy  !" 

Tliis  last  was  somehow  llie  sudden  wistful  heart- 
cry  of  a  little  ^'irl. 

^Iil)b  was  inicomfortahle.  She  leaned  over  the 
carriaj,'e  and  {)oked  Thomas  .Joshua  a  couple  of  times 
uith  a  still"  forefin^'er,  -  as  old  ladies  sometimes 
poke  at  prospective  pot-roasts  at  tlie  butcher's. 
^"Plpi^^t" —  don't  !"  cried  M;«ry  hurriedly. 
"You'll  awake  lu'm  and  I've  just  rocked  him  to 
sleep."  IJut  Thomas  -Joshua  stirred  and  stretched 
and  opened  Jn"s  eyes  and  his  mouth,  and  great  and 
terrible  was  his  sudden  lamentation.  Alary  lifted 
him  in  her  arms. 

"He  must  be  an  awful  aggravation  at  times  — 
bawling  like  tliat." 

Alary  smiled  sadly.  She  laid  her  lips  for  a  moment 
on  the  downy  little  head  where  an  artery  was  throb- 
bing. 

"Aggravation.^  Poor  Mabel,  what  a  lonesome 
unhappy  tiine  you  nnist  be  having!" 

"Lonesome!  Unliajjpy  !  Just  because  I  haven't 
got  a  —  a  —  a  —  worm  .^"  Alibb  laughed.  "I 
should  say  not.  Ev(>ry  woman  lias  got  a  right  to 
hapj)iness  —  in  her  own  way." 


les,     agreed  Mary,  "everv 


woman  has  a  ri 
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happiness  in  her  own  way."     She  looked  at  the  other 
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in  her  cxquisiU"  hhick  .•silk  wifli  llic  out-steel  huttons 
and  I  lie  piiiiiers  Mtnl  llie  piiMs  mikI  the  oxcrskirls 
and  the  rare  niching'  ;il  the  throat  and  the  ^aiidy 
jewelry  on  her  {iKir.ielerless  fin^^-rs.  "Soine  day, 
JMihh,"  she  said,  "yon  will  he  Morry." 

"Sorry  for  what  ?" 

"Sorry  for  wjiat  yon  told  Herbert  on  this  same 
snhjeet  last  Snnday  afternoon." 

"What  do  yon  know  al>oul  that?" 

"Herbert  came  o\'er  here  Snnday  evem"i\^  —  to 
.see  Jack  and  I  and  Tliomas  Joshiia.  He  find  Thomas 
Joslina  ronipe*!  on  the  ca.pet  for  a  hah"  hour.  After 
we'd  ^ot  Joslnia  away  to  bed  and  we  sal  talklii;,' 
about  the  future.  Herb  broke  down  and  cried  like  a 
Tuotherless  Httle  l)o\-  and  -  told  nie  —  us!  —  all 
about  it." 

"This,"  said  Mibb.  arising'  coldly,  "is  as  enlight- 
ening as  it  is  tli.sgustin.tr.  Herb  -~  going  around  — 
peddling   tales  of  our  pri\acies  —  to   the   neighbors 


"The  fault  is  yours,  Mabel.  You  sliouldn't  give 
him  cause." 

"He  had  y)robab,ly  been  drinking." 

"Yes,  a  little  bit.  It  madi'  me  feel  very  badly. 
I've  been  thinking  about  it  all  the  week  " 

"Indeed!  How  many  mi'ii  do  you  re(iuire  —  to 
feel  badly  for  .^  I  should  think  the  mes.s  you've 
made  marrying  a  wage-slave  like  Jack  Purse  who 
can't  provide  you  with  a  home  bigger  than  a  doll 
house  and  the  whole  proposition  saddled  with  debt 
—  would  be  quite  sufficient." 

"Herbert  and  I  W(>re  (|uit(>  good  friends  for  a 
long  time  before  he  married  you,  ^[al)el." 

"But  not  good  frieiidb  enough  so  that  he  asked 
you  to  be  his  wife."' 
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"I  iH\<'r  UMiilcd  -  lo  he  his  wife."  Slu>  said  it 
.>lo\vly,  woikIciiii^'  il'  slic  ucrc  Idling,'  a  I'iiKcliood. 

"Ht'caiisc  yoii  ii('\<r  stood  a  chance.  You  know 
tlic  story  al)out  the  fox  and  tli(>  f,'rapes." 

In  the  \-oice  of  a  ladv,  Marv  replied  : 

"  Herbert  has  been  h'ke  a  brother.  In  fact,  I 
renieniber  very  (h'stinctly  tlie  time  and  situation 
when  lie  asked  if  he  ini<,dit  consider  me  as  a  sister." 

"All  of  which  is  as  annisin^'  as  it  is  ilhnninating." 
The  Henderson  ••irl  affected  a  fine  superiority.  Then 
her  mood  chanj^cd.  With  a  deadly  expression  of 
cheap-charactered  l)ad  lem[)er,  she  snai)pe(l  :  "But 
if  he  thinks  he's  got  licei.se  to  peddle  our  domestic 
differences  all  over  Pari>  ju>t  because  I'm  too  wise 
to  tie  myself  down  to  a  brace  of  night -stjualling 
sour-smelling  brats,  he's  going  to  find  he's  started 
something  he'll  havi-  a  warm  time  to  finish."  She 
gathered  up  her  finery  and  made  ready  to  depart. 
"I  wouldn't  have  a  young  one  for  a  million  dollars  I" 

"And  I  wish  I  could  have  a  dozen  and  I'd  pay  a 
million  dollars  for  each  one." 

"Yen  always  were  a  mopey,  sentimental  little 
fool.     I'm  sure  you're  welcome  to  your  worms  !" 

"You  don't  know,  Mibb  — " 

"Yes,  I  do  know.  That's  where  I'm  wise." 
She  made  a  significant  gesture  at  Mary  Purse. 
"Look  what  they  do  to  you.  They  keep  you  poor. 
Tliey  twist  you  out  of  shape  with  })ain  and  work. 
They  take  the  girlhood  out  of  your  face  and  your 
eyes,  they  tie youal  home,  they  break  your  heart  — " 

Mary's  eyes  fused  tears. 

"Perhaps,  Mibb,  it's  just  as  well  after  all  that  you 
have  none.  They  keep  you  poor  —  financially  — 
maybe.  Tiiey  twist  you  out  of  shaj)e  with  pain  and 
work,  perhaps.     They  take  away  your  girlliood  and 
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kocf)  ,\  (HI  ;il  Ikiiiic  T  .'Hiriiil  il.  |{iil  .in  lor  lirc.ikin^ 
your  licarl  _\(iu  don't  know  wli.il  il  is  lo  li.ivf  ;i 
h<'<irt  unlil        until 

'"I'liis  is  hiin.i!  iind  (li-«J,'n^t inj;." 

"Some  diiy,  Mihl).  I  think  yon  will  he  wry,  very 
sorry." 

"I'ln  willin;,'  to  fake  my  clianccs.  I'd  like  a 
j)]ioto^rapli  of  you  and  tnr  stood  u()  side  hy  side 
thirty  years  from  to-day.  Il  ini^lit  tell  an  inter- 
esting story." 

"Yes,"  agreed  Mary,  "il  miyfht." 

"I  came  up  here  in  all  j^ood  friendship  lo  s(M'  your 
hahy.  I  ha\('  to  listen  lo  a  sermon  about  that 
inoth-<'aten  theory  that  woman's  plaee  is  in  the 
home  saerifieinj,'  herself  for  race  propa<,'ation.  I 
won't  bother  y(»u  a<,'ain.  We  think  diff(>rently. 
You're  old-fashionetl.  ^'onr  lire>ide-aiid-faniily 
notions  are  f^oin*;  out  of  date.  There's  a  new  day 
dawning  for  women  and  I'm  not  staying;  in  my 
house  and  pullinj;  down  my  curtains  and  refusing 
to  see  the  sunris(>.  A  woman  has  the  right  lo 
happiness ;  she  has  the  privilege  of  li\'ing  her  own 
life  in  lier  own  way  as  much  as  a  man.  I  intend  to 
have  my  day  of  happiness  -  after  wliat  I've  come 
up  from  and  what  Vvo  enthired.  I  intend  to  (h'c- 
tate  wliat  my  life  shall  be  in  my  own  way.  Tell 
Herbert  that,  the  next  time  he  comes  around  here 
to  see  his  sister    -" 

"After  what  you've  come  u|>  from,  and  what 
you've  endured  !  OAFabell"  Afary  siglied.  "Some 
day  you  may  realize  that  there's  such  a  thing  as 
happiness  that  comes  from  not  dictating  what  our 
lives  shall  be,  but  in  putting  the  b(\st  side  out  and 
making  liie  uiosl  oi  iiMii^>  ni  an_\  ami  aii  .sUiuilions 
in   which   we   find   ourseh(vs.     I'm   not    at    all   con- 
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viiircd    that    pcof)!.-    who  .|i(li,|r    ||„.ir  own    lives   i,i 
I  heir  (.wn   \v;iy  iiiv  M;ij)i)irs| .      Tlu.l    \v;iy  lies  .selfish- 
ness,     [t  seems  to  nie  thiif  in  I  he  cjisr'of  ;.  woman. 
sfru^'^'Iinj,'    out    of    poverty,    l.eiu^r    iwisf.-d    out    of 
.shape  with  pain  and  work,  losing'  her  girlhood,  being 
tifd    at    home    heeause    of    hahies    -  in    sjiort,    the 
saerifiee   of   herself   for   others   and   especially    little 
children,  all  comes   under   the   head   of  th.-  "hi|,'hest 
.sort    of  .service   one  can    render   the   world   and    the 
fello\y-f()Ik   in    it.      How   about    it.    Mabel?     And    if 
there '.s  a  'new  day  dawning'  as  you  seem  to  think, 
if'.s  the  day  when  service  is  going  to  be  ."lorified,  and 
generosity  and  gentleness  and  self-sacrifice  for  others 
considered  the  things  in  life  really  worth  while.     I'm 
not  at  all  impnvssed.  Mibf),  that  you've  read  or  are 
reading  correctly  the  signs  of  the  times." 

"More  sermonizing!"  snapped  Mibb.  "Good- 
i)y.  Alary  Purse!  Both  of  us  nuiy  have  had  a 
common  girlhood  and  worked  side  by  side  at  a  type 
case.  But  beyond  that,  we  have  nothing  in  common 
and  a.s  for  me  I  am  perfectly  willing  right  here  that 
our  friend.slu"p  shouhl  end." 

^^ilh  a  sad  face  Mary  laid  Thomas  Joshua  in  his 
carriage  and  started  to  show  Mibb  the  way  down- 
stairs. 

"You  really  needn't  trouble  yourself."  Mabel 
Truman  turned  at  the  door.  "I'll  meet  you  thirty 
years  from  to-day,  Mary  Wood,  and"  compare 
results!" 

Mary  did  not  return  at  once  to  tlie  sprinkling  of 

1km-  clothes.     After  the  rich  woman  had  gone  and 

the  little  sitting  room  was  (|uiet,  she  lifted  Thoma.s 

Joshua  in  her  arms  and  sat  for  a  long  time  by  the 
T,.i'».i ;.,  ii-  . 1  •         1         1      ,  .         .  .  ' 

r- ::;u-o.-.-.    :;;   ;  ue  LiaCKiiig  rucKOJ  ,   UJukUlg  (iown  thrOUgh 

the    breeze-wafted     muslin     curtains    on     to    Mrs. 
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Ashley's  side  flower  \hh\s.  Thomas  Joshua  went  to 
sleep.  Half  an  hour  aft<  rward,  when  it  was  entirely 
unnecessary,  she  slarkd  huniining  a  lullat)y. 

When  Jack  came  home,  Mary  said  : 

"Mihh  Truman  was  lure  this  afternoon.  She 
came  to  see  Thomas  Joshua." 

"What  did  she  thirk  of  i.im.'>"  asked  Jack. 

"She  called  him  a  worm  !" 

"So  lon^'  as  Thomas  Joshua  doesn't  turn  out  a 
bookworm  or  a  news})ap;'r-office  ^rnb,  I'm  satis- 
fied," the  husband  declared.  He  was  glum  because 
thinjfs  had  not  gone  right  in  the  l)ack  room  that 
afternoon  and  he  was  worrying  about  the  bills. 

"I've  told  you."  commented  Mai^,  (luietly,  after 
transferring  a  sizzling  griddle  of  fried  something 
from  the  stove  to  the  table.  " — that  our  Thomas 
Joshua  is  going  to  be  a  })reacher.' 

"Don't  set  your  heart  on  it  too  strongly. 
Preachers  get  paid  even  worse  than  newspapermen." 

They  were  eating  suj^jxt  across  a  corner  of  the 
homemade  kitchen  table,  Thomas  Joshua  —  a  future 
pastor  —  dining  off  the  paint  on  a  huge  Noah's 
Ark,  the  gift  of  "Uncle  Herbert",  when  the  doorbell 
rang.  Jack  went  down  tt)  the  front  door.  In  a 
moment  he  had  returned  and  his  face  was  serious. 

"It  was  Judge  Farmer's  little  boy.  He  says  his 
father  wants  to  see  you  and  me  at  his  office  to-night 
at  eight  o'clock." 

"Me!"  Mary's  face  paled.  ^ 

"On  some  kind  of  business." 

Again  th(>  friglit  of  "law"  and  "business"  slabbed 
into  the  young  mollu-r's  heart. 

"What  can  Judge  Farmer  possibly  want  of  you 
and  —  mer*" 


THE   GREATER   GLORY 


181 


"I  don't  know.  Judge  FarnK'r\s  little  boy  didn't 
know." 

"I  can't  go.  There's  no  one  to  look  after  Thomas 
Joshua  !" 

''Maybe  Mrs.  Ashley  will  come  uj)  for  an  hour." 


a 
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CHAPTER   IV 

Ix  WHICH  A  LoxG  Lam:  TrHNs  .rrsT  a  Littlk  Bit 
AN'D  Tin-;x  RESUMES  Ith,  ('(jlrse  again  away  to 
THE  Horizon. 


Over  thirty  years  h-tvc  pnsscd  since  that  evening. 
To-day  Jud^^e  Farmer  is  a  tall,  <,n-iiii.  l)i^'-l)t)ned 
Verinonter  with  a  Mark-Twain  liead  of  hair,  a  hawk- 
like nose  containing'  a  niole  famous  in  tliree  States, 
and  a  pair  of  enormous  or.iy  moustaclies  which  fall 
below  his  chin  like  the  lusks  on  a  walrus.  He  is  a 
dean  of  the  Paris  County  Bar,  president  of  the 
People's  National  Bank  and  director  in  half  a  dozen 
biff  corporations.  But  this  ni-jhl  back  in  the 
Ei^dities  lie  was  a  risinj,'  yoniii-'  attorney  who  was 
somewhat  ceremonious  with  llu>  consciousness  of  a 
recent  jud^'eship  and  an  iiiereasin<,'  law  j)ractice 
anion-,'  the  "best  i)e(>i)ie."'  His  wavy  black  hair 
was  scru])ulously  barben-d  and  shining  with  bay 
rum,  he  wore  a  choice  set  of  the  black  "side  li^dit  " 
whiskers  of  the  period  and  a  t  i^ht-fi!  ting  suit  of 
black  broadcloth  reputed  to  cost  more  money  than 
any  other  combination  of  male  attire  in  Paris  county. 

Jack  and  Mary  climbed  the  stairs  to  his  office  in 

the  southwest  corner  of  I  he  old  Hawkins  block  with 

misgiviu<,'s   amounfiuy  almost    to   panic.      It    meant 

soniething   in   those  days   to  be   "summoned"   to  a 

lawyer's  office  in   tiie  eveiiiny  ! 

The  young  Judge  was  busy  witli  his  law  books 
ji«    ilw.   «..iii..l,.   ..Ill,, .-../I       II,,    ..!.,>...    ,.,...,.    ,i;.,.,:i:.,.n.. 
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and  tiiotiotu'd  tliciii  mlo  tlic  side  room  doniinjifcd 
l)y  ;i  life-sized  i)rint  of  Diiiiiel  Welister.  Tliey  went 
in  and  took  seats  on  the  extreme  ed<fe  of  chairs. 

At  len<,'th  Amos  Fjirnnf  came  in.  carr\in^-  an 
enveIo])<>  of  oininons  length  hich  lie  laid  down  on 
the  f;re«'n  haize  table.  lie  adjnsted  a  swivel  chair 
for    his    lon<;'    ricldy-clad    le<i's    and    seated    him>elf 

_  f,'ravely.  Ii<ihtin<i;  a  ci<,'ar  with  tlie  nicety  of  a  i)riest 

I         kindling  a  sacred  altar  fir-'. 

"I  hope/'  falt(>red  ^[ary.  "yon  liaven't  called  ns 
down  on  acconnt  of  liad  news." 

"Yes  and  no,"  replied  the  JndiiC  ckariiiij  ]n"s 
throat.  Which  only  made  the  young  man  and 
woman  the  more  nneasy. 

Jack  wet  his  lips.  Mary  gripptnl  the  chair-arms. 
Farmer  picked  up  the  long  envelope  and  emptied  it 
of  papers.  He  uid'olded  and  smoothed  them  on  In's 
knee.  'J'hey  looked  to  Jack  like  business  letters  and 
let  ler-j)ress  replie.-,. 

The  Judge  loved  effect  in  those  days.  Xo  one 
cares  less  for  it  at  present. 

"Mrs.  Purse,"  he  demanded.  '"  wlu-re  were  you 
lii)rn  y 

"In  Foxhoro  Center    -  in  Sixty-one." 

"And  your  parents  ?" 

"Afy  father  was  Frederick  Wood.  My  mother's 
name  before  her  marriage  was  Sarah  Talmadge." 

"Ah.  yes.     Precisel,\-.     (lood.     \'ery  goorl." 

The  Judge  stroked  his  >ilky  black  whiskers.  He 
continued  : 

"I  wish  [o  corroboratt"  cerlaiti.  ah.  details  in  your 
genealogy,     ("an     von     tell     me    anvihiny    of    vour 


1  t  J  H    I      ,.-'      I  »  »  I  V    t  H    tl  I  .-^ 


He  was  the  son  of  Hel>i()n  Wood  who  settled  in 
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Bryant  township  '  in  Eij^'lifccti-lliiit  y.  His  ^^rand- 
fallicr  was  Micali  Wood  who  I'ougJit  in  the  Battle 
of  Bennington  — -" 

"Tliat  is  goinj,'  hack  far  enough.  Now  about  your 
own  grandfather's  family;  about  Ilebion  Wood. 
Whom  did  he  marry.'*" 

"Grandma  Wood's  name  before  she  met  Grandpa 
was  Talmadge.     I  think  her  first  name  was  Matilda." 

"Yt'S.  Anil  Matilda  Talmadg*'  and  Ilebion  W'ood 
had  how  many  children.^" 

"Four,  Judge  Farmer.  One  died  while  a  baby 
and  is  I)uried  beside  Grandpa  and  Grandma  in  the 
family  lot  at  the  Center.  There  were  two  boys, 
my  uncles,  —  Adam  and  Josiah.  Adam  went  to 
Kansas  just  after  the  war  and  was  killed  by  the 
Indians ;  Josiah  went  out  to  Indiana  and  later  we 
heard  he  was  in  some  kind  of  business  in  Chicago. 
He's  living  there  now,  I  think.  T  never  saw  him. 
Mother  was  the  youngest,  born  while  Grantlpa  and 
Grandma  lived  for  a  time  on  the  Holbrook  place 
over  to  ]Merrittsville  — " 

"  There  were  no  children  by  your  Uncle  Adam  ? 
Are  you  positive?" 

"We  never  heard  of  Uncle  Adam  being  married." 

"And  Josiah  .5" 

"Mother  said  none  of  the  family  heard  from  him 
much  after  he  went  West.  There  was  some  trouble 
between  him  and  his  father.  I  think." 

"Ah,  yes.  Good.  Very  good.  Excellent.  Just 
as  I  wrote  them." 

"W^rotcwho?" 

The  Judge  ignored  the  question.     It  was  all  part 

of  his  legal  "ceremony."     As  judge  of  probate,  he 

iiew  aii   ui   inis   iiut    iuso  cis   j)ari   oi   wis    mw     lor 

efTect,    he    had    called     upon     the     woman    to   go 
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ilirou^'li  it  to  add  to  (he  niystory  and  import  of  the 
proceediii^'. 

"I  understand  you  had  a  hall'-hrotlier  who  was 
amply  taken  eare  of  hy  your  -stepfatlier's  denn'.-,e." 

"Wliy,  Jnd<,'e,  you  know  all  about  that.  You 
handled  it  ^-ourself.  Rut  I  wouldn't  call  it  he  was 
'amply'  taken  care  of.  You  know  tiie  hou.se  didn't 
bring  a  buyer  on  account  of  its  reputation  —  what 
Pa  Wheeler  did  —  and  the  bank  took  it  for  the 
mortgage.     It  hasn't  been  sold  yet,  has  it?" 

"No,"  Far:ner  answered.  "Rut  to  get  back  to 
your  half-brother  and  your  innnediate  family  :  There 
were  no  otlier  children  but  you  and  Arthur.^" 

"Why  certainly  not!" 

"Tiien  I  lake  it  that  oufsid(>  of  any  olTspring  which 
your  Uncle  Josiali  might  have  left  in  the  West,  you 
are  the  only  living  representative  of  the  Hebion 
Woods.*" 

"I  guess  I  am,  Mr.  Farmer." 

"Good.     Very  good.     Ah.  excellent." 

"What  lias  happened,  Judge?  What  is  all  this 
about  ?  " 

"Two  months  ago,"  declared  the  Judge,  "I 
received  a  letter  from  Pitts,  Huling,  Donovan  and 
Wiley,  —  a  firm  of  attorneys  in  Chicago.  You 
asked  me  a  moment  ago  if  the  news  I  had  for  you 
was  bad.  In  one  respect  it  is,  although  I  presume 
the  relationship  is  so  far  removed  that  it  will  not 
seriously  griev(>  you.  The  fact  is,  Mrs.  Purse,  your 
Uncle  Josiah  of  Chicago  has  passed  away." 

Mary  sat  searching  the  young  lawyer's  face  with 
frightened  eyes. 

"He  died  oome  time  since,  at  what  date  I  am  not 
iniormed.  i  wo  months  ago,  I  say,  I  received  a 
letter  from  the  mentioned  firm  of  attorneys  request- 
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Iiitr  rcrfaln  fjicts  ri'fxardiiif;  llif  <'\isl»Micf  of  any  meni- 
hers  of  the  Ilehioti  Wood  laiiiilx'  or  ollirr  near 
relatives.  I  replied  consistently  with  liie  facts  you 
have  ju>l  c(jntirnie(l."' 

"Yes,"  Mary  whispered. 

Jack  sat  with  wide-oj)eiied  eyes  arid  lips  apart. 

"I  niighl  say  that  c(jnsi(ieral>le  correspondence 
followed.  I  did  not  inform  you  what  was  in  progress 
foi-  I  did  not  wish  to  rais(>  fal>e  lio|)es  and  hitter 
disappointment.  Thini^'s  have  ecMiie  to  the  point 
where  your  sif^natnre  is  re(|uired  to  certain  afHdavits 
and  other  documents  and  ihen^fore 

"My  signature  i>  nec«'s>ary  to  documents?  What, 
do  you  mean  'l 

"In  some  aspects  of  the  case  I  am  as  nnich  in  the 
dark  as  your-clf.  From  i)rescnt  indicatioii>.  how- 
ever. I  .jud.ii:e  it  sale  lo  as>ert  that  you  are  al)out  to 
inherit   eitlier  money  or  property.'" 

"I  — am        ahoul         to  -     inherit    -   " 

"The  amount  of  thi>  money  or  the  value  of  this 
propi'rty  has  not  been  disclosed  to  me.  I  have  been 
relainetl  liy  I'itls.  IluliiiiX.  Dotun'an  and  Wiley  lo 
look  up  the  po>sil)le  heirs  of  Josi.ih  Wood  here  in 
^'ermonl.  I'rom  certain  things  in  ilu'  correspond- 
ence I  do  not  think  your  mother's  hrcjther  died 
worth  a  \-ery  yreat  amount.  Hut  >.()  far  as  I  can 
iudire.  regardless  of  what  it  includes,  you  are  the  only 
heneliciary  — '"' 

"^Ou  mi-an  somebody's  dicHJ  and  left  Jack  and 
me  nioiH-jiY  " 

"In  popular  parlance.  I  believe  such  to  have  been 
the  ca><e.  Of  course,  it  will  take  some  little  time 
vel  to  scitjr  I  he  man's  estate  completely  and  before 
anylhinu'  lauijible  is  forthcomiiii,'.  .\Iso  there  will 
prol)al)ly  be  the  settlement   fees  to  come  out  of  the 
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sum.  I  would  advice  a^'aiii>t  any  tco  iiuicli  opti- 
mism at  pri'sciil.  Hut  from  now  ori  I  vvill  keep  yoii 
informed  of  the  propin  ss  of  the  case  and  do  all  I  can 
to  facilitate  the  sett jeinent."' 

'Idle  jud^e  laid  his  ei<^ar  on  the  c(\j:^c  of  the  table, 
found  the  j)roj)er  pa])ers  fro;  ■  among  the  sheaf, 
separated  them  and  si)read  them  out  before  him. 
He  li  ted  the  top  of  a  big  bion/e  ink-well  and  di[)pe(l 
in  a  pen. 

"If  you  will  sign  these  affidavits,  Mrs.  Purse, 
here  on  the  lines  I  have  iiulicated.  w<'  will  not  pro- 
long \our  vi.>it  here  anv  more  than  is  necessary." 


I 


It  was  a  (juarler  to  nine  when  the  girl  and  her 
husband  reaclu'd  the  sidewalk.  They  (urUv^d  the 
corner  by  the  bank,  went  up  Ma{)le  Street  and 
toward  Pleasant. 

"Jack."  whispered  the  girl  fear^'ully,  "it's  —  it's 
a  dream  !  Jack,  who  would  have  thought  that  help 
would  come  to  us  from  such  a  (puirter.  Jack! 
What's  the  matter.^     Aren't  you  glad?" 

"For  your  sake,  yes.     For  my  sake  —  no  !  " 

"Why  not?" 

"If  it's  a  lot  of  money,  I  couldn't  think  of  b(>Ing 
a  male  'Mabel-Henderson.'     If  it's  oidy  a  little  — " 

"Isn't  all  that's  vours  mine  too,  Jack?" 

"Certainly,  dear." 

"Then  why  isn't  all  that's  mine  —  yours?" 

"It'.s  —  diifereut !"  he  choked. 


CHAPTER   V 

Tiiro  I.vevitahle:  Hai  pkns  as  Wi;  may  have  sur- 
MisKi)  F]{(n\  Tin:  Staut  —  and  Oiu  Litti.i:  Town 
OF    Pahis    knows    the    1Ii:ndek!son     (jihl    no 

LONGEU. 


Mrnn  W(>nt  to  IIcTbcrfs  offirr  on  River  Street 
tlireetly  from  the  Purse  Ikmisc.  Bnd  M;;llier.son 
told  lier  that  Ilerh  liail  ^'oiie  home  to  harness  Mon- 
day-Washing' and  drive  over  to  Center  Foxhoro  on 
husiness.  Mih!)  went  l)aek  to  the  IloUand  place 
and  I'ound  her  hnshand  in  the  l)i<r  ivy-covered  harn, 
cnrryin^'  off  the  little  hlaek  mare  himself.  He  never 
allowed  any  other  person  but  his  wife  to  c;Te  for 
or  drive  th(>  animal. 

SoiiK^how  Herl)  liad  f^rown  old.  Only  yesterday 
he  had  been  hut  a  lat,  sportive,  j^'ood-natured  hoy, 
—  easy-^U)in<?.  affable,  but  with  a  certain  pathos 
about  his  well-meant  clumsin<>ss.  Since  the  un- 
happy ending'  to  his  love  affair  his  marriaj^e  with 
spitfire,  irresponsible  Mabel,  the  constant  friction 
between  his  mother  and  his  motluT-in-law,  the  death 
of  his  father,  the  unsuccessful  accession  to  the  place 
his  father  had  filled  so  profitably  in  the  town's  busi- 
ness life  anfi  the  untimely  demise  of  one  mammoth 
bulldog',  l)y  name  Cardinal  Wolsey.  from  ealiuf;  food 
covered  with  rat  poison  -  sinci'  his  life  had  been 
shadowcfl  by  all  these  things.  Herb  had  become  a 
ini(l(iie-ag<ni  man  almost  in  a  twelvemonth.  The 
cowlick  which  for  years  had  been  a  county  joke  was 
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not  .so  ohslrcjMTOu.s  as  formerly,  .it  his  t<'iiipl<\s  a 
few  gray  hairs  were  showiii<,'.  'rh<Te  were  h'nes  in 
his  face  and  his  ey(vs  were  alwa.xs  tired.  Of  late 
it  was  whis])ere(l  around  that  "Ilerlt  ain't  ahle  to 
stand  prosperity  :  lie's  takui'  a  <|uiet  drink  l»y  liini- 
.self  occasionally." 

But  Mahel  cared  nothing  for  the.-«e  things  even 
if  .she  noted  them. 

"I  want  to  know,"  -he  demanded  holly,  coim'ng 
into  the  hig  airy  varnished  interior  of  th<-  harn  where 
Mon(hiy-\Vasiiing  was  hitched  with  tie  ropes  from 
either  side  her  halter,  "what  on  earth  you  meaii  by 
going  over  to  th.(>  Purses'  and  making  me  ridiculous?" 

Herl)  straightenetl  uj)  and  looked  at  her  with  a 
puzzled  frown.  Mihh's  I'yes  were  l)lazing.  He  did 
not  comprehend,  hi't  he  sensed  domestic  !)reakers 
ahead.  And  the  sea  of  matrimony  had  been  in  a 
more  or  less  tn  Uulent  condition  ever  since  he  had 
pushed  his  hark  from  the  shore.  lie  turned  hack 
to  his  liorse,  .scratched  ov«'r  a  s{)ace  of  the  glossy 
liiack  coat  and  tajjped  out  the  currycomb  on  a 
doorpost. 

".\nswer  me!"     And   ^^ibb  stamped  her  fool. 

"I  don't  know  what  \<>u're  talkin"  al)out,"  he 
replied  dully. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  going  over  there  un- 
beknown to  me — the  Purses'  of  all  j)laces !  — 
es[)ecially  to  that  little  scMitimental  chit  of  a  Mary 
Purse  —  and  mewling  around  about  us  not  having 
a  lot  of  brats!" 

Herb  curried  for  a  moment  in  silence. 

"Call  'em  children,"  he  suggested.  "It  sounds 
better !" 

"I'll  call  'em  what  I  please." 

"I  ain't  called  upon  for  no  explanation.s.     Reckon 
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I  CiiU  Jio  where  I  \v;illl  .•md  s;i\-  wli.il  I  [)le;i-,e.  riicrr 
Wiiru'l  .iiiy  [)r()liil)iti()ii  o"  lli.il  in  tlie  mairiiij^e 
license." 

"Ilaverrt  yoii  any  sense  of  pntfjriely?  Haven't 
yon  any  laiinly  pride!'" 

"Family  pride?  Snre  I  Tliat^  wliy  I'd  like  a 
few  little  -lia\-er>  roinid  this  >litr  and  ^Inck-iip  place 
—  like  'I'lioma^N  J()>lina  of  llie  I'nr^es*." 

"Hut  if  you  and  I  ilon"t  lliink  alike  on  fliaf 
subject  doesn't  coninion  decency  and  niaidiood 
demand  tliat  yon  keep  (pu'et  altoni  il  and  not  adver- 
tise om-  diirerence>  to  (he  town!'" 

"Ain't  advertised  'cm  lo  tlic  town.  Ain't  said 
ji  word  al»out  yon  lo  I  lie  Purees"  Mary  or  any- 
Ixxly.  Just  been  o\'cr  lliei'c  a  few  limes  and  played 
witli  llieir  kid.      Where's  the  liarni  in  llial  ?" 

"  \  ou  nm>l  lia\'e  said  something'  ahoni  it  or  Mary 
Purse  wouldn't  have  known." 

"Mary  I'nrse  ain't  nobody's  female  fool,  I  j^utrss. 
That's  more'n  T  can  say  o'  some  peo|)le." 

"So  yi)u'd  insult  me  '" 

"I  wish  I  had  the  cusscdness  in  me  lo  insult  van. 
Wish  I  had  it  in  me  to  he  a  daimied  wife-heater. 
Maybe  we'd  both  be  happier." 

"If  you  ever  laid  a  fiiifjer  on  me.  you  know  what 
would  happen.  I'll  -I'd  leave  yon,  Ili'rb  Truman  — 
I'd  leave  you  as  sure  as  (iod  made  little  apples  I" 

"I  bt'lieve  il."  Ilerl)  rejoined.  "That's  v.hy  I 
say  I  wish  I  had  it  in  me  uud  then  both  of  us'd 
be  hapi)ier." 

Mibb  bit  her  lii).  The  blotxl  ran.  She  j^'rew  a  bit 
hysterical. 

"Yes,"  she  cried  shrillx',  "you  lalkt^l  like  that  to 
me  the  night  wi'  rode  down  to  Hrattlebt)ro,  didn't 
you.'     A  pretty  way   lo  cheat   a  girl   -marry  her 
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;iti<l  l;ik<'  .lu.iy  Ikt  liltciiy   x)  >lu'  ciii'l   lUiirry  aiiy- 
li()(|\-  cUc  uillioiit  ;i  (lixorcc  or  a  scainliil  and  tln-ii     -" 

'"F  caiTl  sfc  as  xoii'i-f  the  otic  lliat's  clifatcd. 
What  al)()iil  lilt'  ?" 

"\\m  '      Vt)ii  :      What  alioiit  you?       " 

Herb  tossed  the  (iicr.N coinl)  iioiichahint iy  into 
the  rack  and  piclsin^'  up  the  l)ii>-  Mack  hrush  he 
l)c^'an  nsiiifT  it  on  Monday-Wa.shin^'Vs  finc-spiui  tail. 

"  ^ Cs.  what  aliout  nic  \" 

"'\o\\  Ihiidv  more  of  that  niarc  than  you  think  of 
nic  !"' 

"Slic's  worth  more  I  At  least  >|ic's  honest  and 
s(iuare  and  don't  try  to  he  what  (iod  never  made 
her  to  \h-  in  the  first  jjiace.  She  <:ives  me  scpiare 
service;  she's  always  ^dad  to  see  ni<' ;  she  loves 
me  —  a  little  l»ii  ! 

Beside  heiscji',  the  y;ii-j  raised  the  parasol  and 
sprang  at   the  mare's  head. 

■'So  she  loves  you  I      Fidtliesticks  I" 

She    struck     the     soci;:hIe     little    animal  one, 

two.  three  sharp  blows  across  the  head. 

"Stop  I"  roared  Herbert  as  the  mare  reared 
wildly. 

Me  came  around  to  the  horse's  head. 

"Do  that  again  and  there'll  be  — trouble!"  he 
said  hoars»>ly. 

"There'll'  be  trou])Ie!  What  kind  of  trouble? 
What  will  you  <lo?     What?" 

lie  (juieted  his  horse,  stroking  the  silky  nost>  and 
the  (|ui\ering  nostrils. 

"Mibb,"  he  said  hoarsely,  "you  and  mt- just  don't 
hitch  and  the  sooner  we  realize  it  the  l)etter.  I've 
give  you  \ihatever  you've  wanted  in^  the  wav  o' 
money;  I've  bought  this  place  and  fixed  it  up  for 
you  just  as  \ou  and  that  hellion  of  a  mother  o'  vours 
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wiiiilcd.     1  said  I'd  !)»•  a  sport  and  play  scjuare  and 
p(rlia|)s  try  lo  ^vi  y.ni  lo  love  uw    -" 

"^oii  talk  as  llioii^'h  you'd  done  mv  a  favor  l)y 
marrying  inc." 

"Wliicli  I  did.  ^'oii  n(*v«r  ^'\vv  a  liool  Tor  inc. 
It  was  what  cash  I  had  access  to  that  inadc  xim  do 
it.  If  I'd  hccii  poor  as  Jack  I'lirsc  you  wouhhi't 
have  (h)nc  it  in  a  thousand  years.  Hut  I  was  pretty 
Well  fixed  and  heart-hun^'ry  for  a  woman  like — " 

"  Like  Mary  Purse  I'' 

"Yes,  like  Mary  Purse,  Clod  damn  it  !  I'd  asked 
INTary  Purse  to  many  me  and  she'd  turned  me  down 
because  she  couldn't  love  luv  somehow,  ordy  as  a 
sister  -and  I  was  heart-hroke.  I  was  half  cra/y  the 
nij,'lit  I  heard  she  vas  marryin'  Jack,  and  anvthing 
in  petticoats  tliat'd  show  st)me  aspt-ets  o'  wt)maii- 
liood,  I'd  a-married  at  the  drop  of  a  hat  just  lo  feel 
I  was  hitched  to  somebody  and  had  some  interest 
in  life  — " 

"And  I  came  alotij,'  and  was  picked  up  and  ni  ir- 
ried  like  a  hand-me-down!" 

"Call  it  what  you  like.  I  married  you  thinkin' 
you'd  ^'iv<'  at  least  value  received  for  what  I'd  try 
to  do  for  you.  Hut  it's  been  a  miserable  farce  from 
first  to  last  and  every  day  always  makes  it  worse. 
The  place  ain't  far  off  where  it'll  all  come  to  an  end. 
There  just  ain't  nothin'  to  you,  Mibb.  Not  even 
synipathy.  A  man  can  for^iv*'  a  woman  for  every 
sin  in  t!ie  decalo^nie  and  i)ul  up  with  every  vice  and 
selfishness  a  small-bored  woman  can  contract  —  so 
long  as  she  gWcs  him  sympathy  in  what  he  is  and 
what  he's  tryin'  to  do.  A  man's  a  brute,  too,  to 
make  a  woman  have  younj^'sters  that  she  don't  want 
'em  and  even  thai  won't  break  his  love  and  regard 
for  her  if  —  if  —  she's  sympathetic.     But  — " 
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"So  it's  .symj)iitliy  yoii  u.iiil  ?"' 

Sliostcpju'd  up  to  liiiii  and  askrd  him  the  question 
viciously. 

*'  It's  soiiK'thiir     -  " 

"  It's  syiiij)iit}iy  you  \v;\tit  ?" 

With  drawn  facL',  tiri'd  t-ycs,  he  raised  his  head 
and  h)oked  at  lier. 

And  as  he  did  st),  she  struck  him!  — struck  him 
a  swift,  sharp  hlow  across  his  lace. 

"You  -  you  ^  Jezebel!"  whispered  Herb 
lioarsely. 

"I  won't  have  tc  be  asked  to  get  out  tvvice,"  she 
said. 

She  turned  abruptly  and  walked  out. 

He  put  his  f^riiny  hand  up  to  his  face  and  drew 
it  away  as  tliough  half  exix-cting  to  see  blood  on  the 
place  wlu're  she  had  struck  him.  Finding,'  none,  he 
stood  there  for  a  monuMit,  stroking?  the  mare's 
forgiving,'  head,  his  eyes  looking,'  vvistfully  far  away. 

Then  lie  walked  over  and  .sat  down  on  the  lowest 
of  the  hayloft  stairs. 

For  half  an  hour  he  simply  sat  there,  his  face  in 
liis  hands. 

Two  nights  later  we  ran  this  itcTU  in  our  paper. 

Mrs.  Ilarvey  Henderson,  with  her  daughter,  Mrs. 
Herbert  Truman,  with  whom  she  has  been  making 
her  home  since  the  daughter's  marriage,  left  town  last 
evening  for  a  week's  stay  in  New  York,  following 
which  they  will  sail  for  a  three-months'  trip  to 
Europe.  Sirs.  Silas  Truman,  Mr.  Truman's  mother, 
will  keep  house  for  her  son  during  the  wife's  absence. 

Mibl)  Truman,  nee  Henderson,  had  "left"  her 
husband. 
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rilAPTER    VT 

In-  wiurn  the  PrnsKs'  "Sirii'  CnyiE^  I.v"  — Yet 

A      WATHER       DiMIMTlVE       I.ITTLE      VessKI,      WITH 

OXLY  A  Modest  Cakcio  in  IIeh  Holds  hit  '^er 
Decks  i-iled  i:i(;ii  with  IIima.v  IIai'im.vess. 


TriiXGs  (Ironed  ;i!()no>  in  ourliillc  town  for;)  month 
or  so  at'lcr  Mahcl  iiiid  lu-r  iiioliicr  left.  Some  on*' 
asked  Uvrh  in  Jiniiny  Stile-'  h.irher  -liop  om-  m<;iii 
vliy  hv  liadii't  ^'one  wilii  tliem. 

"I  wanted  em  to  «'njo,\-  the  trip  -  if  lliey  can." 
lie  replied  ;ind  walked  out.  leaving  the  l)oy>  wonder- 
inj,M>\-ac-tly  wjiat  \\v  meant. 

"Some  one  on^iiil  to  l;ike  a  h;irness  tiiix  lo  llictii 
Hen(k'rsons  — mother  and  daughter  I"  declared 
I'licle  Joe  Fo(hler  from  a  corner.  '"Kxcry  do^-  may 
have  Jii.s  (hiy  })ut  the  IJihIe  i.-x-r  -aid  nolhin"  ahoiil 
tJie  cats!  .Vnd  Ilerh  lie's  a  ^ood  nir.ti  iioiii'  all 
io  pieces  jnst  hecaiise  thin.i,'s  ain't  natural  >ome- 
wheri's.  'Son  know  what  I  mean.  Bud  Matherson 
was  in  my  place  yesl(>rday  to  ^c[  a  ria'  1«»  lake  that 
red-headed  Peters  <iirl  np  'spoon'  river.  He  says 
the  day  after  Mihh  and  her  nioiher  ^dt  out  in  such 
a  nice  pretty  dianified  way,  Flerh  was  all  eloii'^'cd  up 
with  Honor  and  had  to  ^'o  home  in  th(>  afternoon  and 
.sleep  it  of}'.  'Hie  hoy's  o'oin'  to  hell  and  I  don't 
know's  T  l)lanie  him  !" 

Herli  on   the  niylit   in  ((iiestion  emerged  fi-oni   Ihe 

barher  shop  and  started    np  ATaple  Street.     At    the 
fn;>«  -a'  fiw.  I,;!!  i.... 


..I   Ar. 


THE    r.REATER    (ILORV 


195 


iirm-in-ariii.  Willi  a  cry  of  deliglil,  Mary  saw  liiin 
and  ran  up  to  him. 

"HiTbert  !  Ilerliert  !"  she  cried,  her  face  shining;, 
her  voice  alrenihle.  "What  do  you  sujipost'  lias 
happened  to  us,  Ilerherl?" 

"I  (humo." 

"Jack  and  T  nvo  <,'oinu"  to  Inlicril  money  !  It's 
from  an  uncle  in  (liicaj^-o  I've  n(>ver  x-cii.  lie  died 
aud  left  us  his  estate.  'I'lie  executor  turned  it  into 
cash  and  lias  sent  the  mon(\\'  on  to  Jinl<^('  Earmer 
for  us.  ]\Ir.  Earmer's  little  hoy  just  hrou^ht  us  word 
that  it's  come.      AVe're  j^oinj,'  down  after  it  ii()w." 

"^loncy?"  said  Ilerl),  lie  spcjke  the  word  as 
tliou^di  it  were  It  and  acid  in  his  mouth.  "How 
nuicli  .■' 

"We  don't  kiKjw  yet."  She  was  a  little  sobered 
l\v  Herbert's  indilleicnce. 

"Aren't  you  ylad  for  u>.  Herbert  ."'" 

"That,"  the  other  rejjlied,  "depends  on  how  much 
it  is!"  H<'  moved  away.  "I  ain't  I'eelin'  just 
ri;,dil:  to-ni.iiht,"  he  <'\plaine(l.     "  I'^xcuse  me." 

Mary  looked  afti'r  him  sadly. 

Then  she  turned  and  continued  her  eneryefic  walk 
downtown  with  .lack.     After  a  few  blocks  she  said  : 

"Did  you  smell  his  breathy  It's  too  bad,  .lack. 
Somehow  I  feel  personally  re>])()n>ible.  And  yet 
T  couldn't  do  au\-  dillereid,  could  I  .^" 

"What  do  you  mean.^"    Jack  demanded  sharply. 

"Some  day.  Jack,"  she  .,.  id,  "I'll  tell  you  !'' 

And  notjiin;^'  iiioie  could  the  husband  get  from  the 
wife  of  his  heart . 
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They  found  .Indite  l''armer  as  before  busy  over  his 
law  l)ook.s  (»r  pretemlinu  io  Ik'  —  and  pompous 
and  digniiied  and  iuclitied  to  ceremom  . 
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"You    -sent  for  us?"  asked  Mary. 

"I  (lid,  Mrs.  Purse.  I  liaxr  heard  from  ChiVago 
thai  the  Wood  estate  luis  been  entirely  .settled  and 
all  the  law  been  eoin])lied  wiili." 

"And  Uncle  Jo.siah  actually  did  k-ave  us  his 
money  .^" 

"At  least  to  you,  Mrs.  Pur>e,"  smiled  tli(>  Judge. 

"And  wJien  will  it  arri\f,  <lo  you  think.'"  she 
aske<l.  "You  see,  if  it's  of  any  size  I've  made  so 
numy  ])!   ,.s  for  it  — " 

"I  liave  the  cheek  here  on  my  desk  —  and  the 
paj)ers       They  arrived  this  afternoon." 

"'\'ou  —  have  —  tlie  —  monev  —  here  ?" 

"  Ye- .     Rut  I  warned  you  not  to  ex})ect  too  much." 

"If  it's  oidy  enough  to  pay  U])  our  debts  and  leave 
us  free  just  to  work  and  save  for  ourselves  and  the 
young>ters.  I'll  thank  the  dear  God  humbly!"  the 
girl  declared. 

"Youngsters!"  cried  the  Judge.  "There  isn't 
but  one,  is  there.'" 

"Su])pose  we  g<'t  to  the  business!"  exclaimed 
Jack  suddenl\-. 

The  color  gra<lually  became  normal  in  the  young 
woman's  face.  Judge  Farmer  spread  out  more 
official-looking  documents.  He  finished  with  the 
arrangement  of  the  ])apers  and  lastly  on  the  top  he 
hiid  a  long  narrow  slij)  of  pink  p;ij)er  face  downward. 

"IIow  nmch  are  your  debts?"  lie  asked.  "I 
suppose  you  are  referring  to  the  bankruptcy  of 
Jack's  fathe.-." 

"Those  debts  of  mine  will  ne\'er  be  paid  wnth 
Mary's  legacy  if  it's  a  million  dollars!"  declared 
Jack  grindy. 

Mary  placed  ;i  hand  over  his  mouth.  Playfully 
holdmg  it  there  she  ri'plied  : 
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"Three  tlioiisiind,  seven  Iiuiidred  ;m<l  eif,'lity 
dollars  ri'iflit  this  niiiiiite,  Judj^'e.  "  Then  she 
•fjilhered  herself  lo^u-ther  as  though  to  meet  a 
shock  and  asketl  :  "Will  —  lh<'  l<'uacy  —  cover  it, 
Jndge?" 

It  w.is  very  f|niet  in  the  little  corner  room.  A 
clock  ticked  on  the  wall  opixisite  Webster's  picture. 
A  l)lue  bottle  fly  hu/./.ed  against  a  dusty  window. 

"It  will,"  said  the  Jn(l<;c.  "The  amount  left  you 
comes  to  five  thousand  and  five  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  and  twenty-five  cents  !" 

Mary  was  the  fir>t  to  sjjcak. 

"It  pays  the  d»>l)ts,"  she  declared  hoarsely,  "and 
Jack,  it  leaves  us  —  it  leaves  us  —  with  a  whole 
thousand  dollars  over,  for  you  to  get  into  some 
business  !" 

Jack  leaped  up  and  walked  to  the  window.  He 
stood  U)okin,ii:  down  into  the  square. 

"Don't  be  i  fool,  young  man,"  declared  the 
Judge.  "You've  got  a  wife  that  loves  you.  Thank 
(iod  for  her  !" 

"It  cheats  me  !  Cheats  me  out  of  the  satisfaction 
of  making  a  real  efi'ort  to  come  up  to  the  scratch." 

"Tommyrot,  young  man!"  retorted  Farmer. 
"I  guess  you  find  the  job  of  raising  tnose  youngsters 
—  that  youngster!  hard  enough  without  looking 
for  a  slow  smouldering  financial  hre  to  make  you  a 
martyr  to  your  i)rineiples." 

"It's  Mary's  money  — I'll  never  touch  it  !" 

Mary  had  the  clu'ck  in  her  hands.  She  winked 
at  the  Judge  aTid  made  a  gesture  not  to  nn'nd  any- 
thing Jack  might  say.  Then  her  eyes  sought  the 
figures  on  the  paper  —  figurt>s  which  in  those  days 
meant  a  c«nnpelency,  figures  which  to  her  poor 
financially  starved  scheme  of  things   meant   a  for- 
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tune.  If  It  had  Ix'tii  fifty  or  a  lniiujnil  thousand 
dolhirs,  tht'  amount  could  ha\t'  meant   no  more. 

Fifty-fi\(,'  InmdrcdM  of  (h)nar.s  ! 

T]ic  fi^nirc.s  swam  lu'fon'  licr  i^a/c  Frantically 
she  fin^'crcd  in  her  ho.som  for  her  liandkercliief. 
She  sank  ilown  into  I  he  ciiair,  ]ier  i)retty  l)ro\vn  head 
l)o\ved  in  her  arms  on  the  edp'  of  the  Jud^'e's  table. 

"What  are  you  weepimj  for?"  demanded  Farmer. 

"That's  the  way  a  woman  siiinifies  she's  havin<; 
a  <;ood  time,"  declared  Jack  <;rimly,  without  looking 
around. 

Tlie  papers  and  receipts  w(»re  duly  si^'nt  'aled 

and  delivered.  TJie  check  formally  he*  ..u  lier 
property.  The  Jud.ir<^  said  they  didn't  owe  him 
anything,';  he'd  been  |)aid  from  ('hicai:-o.  He  shook 
hands  with   them  elalK)rately  and   they   went  out. 

Mary  carried  the  check  all  the  way  home  in  her 
hand.     Jack  spoke  not  a  word. 

"Jack,"  she  j)l»>aded,  "can't  you  act  as  happy 
over  it  as  I  would  ]ia\e  been  if  you  had  been  the 
one  left  tlie  money  .^" 

"It's  -  diti'enMit."  choked  Jack.  "It  j)uts  me 
in  a  worse  position  than  ever.  I'm  frantic  at  times 
about  gettinj^  aliead." 

"\Ye've  got  a  start  now,"  slie  declared. 

"Mary,"  he  begged,  "keep  that  money  in  your 
own  bank  aecf)unl  — for  your^"lf.  I  want  to  make 
good  for  tlie  sak(,'  of  my  own  i)ride  —  for  the  sake  of 
doing  it." 

She  put  tlie  cli(>ck  in  the  clock  for  safe  keeping 
until  morning.  Alter  Jack  had  dropped  asle<>p  she 
stole  out  of  bed  and  took  it  out  of  th(>  clock.  What 
of  robbers.^  Fire?  It  was  an  awful  resijonsibility 
—  this  havinij  sucji  va-^t  ue.-iltli  loose  aroimd  tlie 
house.     .She  gi>t    an   envelope   and   tuck'.'d   it   under 
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her  pillow  and  fell  aslccj)  at  last  to  >(■»•  \  isioii.>  and 
(licam  (Irt'aitis.  And  Tlujinas  Joshua,  awake  early 
ill  tJK'  morning  —  an  idiosyncrasy  peculiar  to  infants 
in  some  ((Uarters  —  saw  a  corner  of  the  envelojje 
protruding'  from  beni-alh  his  mother's  pillow  just, 
;,l)ove  his  head  and  drew  it  f()rtii.  Kind  angels 
awakened  Afary.  and  a  wihl  shriek  awakened  Jack. 
iMtr  Thomas  Joshua  was  jusl  pn'j)ariii^'  to  eat  fifty- 
li\-e  hundreds  of  dollars  at  one  vast  ('xiravai^aiit 
^iii)). 

Omv  week  later  we  took  a  l)at<'h  of  mail  out  and 
passed  it  to  Jack  across  the  imposini,'  stone. 

Pur>e  ran  o\-er  many  of  the  (  >rner-cards  on  the 
<'n\-elo[)es  and  his  face  wore  a   fn^iitened  look. 

"Duns  I"  he  cried.  "But  why  ha\e  they  arrived 
all  at  once  ?"' 

He  rippetl  one  ojxn  and  read  ! 

De.ir  Sir  : 

\\e  enclost>  herewith  rec<'ij)t  in  full  for  the  nion<\v 
owed  us  on  North  Sidney  Bulletin  iinoices  after- 
settlement  of  twentx  ''ents  on  the  dollai'  hv  Jud<fe 
Alherton.  Please  accept  our  sincere  thanks  for  the 
same,      ^'ou  have  acted  \-erv  fairlv  in  this  matter. 


Miuclope  after  eii\eloi)<>  he  lon>  op'-n  until  there 
was  a  waste  hask(>t  of  ])aperei|  clutter  on  the  forms  he 
was  makinfj  nn.  And  when  he  realized  what  had 
hai)peiie(l  he  went  over  and  sat  down  by  l]ie  big 
press  and  ran  his  finjjers  through  In'-^  hair  until  it 
was  a  worse  mes.i  than  II(>rb's  cowlick  had  !» en  in 
its  wildest  days. 

Sam  came  over  and  wanted  to  know  what  liad 
haj»pened. 

■' Po(jr    Mary's   gone   to    work  —  antl    paid    up  — 
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cvcnilliiic^  I  owe  or  ever  li.ivc  owed,  out  of  tluit 
lr;,';icy  she  <;•()(  from  ]icr  iiiiclc"' 

He  ruhhi-d  lii.s  liaiids  ncrvo'.i^ly  lo^fcthcr. 

"Well,  wliat  (lid  you  want  Ikt  to  do  ~  huy  a 
horsi-car  line  ?" 

"No,  hut  —" 

"But  what?" 

"Can't  you  undorstand  how  I  frcl  ahout  it — • 
havint;  a  woman  pay  my  l)ills?" 

"Yi's,  I  can.  Hut  I  can  feci  loo  wJial  plcajjinx' 
it  f»avc  to  Mary  wlicn  slu-  did  il." 

"Pleasure!  Sjjcndini;'  moiii'V  hy  malliiii;  it  out 
to  a  list  of  names  anci  never  getting  a  thin^'  hut  so 
many  tliank  you's  ?" 

"Of  feelintj  that  slie  has  heeu  ahle  to  really  help 
you  out  of  a  l)ad  situation.  \'ouni,'  man,  you've 
^'ot  a  family  and  a  future  to  work  for  and  the  god  of 
luck  lias  freed  you  from  deltt.  Show  wliat's  in  you; 
go  at  your  task  of  winning  success  with  the  iilea  that 
when  the  time  conies,  you'll  pay  ^lary  back  a 
thousandfold." 

Jack  went  hack  to  his  stones,  gathered  up  his  mail 
sadly  and  j)ut  it  in  his  pocket. 

lie  dnnv  ^^ary  to  him  that  noontini(>  with  great 
terrible  man  tears  rolling  <1owti  liis  che(>ks.  (iripped 
in  his  embrace,  her  own  features  shining,  she  knew 
then  that  he  knew  what  she  had  done. 

"The  n\st — oh,  ^Tary  —  keep  the  rest  —  for 
Tommy's  education.      Promise  me!" 

"Tile  r(>st  goes  to  hel|)  you  get  into  some  good 
business.  Then  the  l)usine-<s  can  pay  for  Thomas 
Joshua's  (Mlucation  through  theological  school!" 

Mrs.  Hod  came  over  to  the  Purstvs'  that  evening 
after  some  thread  to  matcii  her  mauve  silk.  As  she 
declared  afterward,  if  she'd    «( n  the  ghost  of  Julius 


THE   r.RKATKR   GLORY 


201 


Caoar  walk  into  (lie  romn  (lre>so(l  in  a  Japanese 
uinhrella  aiul  a  pair  ol"  nil)I)(r  l)Ool-,  she  couldn't 
have  hcfii  more  >(.irll('<l  Itiaii  when  she  heard  Jack 
Purse  slridinj^'  u{)  and  down  llir  kitchen  and — 
s'lrcdrhtf/. 

"What's  happened?"  gasped  that  good  hidy, 
[)r()perly  honilied. 

"Oh.  I  look  the  legacy  money,  you  know,  and  paid 
all  the  bills  so  that  we're  free  —  free  —  fnv  !  And 
-lack's  out  there  cussing  over  it.  Let  him  alone! 
'I'hat's  the  way  a  man  signifies  he's  having  a  good 
lime!"  answered  Mary  sweetly. 


CHAPTER    Ml 

The  Mills  of  the  Cons  guino  slowly  onward 

AND    Tin;     PrUSLS    MAVK     A     SlDDKN     ADDITION    Ti  i 

TiiKin    Family     with     which    the    Stohk     has 

NoTHINC.    TO    Do. 


T.et  us  turn  h.-irk  lo  the  files.  TTaviiti,'  <l;il)or;il(Ml 
OH  llu'  "U'iKJ  >iori('s"  t'ouiul  in  tll()^t■  hlurnd  pnj^o.^ 
jukI  liavin<,'  a  .sj)0f'i;il  siVniificancc  lo  our  iiarraliw, 
let  us  skim  tlir()U<;ii  half  a  (lozni  itcius  of  niiiK,.' 
iniportaiu-c. 

For  iiistancf.  lien'  is  a  l)ri("f  accoutil  of  tlu^  niarriapo 
of  Iv^iMiTalda  'IViiuiati  to  soiiit"  cliap  in  Xrw  \  ork 
with  a  nauu'  hkc  a  villain  in  tin-  Scasid*'  Lil)rary. 
And  a  few  inonlh.s  further  on  we  noii'  that  Mrs. 
Silas  Truinan  has  left  for  New  'S'ork  to  make  her 
iiome  with  her  dau.uhter  and  that  her  son  Ilerherl 
will  reside  temporarily-  at  the  Whitne.N'  IIoum'.  \\e 
were  <>:ullil)le  enough  for  a  time  to  helieve  that  Mi.>.. 
Truman  Senior's  explanation  "daughter  needs  me"' 
was  tantamount  to  announein.ii'  that  Ksmeralda 
wanted  her  mother  near  her  throuuh  the  advent  of 
a  youn.gster.  We  >nhse(iHent!y  demonstrate*!  that 
she  was  one  of  tho-e  woiiumi  who  must  have  a  haek- 
f^round  a<iainst  which  the  liyhts  and  shadows  tit  Ikt 
charaeler  can  be  shown  lo  advanlau;<\  The  Seaside- 
l>ii)rary  hushaud  havinj,'  a  will  of  his  owil  however, 
and  a  jaw  too  scpiare  lo  allow  his  wife  to  jjei  away 
with  her  role  of  Mrs.  Ilawksbee,  the  mother  was  sent 
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for   ;m(l    \vc   imdcrstaiul    slic    fuliillfd    li»r    function 
faithfully  uiilil  dcalli. 

Four  luontlis  furllit-r  aloiifj  in  I  lie  files,  we  ronif 
to  tli<>  ciHliii^f  of  tlu"  pitiful,  miscrahlf  career  of 
Mary's  lialf-hrot  her.  the  i(li()t  Artie,  in  an  asylum 
down  in  Ma>>achusell  s.  The  hody  was  sent  hack 
to  l'\»\l)oro  for  inlernient  and  laid  hoide  his  father 
and  mother  in  the  family  lot.  There  was  a  prayer 
at  lhef,'rave.      'IMie  casket  was  not  opened. 

When  wt>  lie  hack  in  an  old  otiice  chair  with  a 
friendly  pipe  in  lh«'  <|uiel  hours  and  think  of  the 
chaufies  which  the  hot  thirty  years  have  wrou^'ht, 
more  and  more  do  we  come  to  think  of  life  only  as 
a  constant  rea<ljustment,  a  constant  replacing;  of 
new  faces  for  old,  a  constant  swai)pin^'  of  friendships 
and  exchaiiK'in^'  of  the  old  ;uid  anti(|uated  for  the 
hetler.  After  all,  the  only  tiling'  permanent  in  lift' 
is  chanf^e.  The  sane  and  hai)py  person  is  he  who 
can  accept  lite  as  such  and  adapt  himself  most 
quickly  and  thorouf,'hly  to  the  circumstanc-es. 

As  for  Jack  and  Mary  Purse,  th-,  tiles  place  all 
their  family  vicissitudes  in  very  orderly  and  quite 
rational  fashion.  Rut  if  we  had  no  ^'reat  diary  of 
the  town's  life  to  thus  guide  us  and  if  we  were 
dej)(>ndt>nt  upon  memory  a!  me.  w^e  would  have  set 
il  down  that  the  l)al)ies  seemed  to  come  alonj?  in  the 
Pnrsi  household  in  record-hreakinj?  fashion  after 
the  arlvent  of  Thomas  Joshua.  It  was  one  of  the 
unexi>lainal)le  tilings  in  life  that  they  should  all  have 
run  to  hoys,  liut  that  is  what  happened.  Fred  and 
Theodore  wtn^  horn  the  fall  aft(T  Mihh  and  lier 
mother  left  II(>rhert  and  went  to  Europe,  and  Mary 
was  husier  'n  lu>r  little  home  than  ever. 

It   is   unexplainal)le   also   that   the  hirth   of   twins 
should  be  looked  upon  by  average  American  folks 
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;is  ii  joke  oil  l!n'  piiniils.  It  was  anytliirif;:  hut  a 
joke  to  Jack  Piirsr.  Not  thai  lie  diiln'l  love  the 
yoiMi^'slrrs  as  liis  life,  hut  that  lit-  was  IxMriiinin^'  to 
^row  amy  at  the  Iniiplcs  prcnialiircly.  wotulcriufT 
when  that  l)UsiMt's>  cliaiicc  was  coiiiiii';-  alon^'  which 
shonhl  provich'  I  lie  iiioiicy  iicccsNary  for  ihcir  bring- 
ing lip  and  ('(hicalion. 

\Vc  have  always  given  Jack  full  credit;  lie  tried 
to  do  his  !)»■-!  !)>•  his  fatnilx'  aii<l  his  joh.  That  was 
the  p;.thos  of  i|.  'I'here  were  limes  when  panic 
seized  him  and  he  wondered  if  I  here  was  indiM'd  any 
"future"  hefore  him,  if  all  his  energies  and  his  life 
must  hi-  spent  sticking  to  !ii>  joh  in  the  newspaper 
ofHce  which  was  sleadx'  and  pirmanent.  and 
raising  those  hoys  without  any  great  wealth  of 
money  hut  just  rich  in  charaeler  and  manhood, 
a  little  hit  heiter  men  than  llieir  father  had  Ixmti 
before  them,  taught  to  avoid,  if  possible,  their 
father's  mistakes. 

America  is  filled  with  that  kind  of  men.  men  who 
feel  as  the  days  slip  away  and  the  bills  ke(-p  coming 
in  and  money  nnist  be  secured  to  meet  them,  that 
they  may  have  already  shot  their  bolt  and  missed; 
tiiat  the  best  part  of  their  lives  is  passing:  that  the 
best  they  can  do  is  to  e{|uip  those  young  lives  for 
whom  they  are  responsible  to  taki  up  the  battle  of 
life  where  their  father  left  it  off  and  carry  it  forward 
to  a  better  conclusion.  'I'hey  are  heroes,  these 
fathers.  They  are  the  real  blue-bloods  and 
thoroughbreds  by  which  this  nation  is  great. 

Tliomas  Joshua  ami  l-'rederick  :ind  'riuM)dore 
Herbert  came  alotig  in  those  years  while  th(>  Purses 
wer(>  living  f)n  Pleasant  Street  and  Jack  was  drawing 
eighteen  d()llar>  a  wee':  in  our  office  and  looking  for 
some  kind  of  opening.     And  the  year  of  the  Truman 
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I>;inkriiplc\'  KicliJird  S.iiiiiirl  |)iil  in  lii-  liny  ,ippc;ir- 
aiicr  ;ili(l  (|flii;iii(l((l  lii>  rit;lit>  ;l■^  .111  iiiliiiil  ;iii(l  tT')! 
I  lit-rii. 

Tlic  .\'c;ir  ol'  the  'l'niiii;iii  l»;iiikniplcy  I  l,i|  lis 
rd'rf^li  our  iiiciiiory  l>y  the  (ilcs.  ^  (■>,  il  w.t-^  in 
|S!M)  lli.it  I  he  'I'nniijiii  \V;it,fi)M  W(»rk>  wfiil  iiilo  llic 
li,iiiil>  ol'  IIk'  -licritl".  II  u;is  ill  IS!)()  lli;il  cliaii^^'rs 
look  i)hic('  ill  the  lives  ol'  >oiiii'  ol"  our  ^lory  folk 
iiidccfk 

Il  (lid  nol  coiiu'  \vlioII_\'  iiiicxpcflcd,  the  'i'riiin;iii 
l);:iikriiploy.  The  town  knew  lli:il  llrr!)  \v,i>  drink- 
ing,' heavily,  and  llial  Tor  >ome  iii\>lerioiis  reason  111'- 
I'liiseN  were  trying'  desperately  lo  >a\'e  liini.  Hiil 
for  an  e(|ually  inyslerioiis  reason,  everx'  time  tli<'re 
was  a  new  younj^  on<'  in  tlie  Purse  home,  llerl)  v  rut 
on  a  spree  —  a  lerril)Ie  spree  —and  the  last  one 
ended  in  his  hein^'  arrested  and  delained  in  SherilF 
Crumpell's  emporium  under  the  town  hall  oxer 
nij^ht  because  hehind  the  reins  of  Monday-\\  asliinj^ 
he  was  a  menac'  to  the  safety  of  our  pul»lie  streets. 

Jud^'e  Farmer,  who  had  ^one  on  tin-  lioard  of 
directors  of  the  l'et)ple's  Xationa!  Haid<.  <^ave  il  out 
that  Mil)l)  liad  (h'awn  drafts  on  the  hushand  which 
time  and  a^'ain  cleanecl  Herb  out  of  ready  cash  and 
once  caused  the  wa^'on  works  to  skij)  a  pay  roll. 
The  Judj^'c  had  a  lon<,'  talk  with  Ilerljcrt  on  that 
occasion  and  advised  the  luisbaiid  to  let  the  drafts 
hv  reported  back  as  unpaid.  But  Ilcrb  said  he 
couldn't  do  that.  Mibb  mii^dit  have  received  money 
on  them  and  if  one  came  back  unpaid  it  ini<;iil  lead 
to  her  arrest  and  all  manner  of  scandal.  I'hereat 
the  Jud^'c  secured  Mabel's  address  and  wrote  her 
a  harsh  iett(T  about  which  Herb  never  kne\V.  For 
a  time  the  sums  she  asked  for  were  reasonable. 
When  she  drew  a  check  on  a  big  New  York  jewelry 
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hollar  lor  ;i  nihii  tli.il  would  li;i\c  >iii)|)oil<'(|  llic 
Pursr  l";iiiiily  for  ;i  _\r;ir  and  al  I  lie  ^aiiic  limt-  Fieri) 
had  lo  ^tll  liif  Hollatnl  placr  |o  iiumI  >oiii<'  oI'  Iu\ 
ruilo.  Ilif  .liid;;r  knew  ihc  end  was  only  a  niallcr 
of  finif.  Tlic  dircclors  of  I  lie  l'coi)lc">  National 
calli'd  in  Hcrli's  paper.  Tlial  lini^hcd  liini.  lie 
niadc  an  aN>iKnniiiil . 

IJnd  MatluTson  was  pla<cf|  in  rjiari,'r  lo  run  llu' 
husincss  for  a  limt'  for  I  lie  Ix'ndit  of  I  lit-  creditors. 

Ilerl)  appeared  one  ni^dil  al  the  i'nrses'.  His 
<'Iotlie>  were  wrinkle(|  and  his  face  uii>ha\eii.  His 
eves  were  a  Irille  hieared  and  hi>  \(iiee  cracked. 
Hul   he  w,i>  far  from  lieiuii'  iuto\i<'aled. 

Mo^l  liankrupl>  make  frantic  and  hopele>s  elfoft 
to  recoup.  Thex'  try  to  con\ince  their  friends  that 
the  eml)arra>>menl  is  only  temporary  They  ^o 
around  Nuajypin^'  ruhlur  liaiuU  on  papers  and  looking 
hopeful  and  important  ai:  J  !'■>  m  —  as  i!ie  tide  j4;oes 
a>,Miiist  I  hem  exphiiniui^  to  (^vorv  one  who  will 
listen,  exactly  how  it  lia|)pened  and  that  everyhody 
else  in  the  l)u>iness  was  to  hlanie  Iml  themselves. 
Hul  Herl)  did  none  of  these  thin;,rs.  I'e  was  listless 
and  silent  and  seemintjly  relieved  that  the  respoii- 
sihility  Iiatl  sli[>ped  from  his  shoulders.  He  ;,fot 
down  on  the  Moor  and  i)layed  with  the  little  Purse 
hoys  until  Jack  came  home  from  the  shop  and  then 
with  a  si<ih  he  <,'()t  up  and  sat  in  a  chair  and  became 
apoIo<^etic. 

"Jack."  he  said  unevenly,  "I  ain't  ever  asked 
many  real  favors  o'  you  folks  exceptin'  lo  come  over 
now  and  then  and  take  vour  kids  to  a  circus,  have 

"Xo."  Jack  replied. 

"I  ^'ol  one  l)i^  favor  to  ask  of  you  now." 

Jack    thought    Herb    wanted    to    borrow    money. 
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lie  udiild  li.i\(  lo.iiicf!  il  /^hiilly  li;i<l  tlicrc  \u'rn  any 
prn^pfcl  (»r  yfitliiit,'  il  lia<k,  dcNpilr  ihr  I'acI  lliaf 
l>((aii-<f  ol'  llic  _\()Uii.i,'>lcr>  ainl  ddciors  and  el.)!  liitij^ 
and  ^rtHvry  l»iils  Mary's  fit'lccn  liundrcd  .)dd  dollars 
rcinaininif  Troin  I  he  lr;,Mcy  liad  ^ra<liially  di^^()lv^'(| 
until   l)ul   riu'lit   liunijrid  and  (il'ly  dollars  ucrt-  it-l't. 

"What  i^  il.  Ilrrl.?"" 

"Mow  inncli  nioiit-y  you  ^'ol.  Jark  ?  I'liat's 
pergonal.  Iml  Id  ju>l  like  lo  know  lid'ofc  I  speak 
wlial   I  conic  tor." 

"\\<"\c  tjol         sc\-t  r;il  hundred  doIlar>." 

Ilcrli  lin^^'crcd  a  liahy's  toy  he  |)ickc(|  From  the 
floor.  lie  droi)|)e(l  il  a  couple  of  times  and  picked 
il  up  ai^ain. 

"Jack.  I  ^'ol  an  idea  III  do  a  little  travelin',"  he 
said.  "I  don't  mean  ju^l  down  lo  New  York,  and 
back.  I  M. 'an  some  real  tra\t'lin'  soinewheres. 
'riiiuf^s  liasi  ^ol  pretty  wt'll  snarled  up  here.  I  ain't 
<;dl  til--  slotnacli  to  try  '^  slrai^dilen  '«'ni  out.  I'm 
tired.  Jack.      I    want  a  change  o'  scene  and  a  rest." 

"Yes." 

"I've  done  the  ImvsI  I  could  l)y  Mil)!).  My 
conscience  don't  hurt  me  none  on  that  score.  And 
tiiis  goin"  away  now  will  he  the  hesi  thing  I  ever 
did.  Alter  three  years  she'll  he  ahle  to  get  a  divorce 
I'or  doerlion;  then'  ain't  lu)  other  reason  she  could 
gel  one  for.  Hut,  Jack,  I  can't  go  away  until  — 
until     -  " 

"How  much  money  do  you  want  ?'' 

"Two  juuidred  aint  far  out  o'  tlu>  way.  Jack." 

Jack's  heart  sank,  'i'wo  hundrtd  dt)!'  rs  with 
p'"actically  no  pro>pect  of  getting  il  h..  ■.  meant 
<limini>hing  the  legacy  to  six  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars. 

"That's  rather  sleep,  Herb." 
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''Wo  won'l  arijuo  ;il)oul  price  Ix'lwccn  friends. 
I  sjiid  two  huiidrrd  wanrt  far  out  o'  tlu-  way  hecaiise 
she's  worth  thai,  liul  if  you  wii>  only  al)l('  to  pay 
twcuty-fivc  (h)llar.s.  .Jack,  I'd  take  it  lu'causc  T  (Kju't 
kuow  anyl.ody  on  earth  I'd  want  to  have  her  besides 
you  and  Mary."' 

"What  on  earth  are  you  talking'  ahout  .^  Wlio's 
she?     Don't  you  want  to  l)orrow  money  .^" 

"No!  I  want  you  slionhl  liave  Monchiy-Washin' 
—  because  you'll  treat  her  as  I'd  o'  treated  her  if  I'd 
stayed  around.  I  can't  take  no  liorse  and  rig  where 
I'm  goin' !" 

"Herbert  !"  cried  Mary,  anxiously  entering  from 
thj  kitchen.  "You're  not  goi:!g  to  do  anything 
fooli>h  .^" 

"No,  Mary.  I'm  goin'  to  do  the  wisest  thing  I've 
ever  done  in  my  life.     Just  goin'  away,  that's  all. 

"Herbert  —  you're  not  going  to  —  to  — " 

"Yes,  I'm  goin'  to  part  with  Monday- Washin'. 
And  I  want  to  know  y(ni  folks  have  got  her.  It  ain't 
the  cash  ;  it's  you  takin'  care  o'  her  until  she  vlies  that 
T  want  to  remember.  I've  had  some  nice  rides  be- 
hind Monday-Washin',  Mary." 

Like  a  flasli  Ma.y's  thoughts  tied  back  to  the  night 
when  her  st(>pfather  had  assault(Ml  her  and  how  she 
had  first  come  to  Paris  behind  the  little  animal;  the 
ride  with  Herbert  one  Sunday  afternoon  in  the 
autumn  ;  the  (hiy  in  the  otfice  when  Mibb  had  paraded 
her  finery  and'  Mary  had  wislied  that  Monday- 
Wasinng  niight  have  been  hers  —  to  drive  over  the 
azure  liiils  and  far  away. 

"Yv  Herbert.  Only  we  don't  really  need  a 
horse,  uidess  —  unless 

The  husband  and  wife  exchanged  glances. 
lesr 
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"Unless  \vo  sliouM  move  li\)in  here  out  to  the  edge 
of  town  where  there's  room  I'or  tlie  boj'-s  to  grow. 
Onr  place  lure  is  getting  somewhat  cramped.  Jack 
w  )uld  prcjhahlv  need  a  horse  to  (lri\e  hack  and 
forth." 

"If  1  didn't  need  a  little  money  I'd  give  him  to 
yon.     Bnt  I  do  need  —  a  little  money  — " 

"Herb,"  declared  the  hnshand,  ''wonld  yon  li>ten 
to  a  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  for  the  mare,  harness 
and  buggy  .^" 

"She's  yourn,"  Herb  answered  without  hesitation. 
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]\r.\i!i;i,  TurMW,  nke  Hexdersox,  comes  hack  to 
I'akis  in  \  IIk.h  Ilri  r.  and  (ioes  hac  k  to  \i:\v 
\'(>i{iv  Willi  a  Bk;  Ii)i;A. 


It  was  a  ditlcrcnt  Mahd  I'l-iniiaii.  )ivc  II(M1(I<ts()ii, 
who  came  l)ack  lo  l*ai'is  I  wo  ycar^  latfi'.  Milili  had 
iiiaiui'cd  ill  lh(>>c  years  ol'  aUx'iicc.  Maylx'  it  had 
hccii  lh<'  ])('()i)lt'  >hr  had  incl,  tlic  jjlaccs  >\\v  !iad 
frequented,  the  wider  horizons  or  the  reiiio\al  ol  all 
horizons,  that  was  responsible.  She  had  <i'one  away 
a  cheap  (  iintry-town  s])itfire  eoNcred  with  I  he 
v^eneer  of  easv  nionev.  Slu-  came  hack  polisiied  hut 
not  snlxhuMl.  cult  ured  l)Ut  not  refine(|.  sophi-,!  i<-,ilc(l 
but  sadl\-  lacking  a  sense  of  liunior. 

Naturally  she  had  heard  about  the  bankruptcy, 
for  the  money  had  stopped  cominy-  from  llerl)ert. 
But  she  was  not  persuaded  tliat  the  whole  catasi  ro])iie 
was  not  a  shai'])  la-vyer's  tric-k  which  some  scheminj^ 
part ies  somewhere  had  suecetMled  in  putt iny  over  on 
provincial.  easy-ifoin<f  Herl),  and  l)ack  she  iiad  eiime 
to  "see  about  it ."" 

She  was  stouter  than  when  she  had  ^one  awav. 
Her  (h'ess  was  less  con>pieuous  and  showed  better 
taste.  Bui  there  were  tiny  crowsfeet  in  the  corners 
of  her  eves  ami  the  faintest  of  faint  wrinkles  eoiii- 
niencin^  to  show  in  ln-r  neck,  and  slu-  iiravitated 
toward  men  and  told  them  her  iroubles  as  naturally 
as  a  brook  stacks  the  ri\'er  and  the  river  the  sea. 
No  one  in  Paris  recalls  a  single  instance  where  Mibb 
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took  a  woman  i„|(,  I,,.,-  <,,nf|.|,.|i(v  .,r  .s„u<,nil  lu-r 
sympathy.  Hut  si,,-  l.a.l.ri  l„v„  in  l„u„  iw„  I„u,rs 
hcforc  two  strange  dnnnincrs  i„  the  Whiltirv  Houso 
uyiv  patt.n-  Iht  l.aii.l  and  <.1,|  man  K/.-kiar.s  bov 
who  lived  >uinin(Ts  in  tlic  M- lionM' on  I'tvsfon  Ili'll 
was  thankui-  \hr  Lord  ihal  the  town  liad  turned  up 
a  hw  one  at    last. 

Mal.cl  vi>i!(.d  Jndov  Fanner  first  and  nief  with 
.such  an  wy  rcvplion  that  she  nunc  to  San.  Ilod  with 
tears  ol  n.ortdicalion  and  rayv  in  her  eves  and  de- 
manded th.>  ,)riee  of  space  in  the  7'r/rrj'raph  so  >he 
••ouid  say  puhhcly  in  ,)rint  jusf  wiuit  >he  thought  of 
our  I<-a(Hno-  attorney  and  hanker. 

Sam  got  Jut  (,uieted  <Jown  after  a  fashion,  (hu-ing 
which  proce(hn-e  he  had  (h'fficuhv  to  ,void  Mibb 
weeping  on  his  shonld,-r,  and  exphdiied  to  Jier  the  law 
of  hbel  an<l  how  a  paper  aixl  not  an  individual  con- 
In hnlor  was  held  r<-.sp„nsil,le  for  anv  such  dehberate 
"i<liscreti..n.  Then  witii  eyes  sna,)ping  and  a  very 
great  (leal  of  pompou>  and  self-importinit  hogetiiig. 
-he  listened  whil,>  Sam  narrate.l  a>  diplomat  icalFv 
a.s  i)o>sil)le  the  vicissitudes  of  the  carriage  works 
under  Herb's  mcompetent  management. 

"I  made  the  nu"stake  of  my  life."  Mibb  declared, 
"when  I  went  away.  I  sliould  have  had  the  brains 
lo  stay  here  and  personally  take  charge  of  the 
carriage  work  myself.  Wliat  I  cannot  understand 
IS  this  :  \Vh;,t  lias  become  of  all  Herbert  "s  money  .^•' 
^  "I  guess  what  he  didn't  send  you  to  \ew  ^'ork  or 
Florida  or  abroad,  was  lost  by  inefhciencv  and  .lis- 
I'onesty  at  the  factory."  Sam  reph'ed.  "  Anvhow,  the 
>npF)ly  has  stoppe.i.  Mabel.  You've  got' to  make 
up  your  nu'nd  to  that." 

"Of  course  I'll  get  whut'a  left.     That  should  be 
aumeiijuig. 
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"After  I  lie  l)ills  aro  paid,  T  moan." 

"My  (Icitr  </\y\,  Jii(l<^('  Fanner  tells  me  that  the 
efj'eets  won't  eiial)le  the  I'el'eree  to  pay  more  than 
twenty  cents  on  IJie  dollar."" 

"Bnt  I.  as  liis  wit'e.  al-o  li..ve  a  claim  !"' 

"Certainly  not — at  least  not  on  the  husinoss. 
It  was  a  corporation,  yon  know.  al(lion,i;li  Herbert 
owned  nearly  dl  the  st<icl:.  All  there  is  in  the 
l»n^ine^s  ooes  to  >aii>l'y  the  creditors,  and  I  nnder- 
stand  that  '  .lai  Ilei-lierl  personally  owne(t  he  Inrned 
into  ca>li  before  th'  as>i^iiinenf ."' 

"He  was  rich!"  retorted  Mabel. 

"Not  so  rich  as  most  oi'  the  town  ima<fined  Yon 
made  a  poor  bet.  Mibb.  v.  hen  you  ^ot  it  into  your 
head  you'd  married  a  j^old  nnne." 

"Hut   wliere  is  the  man  .^     Has  he  d(\serted  me?" 

"  \\v  went  away  one  nii,dit  about  two  months  a^'o ; 
no  one  saw  him  <fo ;  no  one  knows  wlicre  lie  is.  Poor 
H(.-ri)  I     He  liad  been  drinking'  liea\  il\-."" 

"Poor  Herb  fiddlesticks  I  A  weak  cliaracter 
always  lak<vs  to  drink,  ^\hat  I  want  to  know  is, 
what"s  to  b<>conu'  of  me.-'  I  ha\'en"t  had  a  remit- 
tance for  tvo  months.  The  last  one  was  only  a 
hundrecl  and  Hft\-  dollars  —  "' 

"Tliat  must  ha\i'  been  the  casli  lie  f^ot  for  the 
mare."'  mused  Sam. 

"The  mare  ?     And  that  isn't  mine  ?     Who  lias  it  ?" 

"The  Purses  bou.uhl  it." 

"Tlu>  Purses?  Oh.  yes.  I  believe  I  remember;  the 
yonn<;'  con])le  with  >nch  a  disf^nstinn'  |)roclivity  for 
babies.  And  they  bought  it  !  ^Ou're  sure?  Be- 
cause if  Her!)  >in!])ly  iiave  it  to  them,  they're  goin^  to 
find  that  Herb"^  wife  is  still  in  existence  and  not  to  be 
cast  aside  iiiiancially  like  an  old  glove." 
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"Tlicy  lioii^ihl  il  ;ill  n'nlii.  ;in(l  riding  nround  in  it 
wlih  the  >]Mvr  in  t'loiit  of  llicin  sltiircd  with  small 
l)()y>  i>  the  tir.>t  ncrcatioii  llicy'vc  Jiad  come  into 
tlicir  li\("s  since  (licy  wwv  married." 

"  I'm  not  iniere^ted  in  tlie  recreation  of  the  Purses  ! 
P  ]\ry   hii>l)aiid   had   al(o<,'ether   too  much  to  do  with 

Mary  Vwv^r.  If  I  tJiou-ht  tjiere  was  a  chance  of 
hrini^in^r  suit  a^ain>(  Mary  Purse  and  petting,'  any- 
Ihin^f  for  the  aheiialion  of  my  h.ushand's  affections 
—  they're  doinn'  tliat  now  in  tlie  best  circles — ^  I'd 
ha\('  the  |)a])er>  filed  so  (piiekly  that  — •  " 
■  "And  not  a   iawy<T  in  town  would  take  the  case! 

Mahel.  yoii  are  simply  ridiculous." 

"Hut  I've  <i-ot  to  have  mon(\v.  If  Herbert  has 
deserted  me  I've  slil!  ^'ot  to  live  somehow  —  " 

"(u'l  a  job  and  go  to  work." 

"A  job!  Work!  Mr!  After  the  people  I've 
associated  with  :  the  set  I  move  in  —  " 

"  I  wouldn't  let  that  worry  me  ;  no  one  here  in  town 
is  111  •  wiser." 

"Now  i/oN  are  ridiculous!"  t!ie  woman  cried. 
Suddenly  the  truth  dawned  on  her  and  she  cried: 
"I'm  a  widow  -  without  a  widow's  privileges! 
Wluit  sliall  I  do  oh.  wiiat  shall  I  do.^  If  I  could 
oidy  get  my  hands  (m  that  Herbert  Truman  ;  if  I  only 
could  !  " 

"\ou've  had  \()ur  hands  on  him  for  quite  a  spell 
and  s(iue(zed  hii>i  dry.  Better  let  il  go  at  that, 
Mabel,"  and  Sam  hitched  his  chair  up  under  him, 
lighted  his  pipe  and  prepared  to  go  on  with  his 
interrupted  (>(|itorial. 

"I  plainly  see,"  she  declared  icily,  "that  I  haven't 
a  friend  in  thi.>  town." 

1  here  <  n.o  esneci.-n  ve.-ison  wliv  vf^n  'sbrsnlH  Vir!\'i^ 
Mibb.     You    haven't    exerted    yourself    greatly    to 
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ciill  i\  ,i!c  t'nriiiMiip.       riicrf  i>  .1    \try  iirliil  r.ii'v  l;i\v 
;il)(iiil   -iicli  i  liiiii;^.  voii  Liiou  ." 

"<)li  \'.tll.""  -!ir  -I  .ippcil  li.iiiulil  lly,  "I  (j.'irc  ^;iy  T 
know  :i  iVw  !4('iil  Iniicii  iVicmU  wlio  will  not  Ix' 
;il>o\c  helping  iiic  Icniporji'   ly." 

'"I  (Lire  ^.'ix'  yoii  (Id.  Milil)!"  i^riinlcd  S.im  !^riiiil\  . 

Tlic  <l(»()l'  closed  ;il'l'!-  tjic  woinjin  ;ill(l  S;iiii  ~-;\\<\  ;i 
Iiii.l   wol'il. 

It  r,iiiic(|  lli.il  ;(l'l<'i'iioon,  —  ;!  s)i(|(lcn  llmndcf 
>lio\\<'r  lli.il  pcllcil  liiiuf  ili'op-  like  m.'irlilo  on  lo 
llic  (lu-^l -('o\  crcil  I'oli.iuf,  ni:ii|i'  M.iiii  StrccI  iiirr- 
<'li;inl>  liii-llc  llicir  -i(li'\\;ilk  <li-pl;iyN  iiulooix  with 
Iriinlic  'iicr^y  ;iii<l  ^-ciil  I  lie  liickN^ss  lo\\ii>p('opl(' 
caiiiilii  on  lilt'  >li'('cl>  iiilo  w  li;il<'\ cr  slicjici-s  were  :it 
li.'iixl. 

M.ilicl  'riiini.in  ill  ;i  l;icy  .•r<Mlinii.  cinln-oKlcrt'd 
pjinixil.  Ii.irc  licMil,  ,'iiid  liii^ci's  ;il<l;izr  willi  riii<i.s, 
c-li;in<'cd  lo  ix'  '-I  rolliiiu;  tlowii  I  11  ion  Si  reel  inciliiatinn' 
liotl\  on  licr  pfcihC.iiiKnl  wlicn  llic  ^liowt-r  canif  np. 
('.islini.'  I'lMiil  ic;dly  ;ilionl  for  ;i  place  of  >liellcr,  die 
noted  I  lie  <ieei'  pol'l  ico  of  I  lie  H;i])li-I  clilircli  eiil  r;iiice. 
She  ni;ide  I  lie  proleclioii  jii^l  ;i>  the  rjiin  dc-cended  in 
;i  sudden  cloud.  .\l  the  loj)  of  ||)(>  steps,  the  ]);ir;isol 
ol>sl  niciiny  lh(>  way.  she  ItuuiptMl  into  :\  person  who 
had  taken  I'el'iiLic  I  here  a  nioiiieiil  lieforc,  — a  woman 
witli  an  iiifani . 

"I  lieu'  \oni'  pardon!"  crieil  Mikh  in  her  niosl 
adroit  Noire.      .Vnd  then  she  >ti(l'cne(|. 

••Make!  :"'cr;.d    \\:\y  l»urse.    "  Vou  !  " 

"I  was  not   aware  you  were  liere  or  [  >hon]d  ha\'e 

found   a    place   froiti    the   lani   c|s(>w  here."'    the   <^rass 

widow    decl.ired. 

Mar\-    looked   at    her    liiiei_\-    wistfully.      Then    the 
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niuch-nias.sagt'd  face  and  liimered  iheri-. 
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'"Why  <lo  yon  s;iy  lli.il.  .M,il),.|?"  >li,.  asked. 
"Wlial  lia\  (■  voii  a:;aiii.-,l  iiic?" 

*'^'(>ll  a>k  iiic  llial  !" 
Cm  siii-r  iTs  iH.lliiiiu-  I\-,.  ,l,,ii,.  iiilcnlionally." 

Mii»l>  lapped  lici-  loe  im|)alieiilly  on  iJic  (la,!4>loiie 
floor. 

'"No;  I  dare  say  yon  didn'l  kiiow  any  heller, 
^'ou've  heen  lied  down  lo  ||n\  i,,uii  all  yoni-  life  ;  how 
conld  yon  I "' 

.M;iry  did  no!  rejdy.  1'jic  sliower  fnereasod. 
(i.-ejil  sweeps  of  rain  elonded  I  lie  al  iiiosplicre  ;  ^litters 
were  choked,  limhs  (.f  trees  hroke  in  Ihe  \  iolcnee  of 
Ihe  wnid  llial  -wepi  a  lini"  >pni\-  inio  llie  porlico 
wlu're  Ihe  women  waile(j.  And  while  Ihe  llmnder 
rallied  and  clacked  and  pla\c(|  ahoni  Ihe  npper  air, 
Milil)  held  Jier  head  hi^ll  and  lapped  her  loe  impa- 
lienlly. 

•■|  m  snre.  Alahel.  il'  I  here's  anything  Tin  respon- 
silile  r-!-,  I'm  willing  lo  apolo<ii/c.      \\n\  know 

■■  \'on'd  heller  I"  snapped  Mihh. 

The  apolo^elic.  ihreadhare  look,  Ihe  ovnlle  wisl- 
I'lilness  of  111,-  other  "oma:i,  .soniewhal  loiiched 
M.dx'l  and  aftrr  a  lime  she  condescended  lo  look 
aroinid,  slare  her  o\er  and  allow  her  xcry  sujx-rior 
eyes  lo  rest  oti  |  he  infant . 

'"I  declare  :"■  she  >aid.  '"Flasiri  thai  yonn;;'  one 
;;'r()wn  a  hit  in  Ihe  last  four  yi-iiv^'f" 

'"This  isiTl  (he  hah\-  yon  sav  al  my  house.  This 
is  Ricjiard        my  I'onrlh."" 

*'  Vonr  irlnif  .^"' 

"My  fonrih.      Fred    ;nd  Th(>o(lore.  the  twins,  horn 

while   you    wer(>    in        Knrope.      This   one    was   horn 

t'o'ir   inonlhs  a-i'o.      W,.  call   hi,,)   The   Dickie-Iiird." 

Aiy  r.awd  :      cried   Mihh.      "'And  your  hushand 

is  in  husiness  I)y  I  his  time,  I  suppose." 
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"Xo;  lie's  —  lit'Vs  -sljll  f(;r<'iti;ni  in  llie  news- 
paper ofHcc.  There  li.isn'l  l»eeii  exactly  the  !)U.>iiiess 
chance  come  aloiiir  -   " 

"I  know!  Some  m-n  just  simply  haver/t  it  in 
tliem   to  '^v\    ahead.      \\  hiTc  are  ,\oii   Hvim^i'" 

"In  tht,-  same  place.  Hnt  1  don't  think  we'll  be 
there  much  loii<,fer  Ix'canM-  the  man  who  owns  the 
properly  i^  tToini,'  to  sell  for  a  luiildinu,'  site.  Jack 
an<l  I  are  Ihinkinu'  awful  ^erion>ly  of  hnNiiiL,'  the  old 
place  on  ('ol)l)  Hill  foi'  a  home.  It's  counfry  onf 
there  and  |)lenly  of  room  for  the  I'oys  to  play  and 
<i;row.  Jack  could  (lri\-e  hack  and  fortli  mornin<j;s 
and  evenings,  yon  know.  We  —  wo  —  l)onght  your 
horse." 

"So  I  liax'c  heaiil."  commented  Mil)l)  col  ily. 
"Rut  I  thought  you  werei)oorI  "\'ou  talk  of  buying 
places   as    if    -  " 

■'(),  bnt  I  had  a  legacy  ;  not  much  but  still  a  legacy. 
^Nly  I'lr-le  Josiali  in  Chicago  died  and  left  us  over 
five     .     usand  dollars." 

"  How  long  ago  .''" 

"About   three  years." 

"I  dare  say  it's  spcni  by  flu's  time.  T  never  saw 
folks  who  were  baby-crazy  who  had  the  knack  of 
hanging  on  to  money." 

"It  —  isn't  -all  spent.  Anyhow,  that's  why 
Jack  and  I  are  talking  about  getting  what's  left  into 
some  sort  o''  real  estate  before  the  wdioje  legacy 
iteconies  exhau-led.  'l'li(>  bank's  never  been  able  to 
dispose  of  the  \\  lieeler  house  and  property  because 
of  what  happened  there.  \\r  can  buy  it  for  the 
mortgage  and  interest.  We've  got  money  enough  to 
do  that  and  I'm  b(>gimung  to  think  it's  a  wise  move. 
I'm  —  looking  for  my  happiness  —  in  other  ways  — 
Lhan  money."' 
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'"Wliiit  (loyou  know  al.oiii  \vli;il  li;ii)[)iti(>->  inoncy 
will  \>u\\"  <lfiiiati(lc(l  .Mild.  ••  you  tliar>  hardly 
liccu  hfyoiHJ  llif  .-kyliiic  in  your  lif'!''      Xoiinchx.  !  " 

'■|  ilon'l,""  nluni.'d  Mary,  "and  ulial  I  (ion't 
know  won't  hurt  nir." 

"  Poor  little  <M,initry  l.unipkin  1  I'oor  litth-  fool !  " 
d''ciarc(|  Mil)!..  She  \\i>hc(|  the  storm  would  rnd  so 
she  ct.uld  leave.  It  was  a  inosl  disconcert in^'  prc- 
<iicanient. 

Mut   Mary  pretended  nof  to  be  disparaffed. 

'"How  are  tliinn>  ^oin^  with  you,  Mibli?"  .«,he 
a>ked  politely. 

"Hcautil'ully,  thank  you." 

"You're  ,-till  sin^inK'  I  suppose.  You  had  a 
lica-.dit'ul  \()ice,  I  rcineniher.  when  we  worked  in  the 
oliice  to^'ether  I  renicniber  very  often  tiie  ni^ht 
you  san<,'  between  the  acts  of  the  little  local  talent 
play.  How  very  loui;-  a.^o  that  seems,  doesn't  it? 
And  your  voice  should  lia\-c  improxfd  much  with 
time." 

"I  udied  under  the  hot  masters  while  abroad," 
Mibb  replied.  It  was  a  falsehood.  She  had  not 
raised  iter  voice  while  abroad  above  an  ordinar\'  tone 
<\eepl  to  hold  up  her  end  of  an  altercation  with  her 
!n(.ther.  But  it  sounded  well,  this  '•lu'st-niasters" 
business. 

"^ou  are  fortunate;  it  will  stand  you  in  good 
stead   now." 

"What    do  you   mean?" 

"Suice   Herbert  —  well,   you   know." 

Ye.s,  :Mibb  knew.  She  knew  all  too  well.  But 
•slie  was  furious  to  have  it  "thrown"  at  her  by 
homely  little  Mary  Purse  in  her  last  year's  hat  and 
coat  with  the  ba^f<,fy  sleeves. 

"I'll    thank    you    to    mind  your    own    business. 
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\  «»il  li;i\f  iiM;iii('i;il  lioulilo  ot  xoiir  own,  I  iitnlcr- 
slaiid.  w  1 1  id  I  should  he  (luilc  -.iilliciciit  I'oi-  ;iii  i>l<liii;iry 
|)(i-nii  oillioiil  iiili  rc-l  iiiL;  \  ()iirN<lt  in  iiiiiic  I  >rr 
llii'    i;iiii    i-    Ittlinv:    up.      Til    -.ly   ^dod  .il'h  rmitni."" 

Dc-'pilc  liir  wild  \\(l.  >lic  i-;ii>cd  111  r  (  i-<;iiiiy  para- 
sol and  \va>  udiic 

Mary,  uiio  ualdicd  licr  picking  Ik  i-  dainly  way 
anionu  liir  lnokt-n  lion^li^  and  slicks  and  niinialnrc 
waslionK,  dccjarcij  : 

'"W'tl!,  one  tliinu's  cci-lain,  I  )i(k\-Hii-(l.  we  don  . 
look  (|nitc  XI  old  anil  liniiicd  onl  as  she's  coni- 
nicncinu  lo  look  for  all  of  our  ci'a/c  after  i>al)ies!" 

As  for  M  il)i),  she  wen  I  down  I  ha  I  de\  aslaletl  ->!  reef 
wilh  a    Mm  'rhoui;hl    wliirliny  in   In  r  head. 

Mary  I'nr^e  had  i;i\-en  her  an  idea        a  ;4real  id<'a  ! 


(T- 

ir\- 


XT 


r;i- 


(HAI'IIK    l\ 


ire 


I?  \"  K  IN  Tin:  Hi!)  II 


I  M  ^i;  <  I 


N   I  !ii;  ('(n;i'.  Hii.i.  RoMi 


si.i  rij;  Dow  \    i< ) 


iiii;    I'l  i{>i; 

|-;\i'i:i(ii;\(  i;n   ny    I'i.\i\     I'l.ni' 

-J  \(  iv  1*1  usi;  A  I'liVM  i(   Man. 


IIII.  \)\\ 


I  <  I 


I) 


\  V 


1.1.     W  nil  II      .M  \KI 


III- 


Tt  \v;i.s  ;i1>()1iI   I  lie  Ii'mh'  wc  piil   in  our  liiiol  \  |)c  lli.il 
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llial  day  he  and  .Mary  look  ll 

of  the  .saviM<,'s  hank  and   the  |)laee  parsed   iiaek   ii 

I  he  haiitl.s  of  tlie  girl  who  had  left  il  .so  ,^adly  a  decade 

licforc. 

'I"he  first  home  on  Ph-a.sanl  Street  which  had  slood 
for  so  niiieii  to  them,  was  hrokeii  up.  Kd  Dickinson 
drove  o\-er  from  Foxhoro  with  his  hiy  two-horse  van 
one  sprin<^  day  and  moved  them.  The  nni.sty  oM 
house  was  seruhhed  and  rciioNaled  and  aired  and 
painted.      Tlie    hitter-sweet    sorrow    at     l< 
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litth'    tt'iH'inent    on   I*leasant  Street    was   only   olfxl 
for  I  he  woman  l)y  the  satisfaction  of  the  home-coniin<r. 
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"T  tlioii^'lil  when  we  inctxcd  lioiii  I'lr.is.ml 
Street  ill  ;ill  thai  il  was  to  lie  ^o  \cr_\'  inircrcnl ," 
Jack  coiiiphiiiied  hillerly.  "'I  llM»iiL;hl  il  ua>ralhtr 
^'Ollij,'  1(»  l»e  like  the  Holland  place.  Ai'lif  all.  il's 
oiil\'  a  lonely  old  I'arin 

"Hul  Ihe  lioy^  lliey  will  liax'e  llieir  .  liIldlaKnl 
in  llu'  counlrx'.  and  after  all.  I  liere'>  no  l)les>in^  e(iu.il 
to  I  hat.  Jack." 

Jack  knew  il.  luil  he  reliix-d  to  lie  eonsojed. 

•  ^ol  to  <lo  >oinet  liiiiL,' I"  he  cried  liilterly. 
"I've  ;,'ot  lo  proNc  I'm  not  a  lailnre!  I)arnii  llic 
iiewspajxT  linsiness.  It  l.ike>  and  lakes  ;ind  ne\<r 
gives  I  It  lies  you  <lown  and  >(|nee/es  the  li<>t  that's 
in  you  onl  for  >onie  oIIk  r  pi  r^on'^  [)ro(il.  Why  did 
I  ever  learn  the  trade  of  a  prinlei-!'"' 

Hul  if  Jack  realized  he  wa>  headed  low.ii'd  failure, 
Mary  too  must  have  looked  into  lln'  future  .d'ter  two 
more  children  >i.\  in  all  had  come  to  her,  and 
liad  it  hrou^dil  home  lo  her  that  she  had  made  Ihe 
same  mistake  that  her  mother  ha<l  made  hefore  her: 
that  life  would  he  hut  one  drear\'  ilay  of  years  so 
nmeh  cookin^^  so  iniieh  di>liwashini;'.  so  mn<  h  niend- 
iiif,'  and  cleaning,'  and  haufiini,'  (jnl  of  cIoIIk's.  Some 
day  death  wonid  overtake  her.  There  would  l>e  a 
plain  avera^'e  American  small-town  funeral  with  the 
relatives  alfendintr  and  I  lie  church  choir  rt-ndering 
an  anthem  and  a  youriijj  local  pastor  not  t)ld  enou<:li 
yet,  nor  wise  cnou|;h.  lo  understand  Ihe  hearts  of 
Imioan  l)ein<fs,  who  wonld  mouth  coin.-eidional  fu- 
neral nhrases  and  look  <iioomy  ami  he  more  or  less 
thankful  wIhmi  the  ordt  al  was  over.  There  would  he 
a  six-inch  obituary  down  in  a  corner  of  oui'  paj)er, 
perhajjs  sandwi -lied  l»elwcen  a  rcf)orl  of  I  hi'  ccMuity 
treitsuiei"  and  a  indent  medicine  ad\'ertisenient. 
There  would  he  a  plain  white  stone  out  in  the  ceiue- 
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l-r\  (HI  (he  liill.  v,„,n  t',)r;i()||cii  l,y  ;ill  l)iil  a  loiidy  man 
;iiii|    (in«l.      It    would    lie    iiiiirkcd    Willi    llir    uonl^: 

".Mai\,  |{(Io\r(|  Wife  of  ,|,,||||  I'lirx-.  I{,,,(l  Sr|)|. 
I.>lll.  ls(il.  |)i,,|,  April  Sill.  I!»  .•'  l.iiV.  likr  |,rr 
u<(|(|iii^r,j;,y.  Ilk,.  111,.  ,ln.aiii>  uhicli  n|i,.  Iia<l  tlicaiiicd, 
u-.iilil  lijivr  p.iNSfd.  'I'll,'  ^r,.a»  and  I  lie  hriar  lilooiii 
would  ^lou  ii|>  around  the  li(Md..tonc.  Slic  would 
lie  ioruollrn.      Oil,   III.'  lnMrl-icndcriii::  liopt'lcsMicss 
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Hut.  in  .>()  I'ai-  as  any  of  us  can  n-fall,  in  .so  far  as 
any  of  llic  folk  in  our  lown  knew,  lliox"  who  came  in 
•  •outact  with  Ih'r  after  her  sixth  and  final  hahy  was 
horn,  never  heard  a  word  of  eoiuplainl  or  liillerness 
Irotn  her  l.ips.  The  hatiircs  ^.hiell  had  made  lu'r 
once  tile  prettiest  ^ir|  in  Paris  took  on  deep  dull  lines 
of  work  and  wnvvy  and  niotherly  anxiety.  She  was 
■j-rowin^-  rapi<lly  into  a  plain,  middh-ai^cd  woman 
with  iiolhinn;  aheail  hut  the  .siieees.sful  maidioud  of 
her  boys,  like  a  million  oilier  wi\-es  of  avera;.je  men 
n\\  over  Anieriea  toni.i;lil. 

Mrs.  II,),|  drove  out  to  >,•,.  her  one  afternoon  and 
stayed  to  slipper,  .\fter  siijjp.r  they  wcnl  up  to  (lie 
fionf  liedtoom  Mary's  old  room  under  t  he  eave.s  — 
In  hind  up  some  dress  [)al  terns.  The  moon  came  up 
while  they  w<'re  llier(>  and  the  fro<,rs  down  in  the 
marsh  heyan  their  l)ii)inf,'.  It  was  a  dreamy,  hcuuti- 
fnl  hour. 

Mary  <:jrew  suddenly  silent.  From  her  place  in 
ihe  rocker  hy  the  window  Mrs.  Hod  ^danced  across 
in  the  de,>i>  deep  .sliadow  to  where  Mary  sat  on  the 
hed.  The  <iirl  suddenly  h(><ran  sol)l)in^'.  Then  to 
Mrs.  Hod's  surf)rise.  Mary  Purse  leaned  across  and 
kneeled  siiddejdy  down  with  her  head  in  Mrs.  Hod's 
iap.       i  iiere  she  wept  convulsively. 

''Mother,  mother!"  Mary  cried.     "At  least  he's 
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kind  to  I.  f ;  he  loves  iiie.  Bui  1  uiulerslaiul,  mother. 
I  uuderstiind  I  " 

"I  'spose  you've  lie.ird  ahoiit  Miht)  Truman," 
said  Mrs.  Hod,  al  leni[)tinff  to  gel  llie  f,'irl"s  mind  on  to 
another  sultjeet. 

"What  ahout  her?'^ 

"I  understand  she's  gone  en  the  stage  —  the  eon- 
cert  stage  —  singiu'.  i'lie  Matliers  went  to  New 
\'ork  hist  week  and  h>oked  her  up.  She  wasii'l  at 
all  ni'v  to  'em.  But  I  hey  learned  that  '-(jnie  of  her 
gentlemen  friends  down  I  lure  have  hacked  her 
financially  am'  thai  wonderful  voice  o"  h«'rs  seems  to 
l)e  doin'  the  resi.  She  always  did  lia\'e  a  wonderful 
voice.      Vou  rememher  it  ?" 

"Yes,"  >aid  Mary  dully.  Slu  wa>  plainly  not  in- 
terested in  the  IleiiderNon  girr>  fortunes.  ha\iug 
forsooth  her  own  pitiful  forluues  lo  oecup,\'  her 
mind. 

Mrs.  Mod  comforted  her  and  after  a  while  Mary 
arose  and  wij)ed  her  eyes. 

"I'm  sorry.  Mrs.  Hod.  Once  in  a  while  I  feel 
weak  and  helpless.  What  I  Uv-cd.  I  suppose,  is  some 
real  sorrow  to  make  nw  strong." 

"There's  trouble  enough  comes  (o  u-  in  life  wit  hoiit 
wishing  for  it.  dear.  \()u'ri'  all  right.  ^  ou're  only 
worrying  over  Jack  hi'canse  he  doesn't  get  into 
business." 

"No:  I'm  worrying  ov(M'  Jack  hecause  Jack  is 
worrying  that  he  doesn't  get  inl«)  husiuess.  He's 
afraid  to  make  the  'ireak,  Mrs.  Hod.  \]v's  afraid  Ic) 
leave  his  sure  joh  for  a  hrilliani  uncertainty.  .\nd 
our  capital  is  gone  now.  you  know  I  paid  the  hills 
with  the  largest  part  of  it  ant'  the  re->l  I  put  into  huy- 
ing  this  house  so  we  could  at  least  he  sure  of  a  roof 
over    our    heads.     That    makes    Jack    timid    ahout 
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lakin^,'  cliniUH-s ;    lie's  goi    the   n'sponsihililie^s  of  so 
many  on  liiiii." 

"Has  Uv  had  many  chances?"' 

'  "^  cs  ;  there's  heen  the  Red  Front  <jrocery  which  he 
I'cit  h(>  conhhi't  s\\in<,'  hecanse  lie  didn't  hav(>  the 
capital;  there's  been  tlie  ne\vsp;iper  at  Sau^us  and 
the  jol)-prinlinjr  husiness  that  Dachly  Joe  finally 
l)oii,i;lil  and  that  I  understand  he's  doin;,'  well  in. 
There's  heen  Jim  (I.dloway's  rustless  fire-screen 
husiness  and  the  sash-and-hiind  uiill.  All  of  them 
were  i!;l  w  businesses  and  wou'd  have  made  us  fairly 
w«|l -fixed  in  time.  Rut  most  of  them  needed  money 
—  quite  a  lot  of  it  -  a!id  somehow  ~  the  boys  have 
taken  most  of  our  money." 

"I  know  how  it  is.  di-ar.  It's  too  bad  Jack  couldn't 
have  foun<l  soniethinij-  before  so  many  babies  came. 
Not,"  she  added,  "that  I'm  sayinji;- a  word  a^'ainst 
them;  they're  beautiful  boys  —  there  aren't  six  boys 
in  the  whole  world  any  beaut ifuller  except  in^' three 
that  I  h;.pj)en  (o  have  down  at  the  Ifo<l  place  on 
Walmit  Street  in  Paris.  But  still —it's  unfortunate ." 
"Jack's  especially  wild  just  now  because  —  you 
won't  tell  a  soul  will  you.  .Mrs.  Hod?" 

"(Vrtainl\- not.  dear."  She  stroked  the  black  hair 
just  bci-inniii",'  lo  fleck  with  ^'ray.  "Haven't  I  and 
Mr.  Hod  j)roved  tJiat  we'r->  your  friends?" 

"Well,  then.  Ja(  k'sespecially  wild  just  now  because 
he  thinks  he's  discoxcn'd  som(>thin<,'  on  the  ()sf,'ood 
farm  thai  may  prdx.-  valuabh^  -a  sort  of  ore  —and 
he  can  buy  the  land  for  a  thousand  (K)Ilars.  Oidy  he 
hasn't  trot  the  I  housand  dollars  and  even  if  he  had  it, 
he  lacks  the  mone\-  lo  dexclop  it." 
"What  kir.d  of  ore.  dear?" 

"Si!!'!!'    kind    iif    \!-!]<i\l      :\'.f\     l]::i'^     U:     .rt-..  =  .*     A..^^.^,..} 

just   now  for  paint.     Ochre  —  isn't  that  it?     Yes! 
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Tliere's  a  liiif^v  \)vd  of  il  on  llu-  ()s<j,ou(l  placf  alon",^  liic 
South  Fork  of  Slu-ppard's  brook.  Jack  had  it  sonl 
away  and  analyzed  antl  t!uMi  ^ol  a  (iiiurc  on  the  Os- 
good place  because  the  Osyoods  want  to.sell  an  '  niov(> 
to  Montpelier.  But  il'a  all  money  -  money  — 
money  —  again.  Ancl,  well,  (here's  our  mojiey, 
INIrs.  Hod.  out  there  in  I  he  moonlight  kicking  tlieir 
heels  on  the  corncrih.      Hear  iheni?"" 

"Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Hod.  "Sam  and  I  have  got  c|uite 
a  bit  of  change  tiecl  up  in  (he  same  way.  I  know 
how  you  feel.  Mary.      I've  been  there!" 

It  was  true  that  Jack  l*ur>e  al  la-i  luid  tmnbled 
on  to  something  of  l)usine.ss  value.  A  huge  ocln-e 
bed  by  some  freak  of  nature  had  Ixn-n  de])osited  along 
the  soutli  fork  of  SJiepi)ard'>  brook  where  it  flowed 
across  the  Osgood  ])lace.  Old  man  Osgood  cared 
nothing  about  ochre  and  had  no  money  to  develop  it 
or  small  ambition  to  plac(>  value  on  what  his  farm 
contained.  He  wanted  [i,  sell  and  hio\-e  down  to 
Monli)elier  with  his  ehlest  son  and  go  into  tli'  harness 
business.  If  Jack  I'eally  wanted  it.  he  could  have  a 
six-monlh  option  on  the  properl.x'  for  a  hundred 
dollars,  because  old  man  Osgood  h.id  as  soon  stay  on 
hi>  farm  for  that  las'  suuimer  as  anywhere. 

Jack  had  a  liundred  d  )llars.  He  bought  tliat  op- 
tion. He  diseloM'(l  to  Sam  Hod  what  he  h:!(l  done. 
We  think  he  had  an  idea  for  a  time,  that  Sam  Hod 
nu'ght  go  on  his  note  and  help  him  rai^e  1  he  nu)ney, 
and  so  indeed  Sam  miglil  lia\-e  done  had  not  Jim 
Thorne  starte(l  a  rival  newspaper  in  I'aris  that  year 
and  gi\-en  us  a  lot  of  trouble  across  I  he  street.  It 
took  ev(>ry  cent  we  could  buy,  beg.  borrow  or  steal,  to 

keep  the    TcIciirapJt  above   water   that   sunimer  and 
t..u    — I  \\ i.;n  .! ('  ...,1 ,....,,,  ,,.;ii.  \.^^^z  i^s 

handicapped  and  discouraged  as  ever. 
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One  iii^fht  in  early  XoM-niher  lie  canK^  home 
liiroii^h  the  first  fall  of  snow  willi  a  ^'rini  white  look 
oil  his  faee.  Mary  stood  hy  the  s!o\-e  frying  pota- 
toes for  the  evening  meal.  She  looked  up  with  a 
faithful  sniile  on  her  plain  features  as  he  entered, 
Kill  he  hardly  nofieed  her.  lie  went  to  the  sink 
and  washed  and  stood  for  an  unusual  time  drying 
his  hands  on  tJie  roller  towel. 

The  smile  died  from  Mary's  face  as  Jack  ignortMl 
lur.  There  was  a  sudden  pain  in  lu-r  heart.  She 
had  not  minded  —  much  —  wIkmi  he  had  left  off 
meeting  her  after  the  day's  work  witJi  a  caress.  But 
to  he  ignored  —  after  a  lonely  day  with  the  thought- 
less youngsters  —  it  hrought  the  fear  of  her  mother's 
words  into  lu>r  soul  and  her  mother's  pro[)hecy. 
She  hurned  her  hand  on  the  lu)t  griddle  but  she 
(lid  not  cry  out.  She  j)ut  the  stinging  patch  of  flesh 
to  her  lips  for  a  moment  and  then  shoved  the  griddle 
to  the  rear  of  tli(>  .stove.  The  last  bahy.  Dexter 
Farrington  Purse,  cried  snddi-nly  from  the  inner 
room,  a  wail  of  anguish  that  sent  the  mother  flying 
to  his  side.  In  a  moment  she  was  back.  But  Jack 
had  l)een  watching  her  as  he  dried  his  hands  at  the 
towel  ami  he  suddenly  came  over. 

"Mary,"  he  .said  thickly,  "you  have  it  pretty 
iiard,  don't  you  .^  First  one  thing  and  then  another 
—  all  day  long.  Tt  wasn't  a  life  like  this  we  were 
thinking  of  living  together  at  thirty-five,  was  it, 
Mary?" 

He  made  her  ndiminish  the  griddle  and  the  dish 
into  wliicli  till'  contents  werf  being  emptied.  He 
turned  her  about  and  took  li(>r  in  his  arms. 

"Mary,"  he  said,  lifting  her  face  up  toward  his, 

\  \iii  ii("\;"i"  >uv  an\iiiing;  you  luvcr  «.orri|>iaiii  ;    <^tty 

after  day  you  stay  out  here  in   the  country  quiet. 
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and  keep  plM<j(jiii<;  away  -  I  lie  wife  of  a  jxtor  pruilcr 
who  can't  st'ciii  lo  ^cl  ahead.  Oh,  Mar\-  ^irl.  I  love 
you  ! 

"I'ni  hiokiiif^  f(»r  my  ph-asurc  mi  \Uv  in  oihcr  ways. 
Jack."  she  rcphcd  sol'lly.  "I  ^iicss.  Jack,  Vvr 
chan^'cd  my  slan(hirds,  vUc  I'd  given  out  kmg 
ago. 

"I  may  not  say  a  h)t,  Mary  <lear,  hnt  — hni  — ^I 
haven't  forgotten  and  I  —  I  —  appreciate  — " 

He  drewlier  ( lo.ver  to  himaiid  cru>he(l  her  sn<hh'nly. 
In  the  dining  room  Richard,  age  "ighf,  was  hnsy  on 
the  red  tahh'ch)tli  with  Frederick,  age  el(>\ en,  <h's- 
emhoweling  a  ch)ck  whicli  wouhl  never  rnn  again. 
Jack  in  Ins  stocking  feel  wonhl  later  find  many  of 
the  cogwheels  on  the  carpet.  Richard  chanced  to 
glance  wp  and  was  h\pnoti/e(l. 

"Lookit  I"  he  exclaimed  to  his  hrolluTs  watching 
the  process  of  dock  snrgery,  " jxiir's  /,-/.v.s///'  iiuiir!  " 

The  small  Templeton  Ixns  came  in  alter  sn])per  to 
play  nntil  (Mght  oCIock  with  the  l'nr>e  young  oihn. 
Mary  sent  them,  mined  clock,  nniddy  hoots,  hand- 
fnls  of  cogwheels  and   all        into  the   hack   kitchen. 

"\Vhat">  the  mat  ler.  Jack,"  she  aske(|  her  hnshand 
when  the  hoys  were  out  of  earshot.  "Is  it  the 
ochre  option  that's  worrying  yon  ? " 

"Yes.  Old  man  Osgood  was  in  Paris  this  after- 
noon shopping.  He  said  Joel  Siltiey  iia>.  inad«'  him  a 
cash  oft'er  for  the  farm  and  wanted  to  know  if  I  cared 
to  exercise  my  option." 

"Jack,"  said  the  wift',  "xou  nni>tn'l  make  yourself 
ill  over  tiii-^  l)n^iMes>.  \'ou're  half-dead  now  with 
worry  and  overwork  ,iud  kee|)ing  such  hours  as 
you've  heen  doing  lately." 

iie  ruoocd  tiis  ri<iii<is  «>\(  i  ijiiii  cvts  — oye.s  iiuii, 
felt  like  two  hurnt  holes  in  a  woolen  i)lankel. 
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"T  know  il,'"  ho  iidiiiillcl.  '-Rul  Ihis  ochre 
I'<<l  looks  like  siioh  a  <roo(|  clianee,  and  I've  read  up  .so 
imielioii  it  and  kiiowjiisl  Jiou  lo  ^r,)  ;il„)i,(  d„i„^  jt — 
woikiiin-  ii  up  into  a  hi^-  l)nsiness  —  lliat  I'm  ahout 
crazy  to  see  it  slip  away  as  otlier  business  proposi- 
tions have  liad  to  go  hy  the  board  because  I  didn't 
lia\'e  the  money.  " 

"Jack,  I  his  t  ime  why  do  y(^u  let  it  go  by  the  board  ? 
Wh,\  don't  you  rais(>  the  money  ?  " 

"But  how  can  I  raise  th(>  money  wlien  I've  got 
nollung  to  rai.>e  il  on?  A  mortgage  on  this  place 
wouldn't  net  two  hundred  dollars.  The  bank  had 
one  stiff  lesson  with  it  —  " 

"I  mean  if  you  can't  no'se  th(>  money  out  of  your 
own  resources,  use  some  one  else's." 

"\Vh()  lor  instance .»     I  did  think  of  asking  Sam 

"Jack,  I've  been  thinking:  why  don't  vou  go  see 
Mr.  E/ekial  ?  ^'ou  know  who  I  mean,  —  tiic  old  man 
who  comes  nj)  to  the  pla(v  on  Preston  Hill  summers. 
He's  got  loads  of  cash  ;  you  know  that." 

"And  knows  how  to  hang  on  to  it  !  "  declared  Jack 
grunly.  "What  chance  would  I  stand  going  up  to 
liiiii  an<l  trying  to  inl.'nvst  him  in  a  little  jelly-bean 
ochre  bed  like  this  when  he  could  buy  all  of  Foxboro 
and  Paris  put  together  and  tie\cr  nu'ss  it  from  his 
accomit.^  Ami  ev(-n  if  he  did  put  in  the  cash, — 
even  if  I  did  inleres!  him,  -how  could  I,  with 
nothing,  keep  control .-" 

"I(lon't  know.  Bui  I  don't  believ<'  old  man 
Ezekia!  is  anything  like  what  go.ssip  paints  him. 
I  <;urt  understand  how  a  man  who  really  was  all 
Ilia  I  people  claim  him  to  be  could  have  such  an  awful 
■■■■■:■•■  ii.iugiut  r.  i  Nf  iiiei  .Martiia  Kzekiai  several 
tunes  at  Ladies'  Aid  meetings,  you  know;  she's  just 
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coniinoii  iuid  ordinary  lik(>  oilier  folks,  only  she's 
politer  and  kinder  and  softer  spoken  —sort  of  finer 
grained." 

"She's  real  aristocracy,"  declared  Jack,  "to 
distinguish  from  Mihh  Truman's  brand." 

"Why  i;')t  go  to  old  Mr.  Ezekial  and  tell  him 
honestly  ju>f  what  you'\e  found  and  what  you  think 
you  could  do,  and  ask  him  to  assi.st  you  — " 

"Because."  said  Jack,  "I'm  loo  wise.  Because 
I  know  how  business  is  done  and  how  men  like  Old 
Zeke  —  as  they  call  him  -  are  pestered  to  death 
every  day  t)f  their  lives  with  industrial  propositions 
of  this  kind." 

"Jack,  dear,  you  don't  know  —  you  can't  be 
certain  —  until  you've  tried.  And  isn't  it  worth  — 
the  trial?" 

"The  cowardice  of  wisdom. '^ Fa ry,"  the  man  cried, 
leaning  forward  in  his  battered  ]\[orris  chair,  "makes 
it  a])pear  ridiculous."  He  arose  angrily  and  paced 
the  floor. 

For  Jack  knew  that  deep  in  his  heart  he  lacke<l  the 
courage  to  go  nj)  to  Old  Zeke's  fine  honu>  on  Preston 
Hill  and  beard  the  old  money  bear  in  his  den  and  try 
to  put  across  any  such  j)roj)osition.  Part  of  his 
hesitation  might  have  becMi  the  cowardice  of  wisdom 
—  yes.  lint  it  was  more  physical  courage  that 
detained  him. 

Mary  got  out  lier  weekly  washing,  gathered  from 
I  111'  clolhis  lines  just  before  the  twilight  began  to 
^pit  snow,  and  started  her  sj)rinkling.  her  ironing- 
bcard  across  two  chairs.  Jack  sat  in  the  ^^orris 
chair  beside  the  rea<ling  table  under  the  dining- 
room  clock  and  tried  to  make  sense  out  of  the  news- 
paper iie  had  lliul  day  piiiiLeu  and  piOuUOctl.  But 
hi'  could  not. 
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TIic  Tcniplcton  l)oys  iiiul  iJinv  of  his  own  younj?- 
stcrs  liad  sccimMl  fXTtiiission  locarry  out  some  exj)eri- 
riicnt  ill  the  >,i(l(>  hcdrooni  and  ho  hoard  the  dull 
drone  of  their  voietvs  and  tlie  shrill  deelarations  and 
eonlenfions  as  they  enii)loyed  themselves  after  the 
fashion  of  hoys  in  that  final  hour  before  they  were 
eailed  to  ^^o  io  ix'd. 

"Our  father  made  that  !"  d(>clared  Dexter  proudly 
referrin-,'  to  some  toy  or  uuplenient  whose  identity 
Jack  could  not  deternu'ne, 

"Huh!"  retorted  one  of  the  small  Templeton 
hoys,  "our  father  made  a  bigger  one  than  that  and 
it  had  six  >ides  to  it,  too." 

"Your  father  ain't  half  so  wonderful  or  smart  as 
our  father  is.  Your  father's  only  a  farmer,  and  our 
father  makes  a  wholt>  newspaper  and  bosses  every- 
body all  over  the  place.  He's  the  most  wonderful 
man  in  the  world,  our  father  is!"  Freddie  grew 
emotional.  "He  ain't  afraid  o'  nothin'  and  he  can 
do  anything.  He  can  lick  your  father  with  one  hand 
tied  behind  him  and  if  you  say  he  can't  I'll  do  you 
right  here  and  now — ■" 

Jack  heard  no  more.  He  sprang  from  his  chair 
and  paced  the  floor.  His  boys  thought  him  the 
most  wonderful  man  in  the  world  ;  the  man  who  could 
do  everything;  the  man  afraid  of  nothing.  And  he 
couldn't  raise  a  thousand  dollars  to  buy  an  ochre 
bed  estimated  to  be  worth  a  com{)etency  ! 

"Jack!"  cried  his  wife.  "What  is'  the  matter.? 
Where  are  you  going.'" 

"Crazy!"  he  retorted.  Pulling  down  his  hat  he 
passed  out  into  the  cold  raw  night. 

He  walked  in  the  darkness  of  early  evening  down  to 
tlh-  n  liiv  bfiis.  TJiey  were  covered  with  the  light 
blanket  of  snow  but   it   was  the  exertion   the  mau 
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w.'iiitcd,  I  lie  I'cilini:'  <>r  <lttin;4'  ><>nu'l  liiii>;'  hoidc 
,sil  t  iiii;  licl|)l(>>ly  in  ;i  cliiiir. 

()\('i"  ;in(l  {)\rv  in  lii-  iiiiiid  lie  liiriit'(|  ;i!I  llic  men 
who  were  likely  lo  .[id  him  in  developing  Mieh  a 
ltii>ine->s.  ( )ne  liy  one  lliey  wcfe  eliminated.  There 
\va>  Old  Zeke.  *il'  cunrx-.  hut  the  i)ro|»(>>il  ion  of  Old 
Zeke  helpiiii;  onl  \\a>  noihini;'  liiil  the  wild  imaycry 
of  a  wife's  l)n--ine»  iyiiorance.  What  -honhl  he  d(»? 
What  >h()nld  he  do?  He  haled  liim>ell"  for  llii> 
weakness.  He  felt  I  ired  onl.  woi'ii  out,  played  out  ! 
'N  he  mn>t  do  sonielhin^-.  He  mn--|  not  let  his 
])roposilion  i^o  through  his  ^ra>p.  'I'here  nii^dil 
ne\(  r  lie  anol  Iht  like  il  I 

He  innsi  lia\<'  walked  ai'onnd  the  south  part 
of  the  ( )su'ood  propei'l y  for  an  honr  in  the  falliii^f 
.snow  w  hieh  (pii<-Kly  I  nrned  to  -hish.  'I'hen  iKMlra^-^-'ed 
his  liifd  linihs  I>ack  to  the  hou.se.  He  opened  the 
»h)or. 

He  was  s|;irtled  to  see  a  .str;ino(>  wonian  ni  tlic 
kitchen.  1 1  was  Mdilli  Crosswcll  from  the  (lilhert 
Mills  road.  Slie  sal  lul'ore  the  kitchen  .stoN'c  readin<^ 
the  e\-en ilia's    Tr/ciird /)//. 

"AVIiy.        where'.s  Mary.^""  Jack  demande(i. 

'"Where  ai-e  >-on  .'""  ilemanded  HdilJi.  She  was 
a  red-liea<le(|  i^irl  with  hiy  feel.s(|nare  sjioidders  .-iiid 
a  hard  month.  ."^Iie  pnl  down  the  j)aper  and  .sur- 
veyed him  erit  ic;dly.  "I  come  o\-er  to  l)orrow  some 
yeast  bccan>e  Ma's  jusl  ti(>l  to  make  hread  to-mor- 
row if  we're  not  Imried  under  fifty  feet  o'  snowdrift. 
'iMlith."  says  your  wife,  'you're  a  <i'od>t'nd.  Would 
\(iu  htok  after  I  lie  youn^iHis  for  the  eNcriiu'  while  I 
hitch  up  the  "orsi-  and  make  a  (piick  trip  down  to 
Paris.'  ,s;iys  she.  'It's  urLicnt.'  she  says." 

""  i  o  I'atisi  ^asjx'd  .j.ick.  "^larys  gone  to 
I'aris?     At  this  lime  of  ni-ht  ?" 


rm:  (.hkatkk  clokv 


231 


"T'ainI  cinlil  o'clock  yd  ;m.!  fl  only  l.ikcvs  ;in 
liJill'  lioiir  lo  drive  lo  P.iris.  She's  |,ccii  ,^o\u'  li.ilf 
llial  liiiic  already." 

"Did  .she  say  —  who  ;,h.>  was  j^'oiii;,'  lo  s,-,.  in 
I'aris?" 

"No;  l)ul  she  pill  on  liep  Siiii(lay-<,'o-fo-in(>cliii' 
liil)-;ill(l-tlicker." 

Jack  I'oiind  his  way  inio  (he  oilier  room  and  sank 

down,   we!    lh..ii.<ih    he   was.   inIo   the    Morri>   chair. 

Mary  <,rone  |o  |>;,n\  !     What  oilier  errand  could  she 

possibly   have   l»iil    |o  allenipt    with    ihe  coiira^'e  of 

ignorance  whal   he  wil  h  his  cowardice  of  wixloin  had 

declared  inipo,s>il.le.      He  knew  thai  old  jnan  Kzekial 

was    sf)endiii,-'    the    'riianksoivino-    holidays    at     his 

IVcston   Hill  home.     Our  pap(>r  a  few  nin-hls  Ix-fore 

had  said  >o.      M,ry  had  taken  I  heir  <lileinnia  hy  Ihe 

horns.     She    had    <;-one    into    town    at    einhl    o'clock 

of  a  niiserahle  infill   to  ine<>|   the  rich  man  and  j)lca(l 

for  capital  for  her  luishaiid. 

Hot,  burning'  shame  cam(>  over  Jack  as  he  sat 
thcr<>.  What  a  small.  iiii.s,>ral.Ie  piece  of  niasciilin(> 
humanity  he  was,  anyhow!  What  a  failure  as  a 
hushand  and  a  lather  he  had  heeii.  IJefoiv  marria<.v 
lie  had  courted  the  ,<.i,|  with  fair  promi>e>  and  ^itUCn 
predictions.  She  had  lo\  t'd  him  hecaiise  of  jiis  am- 
hitioii,  the  ooajs  which  he  ha<l  set  for  himself.  And 
lunv  had  thai  niarria,t;-e  turned  out  ?  What  were  the 
fair  pnunises.  tlie<,^oldeii  predictions,  the  ambitions, 
lh(>  ^oals,  what  but  words,  words,  words?  The 
UKly  fact  remained  that  despite  the  time  which  had 
passed,  despif,-  the  ^rood  health  with  which  he  and 
Mary  had  been  blessed,  eleven  years  after  marria<,'e 
found  him  in  the  same  iob  lie  luu!  lield  ■>.  -U't-iA:- 
before,  drawin.u  the  same  nioiK-y.  content  perforce 
with  Ihe  .same  kind  of  iionie,  as  far  as  ever  from  the 
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(Irciinis  •)(•  li;i(l  (Irciiiiicd  of  llic  ruliirc.  Wliy?  Uv- 
ciiusr  lie  lacked  tlu'  couranc  In  do  exactly  what  his 
wile  was  pi-ol)al)l>-  doin^  al  I  he  iiioineiil. 

And  had  lii->  wife  not  <h)iic  eiiouyh  ?  Had  slu'  not 
hceii  kind,  .-.yinpathetic  with  all  hi>  weaknesses, 
patient  with  the  privat  i(»ns.  uncomplaining  with  the 
pain  and  I  Sors  of  motherhood,  jicnerons  ahnosi  to 
censure  w.  ii  the  .>mall  fortune  lier  uncle  had  left 
her?  Had  >he  not  dt)n(>  all  he  could  expect  of  her 
and  more,  without  sf<'j)j)in^'  into  the  situation  now 
and  trying'  with  her  frail  st  reii^th  and  homely  corn-age 
lo  succeed  whei'e  he  had  failed? 

He  started  from  his  chair  with  a  cry.  Kdilh 
heard  him  and  hronj^dit  her  lii<,f  feet  down  from  the 
cd^'c  of  the  oven  dooi  with  a  startled  clump. 

*' Where  l)e  you  going,  Jack  l*urse?"  she  de- 
manded. 

"I'm  going  to  show  T  won't  he  a  spineless  weakling 
any  longer!"  Jack  cri(  d.  He  took  down  his  over- 
coa!  and  went  out. 

"Something,"  declared  F.dith  lo  the  stove,  "is 
the  matter  with  this  here  family  !" 


CHAPTER   X 


In  wiiirii  A  Lifr-Whauy  ATav  pits  TTis  TnornLEH 
Vp  to  a  Woiu.d-Wisi;  Fatiikhlv  ()m)  Fkllow 
AXD  Tni.\(;s  Hi;(ii\  to  Look  l>  for  the  Purhes 

Jack  slopjx'd  nUm'^  I  tic  .six  miles  into  Paris  hoping 
ii^'aiiist  hope  llial  lit>  could  rc;icli  Preston  Hill  before 
Mary  left.  If  he  could  oidy  do  that,  lie  could  ex- 
[)lain  to  old  man  Kzekial  that  lie  had  not  put  her  "up 
to  it",  that  .she  iiad  iulcr\ie\V('d  him  of  her  own 
accord  and  in  lier  i^niorance  of  tlie  ways  in  which 
men  tlid  hnsiness  and  looked  upon  sncii  things.  He 
would  try  to  convince  the  old  financier  that  he  was 
not  tlie  kind  that  had  to  send  women  to  plead  for 
him  :   that  was  the  shame  of  it. 

Down  below  ^NIcDermott 's  he  heard  a  horse  and 
rig  coming  along  through  tlie  muck  and  slush  of  the 
road.  He  recogniz(>d  Timothy  Pailey's  old  white 
liorse  and  high-bodied  bugg^, .  He  stepped  out  in 
front. 

Tim,  Tim,"  he  cried,  "have  you  just  come  from 
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The  long,  lank  young  farmer  declared  that  he  had. 

"Did  you  pass  my  little  Ivlack  mare  on  the  road, 
with  my  wife  driving  lier.^" 

"Reckon  I  did,"  returned  Tim,  "down  near 
Marshall  ^fills  pond  bottoms." 

"Tim,  would  you  turn  your  horse  around  and 
thive  iike  the  devil  to  overtake  iier.>  lii  pay  you 
well!" 
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"^'<)l^ll  |»;i.\  tilf  I  I)ii\i-  liki'  I  lie  <|<'\  f|  !  S.iy, 
uli.il  111"  hell.  .I;ick  ?  ^'(>llt■  uitiiiaii  i\\u'[  niiiiiiir 
;i\\;iv    IVkiii    vom,    lie   she?" 

'■\(>.  .she's  >tiirlt<l  on  ;m  crnmd  lo  P:iris  llmrs  ;in 
awFiil  misliikc  ;m<l  nii.>inul»iN|;iii(!itii,'.  I've  :,m|  to 
i-fjicli  licr  Itcfoic  .slu'  gets  to  a  <-('rl,iiii  parly.  Pk-ase, 
'riiiiol  iiy  I" 

'I'imolliy  rliiMisily  hacked  lii^  old  wliile  liorse 
ahoiil  and  ;iie  Iwo  men  ,s|)Ial  lend  hack  toward  tlie 
town. 

Twenty-fix-e  niinnto  later  llie\-  reached  the  lop 
of  Preston  Hill  on  Ihewcsi  side  ol"  P;.ris  Nil'i^^c  nnd 
fnriied  sonth  on   V.  rniont    A\<nue.      lien-  >lrelelied 

onr  residential  s'-etion  ( laiiui,  ^  the  homes  of  our 

sninmer  people.  One  (jne  old-ta>liionei|  place  with 
Itroad  \■eran(la-^  sIocmI  Imck  from  the  walk  anuM  a 
lawn  dotted  with  >\\\vr  liirelio.  At  the  hitcjn'n" 
post  a  rin;  \v;is  tied.  Jack  I'nrse  recoi^ni/ed  l!ie  horse 
from  afar-. 

"Old  Zeke's  place  I"  echoed  Timothy.  "(Vipcs! 
What's  .\-onr  woman  doin'  at  old  Zekt-'s?" 

"I  can't  tell  you  — now,"  returned  Ja(  k.  "How 
nnieh  for  hrin^du^'  me  here,  Tim?  'S'ou  don't  need 
to  wait,      ril  drive  home  with  .Mary." 

"I    guess    you    don't    owe    nit not  Inn'.      T  liad 

trouhle  with  my  women  folks  myself.      We  all  do!" 

He  would  take  no  pay.  Jack  alighted  and  went 
up  the  walk. 

Panic  seized  him  as  he  approached  the  enormous 
pile  which  he  had  always  viewed  from  the  street  and 
wln'ch  increased  in  >ize  and  ominous  dignity  like  Ji 
nightmare  as  he  came  clo.se.  He  could  never  ring 
the  hell  and  go  into  this  house  and  face  the  man  of 
uiiom  a  iea(iing  linanciai  writer  had  once  iM-imed  : 
"—when  K.  K.  Kzekial  iake>  siiutf  we  all  sneeze!" 
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AimI  .\rl  Miiy  \v;i>  in  lli.rc  now,  piiliin--  liiiii  lo 
-li;iir.-.  Aii.i  Titiiotlix  |{;ii|,.y  u.i>  dduii  ;il  llir  rti<| 
ul  III.'  walk,  slaiidiu;;  up  in  Im'>  hnir-^y  and  walcliitij,' 
l<»  ItrhoM  llic  niiracic  ol"  Jack  I'mx'  j^ainiiii,'  an  .  ti- 
IraiKT  lo  llir  ••,\\,||, ■^t  •■  pl.,,...  ,-,,  |';i,|\.  ;,,i,|  r,-a,|y 
uidi  .  lni.al•I^•l^^ill;,'  (|iic,li()n>  if  lir  \vcfil  m.I'I  now  anil 
'"'■".•.I  Lack.  II..  ha. I  I..  -,,  on.  II,.  pnllcj  H,,' 
cliina  uln'l..  I.  loh  of  |||,.  |„.||  ;,^  i,,  ..,  ,!r-,.am. 

A  lioi>('-l'a<T.|  luatixTNanl  cainc  in  '(.-poiix.  lo  tlu> 
.sninnioiis.  II, •  .Miapp,-,|  on  a  li-lil  ,,\-,.r  .lack's 
licad  and  I  lie  wliolc  hroad  \<.rarida  \va>  ijluniitic,!. 

"I  want  l.occ  -  -  Mr.  Kzckial.  Tv.- ;,'ol  lo-c,- liim 
on  sotnclhinir  real  inipor-tanl.  I*nis,.  i>  IJi.-nanic. — 
I'm  from  llic  local  new  spap,.r." 

*"W;iil  liciv,"  dircclc,!  M,,.  M-rxaiil.  *"  I  l„.|icve 
Mr.  Mzckiai  i>  hii^y  al  |)rcscnl." 

*■^'cs,  I  know!  T,-!!  him  ilial's  jn>l  whal  I 
want  to  sec  him  ahoul.  Til  no!  lake  .\o  lor  an 
answer.      II        can'l  I" 

The  scrvanl  lell  ihe  hi-  n|;,>.s  door  ajar.  In  u 
momeiil  he  wa>  hack. 

"Mr.  Kzekial  >ay>  li,.'ll  i,'ive  yon  fille,.n  nnimles  — 
hecan-e  yon're  on  Ihe  local  paper.      Follow  me!" 

He  led  Jack   into  a   richly  ap[)ointe,|   hall  and  np 
ii  wide  staircase.     They   hirned   the  hahisl  ra<l(.  po>t 
m   I'ronI   of  a  >tained-,L;la>s  win. low  wilh  a   lu\urioi,s 
window  seat   and  went  down   the  upper  hall.     Ai   a 
door  on  the  ri^'ht  I'le  servaid  tappe.l. 
"All  ri^ht  !"  declared  a  heavy  voice. 
Jack  was  hein^'  consumed   with  auue  and    nerves. 
Ills  ihon^hls  were  conrused.  his  vision  l.lurred.      He 
oidy  knew  he  was  fioin<,'  to  make  some  sort   of   an 
ai)olo^ry  fo  old  man  Ezekial.  exi)lain   that    it    didn't 
matter  what  his  wito  had  asked,  he  knew  how  l.nsi- 
nes6  men  looked  on  such  tilings  and  would  seek  the 
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capital  in  the  proper  channels  or  not  at  all.  The 
servant  ^\nth  the  elongated  featnnvs  stepped  aside 
for  him  to  pass.     And  Jack  entered  ( )M  Zeke's  stndy. 

He  saw  red  walls  hun,:,'  with  j)ainlings  in  gold 
frames.  He  saw  a  Pre  cnickling  conifortahly  in  the 
grate.  Across  an  immense  flaf-to[)ped  secretary 
desk  at  the  north  side  he  saw  a  very  clean  and  while 
elderly  man  facing  him,  —  a  William  H.  Taft  of  a 
man  with  a  :sul)stantial  jaw,  not  unkindly  eyes,  and 
heavy  white  moustache. 

But  there  was  no  v.oman  ! 

For  a  moment  Jack  stood  gaping  like  an  idiot. 

"Where's  my  wife.^"   lu'  demanded. 

The  elderly  man  laid  his  pen  across  a  mammoth 
bronze  inkwell, 

"Your  what,?*"  he  demanded  sharply. 

"My  wife!  Where  is  she.^  I  thought  she  was 
here!" 

Old  Zeke,  during  his  long  career  in  Boston,  New 
Y'ork  and  Chicago,  had  met  up  with  many  fanatics. 
Bui  here  was  a  specimen  that  puzzled  him.  Over- 
hrilliant  eyes,  snowsplashed  clothes,  nmddy  shoes, 
nervous  and  not  over-clean  hands  :  Jack  Purse  was 
not  one  to  inspire  confidence  in  any  scheme  involving 
the  investment  of  money.  Jack  realized  tin's  per- 
fectly. He  had  not  come  for  money.  He  had  come 
for  his  wife.  And  his  wife  —  wasn't  here.  He  filt 
like  a  condemned  man  on  th(>  scaffold  who  has  steeled 
himself  fo  the  shock  of  the  sprung  trap  and  the 
hanging,  been  suddeidy  interrupted.  As  for  the 
very  clean  and  very  white  old  man,  im'^odiately  he 
sensed  some  sort  -^f  conspiracy.  Yet  he  w  as  mystified. 
In  his  own  home,  sm-rounded  by  his  family  and 
servants,  the  mivjus  overandi  of  ih.e  int!!ir«!f>  wne 
certainly  novel. 
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"Your  -^.-ifr!"  rcpratt'd  tlic  financiVr.  "I 
haven't  got  your  wife  liore.  Wliat  made  vou  think 
that  I  had?" 

"She  came  here.  I  know  it.  Her  buggy  is 
hileht'd  out  in  front." 

E.  E.  Ezekial  raised  a  busliy  eyebrow. 

"Indeed!  And  what  would  your  wife  be  coming 
liere  for,*" 

"Womanh'ke,  she  was  coming  to  you  for  money  — 
for  mv  l)U.sine.ss." 

"Womanhke!" 

"Yes;  she  didn't  know  any  bett-^r.  She  didn't 
un.  itand  how  men  look  at  tliese  lings  and  that 
sentnuent  do(\sn't  count.  Sl>e  only  understood 
that  I  stood  big  chance  of  making  some  money 
by  securing  the  ochre  beds  and  I've  failed  so  many 
times  that  tliis  time  she  was  going  to  see  what  she 
could  do." 

"Young  man,  what  on  earth  are  you  tal!:ing 
about?     Who  are  you,  anyway?" 

"My  name's  Purse.  I'm  foreman  at  the  local 
newspaper  off^c<>." 

"And  what  is  it  you're  all  wrought  up  about?" 

"My  wife  coming  here  to  ask  you  for  money." 

"But  your  wife  hasn't  been  here  to  ask  me  for 


money 
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rh(>n  I'm  glad  —  and  relieved  -  -  and  all  I  can  do 
is  to  apologize." 

"But  wha;  should  prompt  her  to  do  such  a  thing? 
What  kind  of  a  wifo  have  you  got,  anyhow?" 

"A  better  Ihiiii  1  <leserve,"  Jack  answered.  He 
moved  to»vard  the  door. 

"Wait  a  minute,  young  man  !  This  is  a  fine  way 
i"  i^uino  in  noie  aiMi  iniiiiu|»i  auu  mvsLiiy  an  old 
fellow.     What's  back  of  all  this,  anyhow  ?  " 
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"It's  too  \ou^  ;i  story  to  hollicr  you  with.  I'd 
hv  only  taking' your  valuaMc  time." 

'Tm  tlu'  host  JM(i^M'  of  that.  Wliafs  the  inaltcr 
with  you  ?     Arc  you  ill  ?"' 

"Vm  sort  oi'  wrouj^'ht  :i[)  with  ovci  work  and  worry. 
Whcu  a  man  faces  the  proposition  of  l)rin<';iu<;  uj)  six 
hoys  and  educating'  them  on  I  he  wa^'cs  of  a  printing 
office,  he  rcah/Ces  that  unless  he  jfets  init)  husiness 
sometime,  sooner  or  hiler.  he's  going  to  give  out. 
iSIaybi   Fm  reaching  that  time." 

"Six  hoys  !     IIa\c  you  got  .^ix  hoys.^" 
1  cs.  sir  ! 

"And  a  w'fe  that  goes  aroimd  hjoking  for  capital 
for  her  Imshand's  husiness.''"' 
1  es,     »r.iseral)!y. 

"Wait  a  minute,  young  man;    don't  he  in  sucli  a 
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The  camiy  oM  financier  and  (h-alcr  in  human  nature 

saw     su(Meniy     a     distraught.     over-ta\e(|.     grindy 

honest  young  workingman  wlio  had  reach<'(|  a  jihice 

in  Hfe's  struggle  whc-e  he  kn<'w  not    where  to  turn 

or  what  to  do.      lie  'ook  note  of  the  high  forehead. 

th.e  fine  face,  the  direct  eyes,  the  threadhare  clothes. 

tlic    honafide    emharrassment .     And    something    in 

the   picture   touched   him.      Ma\I)e   the   melancholy 

Novemher  idght   had  xuuething  to  do  with   it,  and 

the  rain  tapping  agaiuNl  I  he  glass.      Mayhe  it  was  the 

sorrow  which  hail  come  to  the  old  man  that  week  of 

which    our    townsjx'oplc    at    the    lime    had    learned 

nothing.     INIayhe  it  was  soiuething  (U'vp  within  the 

reference  to  six  gmwing  !)o\s  and  a  wife  who  wi-nt 

after  capital    for  her   hushand.     Anyhow,   old   man 

E/ekial  was  >uddenly  kind.     -  just  a  very  human  and 
■''■       •'  '       _       ^       ^       i-i 

S\"iiipa  i  iii   i  ir    (>i(i     iiiiiil     WiiO    ((iil'it-    .irifiiini     lilf    ItHliel 

of  his  desk  and  .>Iio\h<I  an  enormous  leather  chair 
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Ix-forc   I  lie   l)l;iziii<,'   lo^s   for  Jack   and   l)r()iif,'ht    for- 
Wiii'd  niiollicr  for  Iiiinsclf. 

"Sil  down,  youii^-  in;iii."'  he  invited.  "Sit  down 
iind  lets  \i-;|  i'or  a  little  while.  Yon  look  sort  of 
[)liiye(l  ont ." 

"  But  your  time  i-;  — '' 
I'm    tired    of    hnsiness    to-nlfjlit.     It    would    be 
well   for  me  if  I   laid   ii   a^ide.      I   was  only  husying 
myself,    fry  inn'   to   foi-jid        something.      Won't   you 
sit  down  an<l        have  a  smoke  .^" 

Have  a  smok"  1  With  old  man  Ezekial,  whose 
name  was  a  (inaneial  (lun-y  in  six  States!  Jack 
moved  forward  in  a  da/e,  as  thouf,di  the  request  was 
a  eommand. 

He  sank  down  into  (he  luxurious  chair,  putting 
his  wet  cap  Ix-hind  him.  His  trousers'  legs  iinme- 
diatel\  began  t«)  steam.  The  old  financier  opened 
the  top  drawer  of  Ins  di-sk  and  bnnight  out  a  long 
thin  cigar  box.  Jack  look  one  of  the  Havanas  with 
raw  red  tinge  rs. 

"Xow  then,  just  for  the  sake  of  sonu^  memories  of 
my  own.  tell  me  about  the  w  ii\>  and  six  boys  and  the 
—  struggli'  to  get   into  business." 

"Air.  Kz(-kial.  how  can  you  possibly  be  interested 
in  thai  ?" 

"We've  all  been  there,  son  :   we'v(>  all  been  there." 

"Have  you  been  there,  Mr.  Ezekial?" 

"Certainly,  young  man.  It's  the  life-story  of 
Am(>ricau  business  from  Maine  to  the  Golden  Gate 
all  down  the  years." 

AFany  dark  days  in  the  past  (>leven  years  had 
Jack  longed  for  a  lather  to  whom  he  could  go  witii 
his  struggle  and  hi>  perplexil  ics  and  ask  for  advice. 
iMii  iliere  had  r»eeii  no  fatlier.  [fe  jiad  lU'ver  known 
that  kind  of  parent.      Men  are  only  boys  grown  up. 
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Every  man  at  some  tinu'  or  other  has  lonfjod  for 
the  father  of  his  hoyhood  to  help  him  in  the  chirk  and 
bitter  years  of  strn^'f,He  and  (hsappointnient  and 
lieartache.  1  lu're  was  nolhinii,'  mandlin  al)oul  tlie 
longing'. 

Here  before  the  fire  for  the  moment  Jack  Purse 
found  himself  with  a  kindly,  sueee>sful  old  man, 
—  verily,  the  father  of  his  dreams.  With  the 
eternal  hoy-heart  lie  told  the  story  of  his  life  and 
can-er  thus  far.  He  told  of  the  death  of  his  mother 
at  twelve  years,  the  iu"w>i)ai)ef  business  a!  North 
Sidney,  the  bankruptcy,  the  loss  of  his  own  father, 
the  job  in  Paris.  lie  told  as  best  he  could  of  his 
love  affair,  tin  <f\vVs  plight,  the  marriaye,  the  home 
on  Pleasant  street,  the  six  sons  for  who-;e  lives  he 
had  made  himself  responsible.  There  was  no  at- 
tempt at  effi'ct,  no  subtle  {)lea  lor  sym|)athy,  for 
he  was  not  that  kind  of  man.  lie  was  simply  tired, 
perplexed,  batHed.  lie  wanted  to  know  what  the 
world-wise  old  fimmcier  in  his  difficulty  would  do. 
And  so  he  slited  his  case. 

"You  mean  to  tell  nie."  demanded  old  Ezekial 
incredulously,  "that  you  had  fifty-five  hundred 
dollars  in  your  fin^M*"-  to  do  what  \()U  wanted  with 
and  you  went  and  i)aid  it  out  for  bills  the  t-ourt  had 
declared  it  was  le^^ally  unnecessary  for  you  to  settle  ?" 

"Yes,  sir.     At  least  mv  wife  did!" 

"Why.^" 

"Those  men  put  mone>  into  our  business  and 
pave  us  credit  expecting  to  recei\"e  their  money 
back.  They'd  turned  over  full  \alue  and  done 
their  part.  Bankruptcy  may  l)e  ner-essary  in  some 
eases  but  iii  this  one  it  looked  to  me  'ike  a  skin- 
gatiie  for  ihose  creditors.  Lej;aliy.  I  duiii  ■  have  to 
pay  them;    morally  J  did.     So  '')ng  as  I  was  alive 
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aiul  could  cam  llu'  money  thai  debt  was  just  as 
prossinji;  as  if  the  court  had  not  made  my  financial 
escape  h^^al." 

"And  they  <f<)l  tiieir  money  —  every  one  in  full." 

"^'es.  sir.  One  day  while  I  was  at  work  Mary 
found  my  list  of  creditors  with  [\\v  sums  I  owed 
them,  to,i,'etlier  with  int<"resl.  Instead  of  i)utting 
the  money  into  the  savinfi;s  bank,  she  put  it  into 
a  checkini:  .'.(count  and  she  it  down  and  wrote 
checks  for  all  of  them  and  mailed  them  unbeknown 
to  me  until  the  n^ceipts  came  in." 

"My  (iodl  '  cried  the  old  financier.  lie  forgot 
to  smoke,  lie  simj)ly  stared  at  tht^  bedraggled 
jirinter  with  wide  o|)ened  eyes.  After  a  time  he 
said  : 

"Antl  what  about  this  oclire  bed  you  referred  to.'* 
What's  the  story  of  that  ?" 

Jack  hesitated.  Should  he  tell  this  old  financial 
buccaneer  about  the  deposit  he  had  found  on  the 
Osgood  farm;  of  old  man  Osgood's  indifference  to 
its  value;  of  his  willingness  to  sell  for  a  puny 
thousand  dollars? 

Tlu»  <'lderly  man  nuist  luive  grasped  what  was 
j)assing  in  the  other's  mind. 

"do  on,  young  man.  Don't  be  afraid  to  tell 
me  all  about  it.  I  may  rut  the  tliroats  of  a  gang 
of  money  buzzards  now  and  then  with  lemon  juice 
in  their  guts  but  I  haven't  \  et  reached  the  place 
where  I've  found  it  necessary  to  rob  th(>  widows,  or- 
phans, school-teachers  and  struggling  fathers  with 
six  babies.     Tell  me  all  about  it  !" 

And  Jack  loKl  him.  Ami  after  he  had  brouglit 
the  whole  narr:itive  down  to  the  present  moment 
there  can:"  a  long  silence  in  the  rich  apartment 
broken  only  by  the  crackling  of  the  logs. 
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"We've  Jill  Iteeii  I  here,  son,"  re|)e.ile(l  old  M/e- 
kial.  "I  know  I  I  luui  a  good  woman  uiice  like 
that."' 

"Once?" 

"She's        (lead.      Dead  these  I  went  \-se\eii  \-ears  !  " 

"Oh:"  said  .lack. 

"I  used  to  think  I  wa^  IJu'  awly  one  who  had  sueh 
an  experience.  I  <,nie>s  it's  liie  hl'e  of  Aincrieaii 
married  folks  the  nation  over.  I'm  rich  now.  I 
.suppose.  Hut  I'd  ^nvt>  il  all.  all.  jnsl  lo  i^'o  hack  — 
to  a  h<jme  I  once  knew  with  a  Mue-eyed  ^irl  that's 
found  a  heaven        it  then'  is  one.  " 

Old  Zeke  arose  and  weni  lo  his  (le>k.  Tie  sat 
down  there,  smokiny-  \ioIently.  Then  he  ^ot  nj) 
and  pa(Ml  the  tloor.  his  I'ooM'iills  making  no  sonnd. 

"Vounj^  man."  he  said  huskily  al  I  he  end  of  five 
minutes,  "yon'\'e  recalled  Ihini^s  to  me  that  I'm 
not  sorry  lo  have  lecallei!  -lonij^iil.  Only.  I'm 
left  in  a  sort  of  soft  condition  lo  talk  husiness. 
Suppose,  young  nuui,  that  you  come  hack  and  see 
nie  to-morrow  afternoon?" 

"Talk  business,  se(>  you,  to-morrow  afternoon?" 

"^'es,  to-morrow  aft<"rn()on.  I'm  a  little  hit 
up-set  — after  all  that's  hai)pened  lo-day  lo 
attempt  to  fix  anvthing  u{)  will;  \(»u  jusi  now. 
But  " 

Jack's  face  went  white.      The  breath  left  his  hnigs. 

"Fix  anythini;  up  with  me!"  he  whispered. 
"You  don't  mean  that  you'll 

"I  don  I  gi\«'  a  danm  about  your  measly  little 
pasture  ]nud-])afch,  but  a  man  ball.isted  with  six 
growing  boys  and  a  faithful  worn  in  who'll  lake  five 
thousand  dollars  and  pnl  it  into  paying  up  debts 
that  a  bankruptcy  court  says  ha\en'l  got  to  be 
paid,  is  wasting  his  life  in  a  (oinilry   piiiiting  office. 
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I    only    \\i>|l     lo    (;,„|     I     I,;,, I    ;,    ,1,,/,.,,    ^,„.|,    ,.||„p^    [„    SOUK' 

of  my  comfi.iiiio.  I  can  use 'cm  riirlil  I  liis  miiiulr — 
iiiid  pjiy  "cm  (ivc  lliouMiiid  ;i  yc;ir  for  I  heir  --  their 
—  utiiiiii)c;iclial)|('  lioiioty.  Fv,-  only  licanl  of 
(»ii.-  other  case  like  this:  it  was  an  Ill'ii)ois  ro'iiitry 
storekeeper  wiio  walked  several  miles  tlirouoh  the 
i';im  lo  return  some  channv  on  which  hcM  made  a 
mistake.  I  believe  some  folks  made  him  IVesid.Mit 
of  the  country  Ihrouiili  <|uile  a  tryin<,'  spell.  The 
world  is  starving  for  that  kind  of  man.  Vow  come 
hack  lo-morrow.  youii<,'  man.  I'm  going  to  make 
you  a  proposition." 

"Hut  Mr.  Kzekiai."  Jack  began  after  liis  first 
emotions  had  passed,  "the  money  in  the  -  -hrclM'd  -  " 
"To  hell  with  flic  small  cjiang(>  in  that  ochre 
I't'd:  V\\  pay  you  three  thousand  dollars  a  vcar, 
eommencing  next  Monday  morning,  to  go  to  \ew 
^ork.  take  a  place  in  a  certain  office,  and  leaven  a 
l)unch  of  crooks  who  think  they*r(>  smart  enough  to 
take  away  my  eyete(>th  without  Old  Zeke  knowing. 
Thai  is.  providing  what  you  have  told  me  to-night 
-stands  investigation  !"' 
"Mr.  Kzekial.  I  --" 

"^ou  take  my  advic(>  and  go  home  and  sleep 
tiom  now  until  to-morrow  aflernoon.  Have  your 
wife  soak  your  feel  in  mustard  water  and  put  you 
to  bed  with  a  dose  of  castor  oil,  goose  grease  on  your 
chest  and  an  old  stocking  'round  your  neck.  Come 
and  see  iiie  around  toward  four  o'clock.  I've  got 
a  place  for  a  chap  like  yourself,  and  in  due  time  youMl 
understand  why.     .\ow     " 

A  soft  tai)ping  at  the  closed  door  interrupted 
liim.  The  plain-faced.  swee|-|emi)ered.  democratic 
•  iaugiifer  Martha  looked  in. 

"Is    Mrs.    Purse's    husl)aiid    Ihtc?"     she    asked. 
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"We  were  piissiiii,'  lliioii^li  llic  liall  and  wc  tliougliL 

"\'c.s."  i-oarrd  old  Zckc  iiiipatiiiil  ly,  ",in<I  if  Mrs. 
Purs<'  is  out  llit'i-c.  tell  licr  to  come  in.  I  waul  to 
S(>('  tlir  wife  of  a  man  in  dft)t  five  thousand  dollars' 
worth  who'd  spcn*!  her  i('<,M(y  to  ^ct  him  out  !"' 

Mary  came  in  wondcrinyly  and  cauf^'hl  si^dit  of 
Jack's  ')('(h-aj^til('d  appearance  and  haf^<;ard  face. 

"What  — has  — happened.^  "  she  demande»|, 
friglilened. 

"I've  just  made  your  man  an  offer  to  <,'o  to  work 
for  me  in  a  place  where  I  can  count  on  his  adamantine 
honesty.  Would  vou  j,'o  with  him  and  live  in  \ew 
York?"" 

"I'd  live  anywhere  that  means  Jack's  .success — " 

Old  Zeke  was  suddeidy  softened. 

"You  are  a  i^ood  ^irl."  he  said.  "Tak<>  your 
hushand  home,  Mrs.  Purse.  lie's  ill.  (let  him  on 
his  feel  a<^ain  and  tluMi  send  him  around  to  see  me. 
Well  fix  this  thin;f  up  so  lie  doesn't  need  to  worry 
over  his  futur<>.  I  know  what  six  j^rowini;  hoys 
ran  do  to  a  man  to  keep  him  hustling',  loyal,  on  the 
strai<fht  track  I" 

"Mr.  Ezekia!,"  hegan  Jack,  "I  don't  know  how 
to  — 

"You're  a  sick  man.  yourig  fellow,     do  liniiir!^" 

Jack  s\iifered  him-^elf  to  he  aided  down  the  stairs. 
The  servant  helped  tuck  hin;  into  the  bu^^y  Uehind 
]NTr-.nday-Washin^'.  Old  Zeke  and  his  <lauj,'hter 
wavetj  them  ^ood-hy  from  the  steps  an<l  Timothy 
Bailey,  who  had  been  waiting  for  just  such  a  cata- 
clysmic ])rcceediiii;  fioni  a  distant  corner,  suddenly 
thrashed  his  old  while  horse  into  fury  and  tore  for 
the  distant  village  to  >i)read  tiie  epochal  news. 

Then  the  Purses  drove  home. 
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"AFary,"  cliokcd  I  lie  }iii.s})aii(l.  "Ii^rlif's  hnakin^ 
at  last  !  He  made  iiic  an  <A\vv  of  flirrr  thousand 
dollars  a  yoar  to  ijo  to  Xcw  York  and  work  for  liini." 

"IIow  nnu'li?"    dfniandcd  Mary  in  a  wliispcr. 

"Three  —  flioiisand  --  dollar^  !" 

"Ja(  !  TJiat's  seventy-five  dollars  every  week." 
"What'll  we  <'V(>r  do  with  so  nuieli  money?" 

"Raise  Tom  to  he  a  minister,"  <leclared  Jack  a 
little  hysterically.  "If  he  ever  shows  a  leaning  for 
newspaper  work  ril  flay  him  alive." 

They  splashed  along  throngh  the  slough  of  mud 
and  snow  with  the  drizzle  heating  in  their  faces. 

"I  gue.ss  you're  responsible  for  it,  as  usual." 
Jack  declared.  "It  was  you  that  started  out  to 
see  him  — " 

"I'm  a  —  miserable  —  cheat,"  she  choked.  "I 
started  out  to  see  him.  But  when  T  got  there.  I 
guess  my  courage  failed  me.  Oh.  Jack,  I'm  only  a 
woman,  and  I  didn't  —  I  didn't  —  really  know  liow 
men  looked  on  such  things.  I  made  an  (>xcuse  to 
see  Martha  on  Ladies'  Aid  business  instead."  And 
she  began  sobbing. 

A  wonderful  tenderness  surged  up  in  his  heart 
toward  her. 

"I  think  just  as  much  of  you  as  if  you  had," 
he  declared  thickly.  "After  all,  it's  worked  out  all 
right.  Think  what  lies  ahead  of  us,  Mary,  —  New- 
York,  a  princely  salary,  working  for  E.  V..  Ezekial, 
Mary!" 

"Do  you  know  why  he  laid  so  much  stress  on 
honesty,  —  Why  he  was  so  interested  in  you  to- 
night especially,  Jack?" 

"No." 

"I  guess  it's  just  one  of  those  coincidences  in  life 
that  are  bound  to  happen  to  the  most  unfortunate 
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of  us  liy  the  law  of  avcra^'o.  Iiil  nil  ion  Iclls  mo 
he's  f^oiii^'  to  look  yoii  up  to  st'c  if  what  you've  told 
liiin  is  true,  and  tlicii  \\v\  ^'oiiit,'  to  put  \ ou  in 
tlu'  place  wlu'iv  li<-  tliou^lit  liis  own  son  was  \safe' 
eriou^'li  fo  occupy." 

"IIi.>son?     What  alxMil  lu^.Non?" 

"Did  he  say  anything  about  any  sorrow  tliat'd 
conic  to  him  to-day?" 
iSo  I 

"Jack,  youii*,'  Teddy  Kzekial  has  just  taken  a  lot 
of  liis  father's  money  entrusted  lo  Jiim  and  spent 
it  on  Mil)l)  Henderson  — something  to  do  with  her 
singing  !" 

I'j)  tln'  road  ahead  came  a  gleam  of  mellow  light. 

They  were  apjjroaching  home. 


CHAPTER   XI 


Life  is  \  Mixttrr  of  Smills  am)  Tears  Indeed 
ANT)  having  Smil.f:d  with  Oih  St(>i{y  Folk  at 
Si  Nb.iY  Seasons  in  tiii>  Stoky.  \Vk  ake  ('ali.i:d 
Upon  N(.vv  to  Kntku  on  a  (^i  ikt  Solemn 
Time  and  Sued  a  Tear  for  a  (hastisement  of 
the  Almkhity 

The  next  morning  before  sexen  o'clock.  Tommy 
Purse  I  Touj^ht  a  note  into  town  ami  up  'o  Sam's 
house.     It  was  from  Mary. 

"Boys,"  said  Sam  at  the  office  a  half  hour  later, 

—  "Jac'K  Purse  has  the  grip.     An      t     it   isn't   all, 

—  wlien  he  recovers  he's  going  to  leave  u>  '  Mary 
.sent  word  this  morning  that  as  soon  as  he  gets  better 
he's  going  to  work  for  old  man  Kzekial  —  in  New 
York!" 

Great  was  the  consternation  in  our  back  room  for 
the  rest  of  that  day. 

Along  toward  three  o  clock  that  afternoon  our 
front  door  oj)ened  to  admit  -  royalty.  None  other 
than  old  E.  E.  Ezekial  stood  there  —  tin  first  time 
he  '.id  ever  been  in  the  Telegraph  i  ffic-  since  he  had 
bought  his  summer  place  in  Paris  a    lecade  before. 

"I  want  a  half-hour's  talk  wnth  Mr.  Hod,"  he 
announced.  His  features  were  careworn  and  his 
eyes  tired.  The  orrow  of  disappointment  in  his 
son  was  eating  far  more  deeply  into  his  tough  old 
heart  than  many  of  us  knew.  "It's  about  young 
Purse.     I  understand  he's  been  working  here." 
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Sniii  UmI  the  u.iy  into  lii>  prixiitc  oHicc  ;imiI  closed 
llic  door.  I'Ik-v  wcrt'  cIox'UmI  lOr  ;iii  hour  and  ulicii 
llic  door  was  opnird  llic  lilllc  room  was  foul  with 
stale  ci^'ar  >mol«'.     ()l<l  Man  Kzcki.d  went  out. 

"()ld  Zckc  jii>f  <ia\<-  llic  an  carl'ul  ol"  news,  Hill," 
said  Sam.  "Hut  I  don't  know  whether  it's  a  square 
<ieal  to  liiiii  to  pul)li>li  it  or  not.  Vou  know  his  hoy 
Ferdinand  ^'ot  nii\<>d  up  with  Mihl)  Truman  just 
after  Ilerh  disappeared,  and  she  came  hack  to  try  to 
raist-  some  cash  ?" 
Yes, 

"lie  followed  lier  to  New  ^'ork  and  .she's  been 
carryiu",'  on  with  him  more  or  less  ever  sinc(>.  Any- 
how, he's  falK'U  for  her.  He  took  a  lot  of  his  dud's 
money  and  hacked  her  on  the  staj^'e.  And  now  she's 
left  liim — with  success  coming'  to  her  —  and  gone 
on  her  own." 

"Ruf  what's  hecome  of  Mihh's  mother?" 

"T  don't  know.  Xohody  does.  After  INIibh  got 
her  divorce  for  Herb's  desertion,  she  dropped  out  of 
sight.  You'd  probably  find  her  in  some  obscure 
little  place  where  she  isn't  known,  running  a  board- 
ing house." 

"And  telling  her  troubles  to  anyone  who'll  listen." 

"Yes,"  Sam  confirmed. 

And  he  lighted  his  pijje  philosophically. 

The  day.s  went  by.  Mikt'  Garrity  ascended  into 
the  seal  of  tin-  mighty,  meaning  the  foremanship 
of  our  back  office.  He  was  a  big-bodied,  white-eye- 
browed  Irishman  who  never  wore  a  printer's  apron 
and  always  gave  the  imy)ression  that  he  was  only 
holding  the  job  down  for  a  few  minutes  (hiring  some- 
body's absence.  Hu.  he  did  get  the  work  out  of 
the  help.     Getting  to  press  on  time  was  his  specialty. 
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'I'Iktc  were  many  cir^s-Wdi'l^  ;  >i)inc  Ic.iin.  Buf  h<' 
j)iit  systciii  in  our  ollicc  and  hrouglit  j)iai--»'  from  our 
advert  i.s«'r.s. 

The  days  went  by,  indeed        x-vcn  of  them. 

Then  tile  liorsc-facecl  .>er\aiit  from  I*re>ton  Hill 
eame  in  one  afternoon  and  wanted  f(»  know  if  we 
had  heard  anythin;,'  ahont  John  Purse's  condition. 
Mr.  K/ekial  was  retnrnin;,'  to  New  ^'o^k  on  the  follow- 
ing^ d  y  and  he  eouldnt  hold  the  place  he  had  for 
Jack  oj)en  indefinitely. 

"We  haven't  heard  anylhini,' heyotul  what  there's 
been  in  the  paper."  Sam  replii-tl.  "But  for  the  sake 
of  Jack's  future  I'll  take  a  run  out  this  cveninj^  and 
try  and  f,'et  something  iK-finite  for  ^tr.  Kzekial. 
It  would  he  hard  luck  if  Jack  lost  this  o])portunity 
through  prolonged  illness." 

Sam  drove  out  to  the  Purse  place  in  one  of  Uncle 
Joe  Fixlder's  livery  rigs.  .\t  half-past  eleven  at 
night  I  was  awakened  hy  the  ominous  ringing  of 
my  own  doorbell.  Sum  stood  out  in  tlie  frosty 
moonlight. 

"Bill,"  he  said,  "—oh,  God,  Bill !  — Jack's  grip 
lias  gone  into  pneumonia,  and  he's  taken  a  turn  for 
the  worse  !  Bill,  you  better  get  in  and  come  back 
with  me.  Because  — •  Jack  isn't  expected  —  to  live 
—  until  morning  !" 

We  spoke  not  a  word  as  we  drove  those  six 
miles  through  the  crystalwln'te  winter  country.  I 
sat  for  the  entire  distance  badly  cramped  by  an 
oxygen  tank  which  Sam  had  procured  from  the 
Metropolitan  Drug  Store.  Far  across  the  crusted 
winter  fields  where  swept  gusts  of  niy)ping  air,  I 
saw  ruddy  liLdits  at  last.  Every  room  in  the  Purse 
house  appeared  lighted. 

We  met  Doctor  Johnson  at  the  threshold  of  the 
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room  off  the  kitchen,  —  the  little  side  bedroom  that 
for  years  had  been  Mary's  mother's. 

"You've  brought  the  lank?  "   he  demanded. 

"Yes,"  said  Sam  liuskilv. 

"I'm  afraid  it's  useless.  Mary  waited  too  long. 
She  depended  too  much  on  home  remedies,  thinking 
it  was  only  a  bad  cold  that  he  had." 

"Where  is  Mary.?'" 

"In  there  — with  him." 
Can  we  go  m  r 
Yes. 

Mary  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  holding 
Jack's  hand.  She  raised  her  face  blankly  a.i  we 
entered.  The  situation  was  too  sinister,  too  intense, 
for  such  trifles  as  recognition.  She  looked  at  us 
anti  then  turned  her  gaze  back  down  on  Jack's 
sleeping  face.  But  in  that  instant  we  saw  that 
Mary  Purse  was  old.  Her  face  was  sunken.  Her 
eyes  were  hollow.  Her  hair  was  sprinkled  with 
gray. 

Sam  walked  the  fJoor  ceaselessly,  up  and  down  the 
farmhouse  dining  room,  carrying  and  comforting  a 
little  boy  who  was  persistent  in  whimpering  and 
breaking  the  silence  of  that  house  because  he  could 
not  have  his  mother.  I  sat  in  the  armchair  and  tried 
to  comtort  young  Tom,  age  eleven,  who  was  old 
enough  to  realize  much  that  was  taking  place.  But 
it  was  all  a  bungled  job  at  best.  The  other  boys 
were  asleep,  never  knowing,  alas,  the  meaning  of  the 
long  watches  of  that  night. 

Along  to\»'ard  four  o'clock,  under  the  influence  of 
the  oxygen,  though  still  struggling  with  his  breath- 
ing, Jack  rallied,  came  to  consciousness  and  opened 
his  eyes. 

His  gaze  met  the  face  of  his  wife. 
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Her  features  niid  the  faces  of  those  about  his  bed 
seemed  to  tell  him  the  wor.-)!. 

"Perhaps  —  I  wouldii't  have  made  <^ood  —  at 
Mr.  Ezekial's  office,  aiter  all,"  he  whispered  wvakly 
so  that  Mary  liad  to  bend  down  to  catch  tlie 
words.  'Nevermind!  Some  —  other  —  time!  Oh, 
^^ary  !  You  were  a  better  wife  than  I  was  a  hus- 
band. You  —  will  —  be  —  a  better  —  mother  than 
I  was  father.     I'll  try  a^'ain  —  some  other  time  !" 

There  was  a  gentle  pressure  of  his  hand. 

Some  —  other  —  time  ! 

Mary  put  her  free  hand  suddenly  tj  her  eyes. 
Otherwise  there  was  r  )  souu<J,  no  motion,  in  that 
room. 

And  Jack  Purse  went  home. 

During  the  thirty-seven  years  In  which  we  have 
been  publishing  a  newspa[)er,  it  follows  that  we  have 
written  many,  numy  obituaries.  But  no  obituary 
has  ever  meant  to  us  exactly  what  Jack  Purse's  did, 
for  without  wishing  to  pose  as  heartless  or  unduly 
calloused  we  may  set  it  down  that  the  hundreds  of 
others  have  been  the  material  with  which  we  did 
business.  But  Jack  Purse's  obituary  was  the  sum- 
mary and  the  heart-story  of  a  man's  life  bringing 
death  home  to  ua,  —  stark  and  sinister  and  grim  and 
deadly.  Sam  would  suffer  no  one  else  to  attempt 
that  column  story.  lie  also  wrote  an  article  for 
the  editorial  colunui.  And  both  were  masterpieces 
because  he  forgot  he  was  writing  for  print,  forgot 
the  thing  calLvl  literary  eH'ect,  forgot  techni(jue  and 
paragraphing  and  punctuation  and  style  and  com- 
posed from  his  soul  the  simple  little  record  of  the 
passing  of  a  friend. 

The    obituary    and        e    editorial    caused    much 
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comment  in  the  community.  Every  one  know  the 
Purses  ;i!!(l  how  J;ick\s  fortunes  \ver(>  about  to  change 
just  as  he  was  "taken."  Every  one  knew  also  tJic 
j)re(licament  in  which  ]Mary  had  heen  k>ft.  It 
happened  that  tJie  sewing  circk^  of  C.  Ivary  Church 
met  the  (hiy  between  the  death  and  the  funeral  and 
the  comment  of  its  membersliip  is  again  of  note  : 

Mrs.  Arteinus  Howard  voiced  the  universal 
sentiment.     She  said  : 

"I  don't  mind  the  passing  of  Mr.  Purse  himself. 
He's  out  of  lu's  troubles.  But  think  of  Mary  —  nice 
little  woman  tliat  she  is  —  left  with  all  those  little 
children!     Wli  it  will  she  ever  do  .^" 

"And  after  all  the  trouble  she  had  about  ten 
years  ago  with  her  own  folks!"  declared  Mrs. 
Taylor,  " — not  to  mention  the  struggles  she  has 
been  through  since  in  a  financial  way  and  havin' 
so  many  babies  and  all.  I  wish  the  Lord  would  give 
me  the  running  of  this  universe  for  just  five  minutes. 
I'd  change  some  tilings  !  It'd  do  your  soul  good  to 
watch  me  !" 

"I  heard  he  was  just  goin  ;  {(  work  for  old  man 
Ezekial  at  some  fishy-soun('in'  sum  of  money," 
declared  Mrs.  Dexter  Merriit.  "H(>'d  went  up  with 
a  nerve  o'  brass  that  I  wi.sh  my  Dexter  could  muster, 
and  'x^'d  got  Mr.  Ezekial  to  <lo  somethin'  handsome 
for  him.  And  right  away  he's  taken!  Right  when 
the  light  was  shinin'  through  on  all  the  darkn<\ss  of 
his  struggles  and  troubles,  he  was  taken!  What  a 
mystery,  what  a  mystery!  And  a  mess!  There 
simply  ain't  no  consistency  to  the  world  nohow." 

Mrs.  Fred  Babcock  called  attention  to  the  fact 
that  Jack  carried  no  life  insurance  although  Fred 
had  been  up  to  see  the  Purses  scores  of  times  and 
Jack  was  always  just  going  to  do  it  but  never  feit 
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he  could  quite  atTord  it,  and  now  look  a',  the  fix  his 
wife  is  in.  And  she  went  on  to  say  that  was  always 
the  way  it  was:  men  without  chick  or  cliijdren  and 
only  some  frumpy  old  woman  to  look  after,  always 
carried  thousands,  and  them  as  had  helpless  wives 
and  little  mout'  -,  -pending  on  'em  thouglit  they 
could  get  by  sonirhov.^  and  take  chances  with  death 
that  always  bested  'em  ! 

Mrs.  Walter  Gaylord  said  the  village  ought  to 
lake  up  a  colleciion  to  help  Mary  out  and  Miss 
Malinda  Sparrow  said  she  doubted  if  Mary  would 
accept  it  if  the  village  should.  She  was  very  proud, 
was  Mary.  To  which  Judge  Farmer's  wife  said 
"beggars  shouldn't  be  choosers",  which  she  was 
immediately  sorry  for.  meaning  no  unkindness  but 
being  simply  unfortunate  in  her  choice  of  an  axiom 
appropriate  for  the  circumstances. 

Mrs.  Blake  Whipple,  a  lady  of  parts  and  known 
of  old  to  have  an  eye  for  business,  for  once  had  no 
comment  to  make  in  a  commercial  capacity.  She 
merely  remarkefl  that  Blake  was  pretty  well  screwed 
up  to  such  situations  and  usually  they  didn't  upset 
him.  But  when  he  came  back  from  the  Purse 
place  with  all  thost  little  children  playing  around 
almost  as  usual  and  never  knowing  their  loss  that 
was  laid  out  in  the  chilly  front  room,  he  said  damn  his 
business  anyhow,  and  if  it  wasn't  for  the  dead  folks 
havin'  to  be  took  care  of  and  some  one  simply  havin' 
1o  do  it.  he'd  ge'  out  of  it  so  (juick  you'd  never  sec 
liim  and  his  he.  :se  go;   you'd  just  simply  miss  'em. 

But  Jack  Purse  was  gone  —  gone !  Gone  just 
when  his  fortunes  showed  promi.se  of  change. 


Wri    do    not    understand,   being    ordinary    thick- 
skulled  nudes,  how  Mary  Purse  sur\  ived  that  blow. 
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Sho  must  have  ^'onc  Ihroiifjli  ln-II  (iic  first  wt'ek 
foiiowing  the  placing  of  Jack's  hody  in  the  vault  for 
burial  in  the  spring.  Our  wives  went  out  there  to 
consol(>  her  and  hrought  hack  slories  of  her  cheer- 
fulness, her  poise,  the  wonderful  li-nderness  she 
exhibiied  toward  her  fatherless  hoys.  And  then,  — 
then  came  an  episode  with  which  it  is  fitting  to  close 
this  portion  of  our  narrative'  and  move  on  out  of 
scenes  of  struggle  and  grief  and  hearlache  into  those 
of  success  and  glory  and  great  peace.  About  seven 
days  after  the  funeral,  Mary  I*urse  came  into  our 
office. 

It  was  Saturday  afternoon.  The  paper  had  been 
run  off  but  the  boys  and  girls  had  not  been  paid  off 
or  the  shafting  stopped  whirring  in  the  basement. 
Crowds  of  farmers  were  milling  up  and  down  Main 
Street,  patronizing  our  barber  shoi)s,  occasional 
individuals  dropping  in  now  and  then  to  insert 
classified  ads  or  pay  their  subscrii)tions.  Sam  Hod 
looked  up  from  the  «>xchange  he  was  reading  and 
there,  in  the  private-office  doorway  between  our 
two  desks,  stood  Mary. 

She  was  in  mourning  but  not  morbidly  so.  Her 
face  was  drami,  her  hair  was  graytT  than  ever. 
She  was  not  thirty-five,  yet  somehow  Mary  Purse  had 
mellowed.  Grief  and  terrible  trouble  affects  some 
folk  that  way.  Others  it  makes  mean  and  cynical 
and  hateful  toward  their  fellows  and  their  God.  But 
Mary  was  one  of  those  whom  the  vicissitudes  of 
life  were  mellowing  and  dei^pening,  one  of  those  whom 
it  is  good  to  have  around  l)ecause  of  what  they  have 
suffered. 

"Mary!"  cried  Sam,  springing  up  and  placing  a 
chair  for  her.  '*  Vou  !  Tm  so  glad  to  see  you  again, 
Mary  !     We  didn't  know  whether  coming  out  to  try 
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to  consok'  yoi'  would  ii'ikc  things  better  or  worse. 
W**  haven't  (luite  trot  1 1  a  over  Jack's  passing  yet 
ourselves." 

She  took  tiie  eh.iir.     *^he  smiled  a  wonderful  smile. 

"  ^'ou  shouldn't  ha  e  hesitated  to  come.  Mr. 
liod.  But  that  is  in  the  past.  I  have  come  to  you 
bee  I  use  I  w;    'f  something." 

"Yes,  Mary.       Vhal  can  we  do  for  you?" 

"M'  Hod  I'm  wondering  if  you'd  do  something 
for  -ne  so  \try  hard  and  that  sounds  so  impertinent 
for  me  to  ask  that  I'm  almost  ill  with  worry  that  you 
might  refuse." 

"Anything  on  eartli  T  can  do  for  you,  T  promise 
that  I  will.  Mary." 

She  waited  a  moment  b(t'ort>  the  re(piest  came  out. 

"Mr.  Hod,"  she  said  fearfully,  faintly,  F)ut 
steadily.  "I  want-  can  I  liave  — my  old  place  — 
back  —  m  your  oflice  ?" 

Sam  looked  at  her  blankly. 

"You  want  u^hatY" 

"I  want  my  old  job  back,  in  your  office.  Setting 
type  in  a  printing  office  is  all  that  I  know  liow  to  do. 
And  I  must  do  something.  All  during  this  week 
I  have  been  turning  it  over  and  ove'-  in  my  heart. 
That  first  night  after  the  funeral  I  got  into  l)ed  alone. 
I  could  not  stanfl  it  alone.  I  called  to  my  boys  and 
they  got  into  bed  with  me.  The  little  ones  t'..ought 
it  was  sport.  The  older  boys  snuggled  up  close 
beside  me.  Yes  we  did  !  —  six  of  us  in  one  bed. 
And  they  quieted  down  after  a  time  and  fell  asleep. 
I  only  was  left  awake  in  the  awful,  awiul  dark. 

"And  tliere  in  the  bed,  with  tiie  bodies  of  my  boys 
around  me,  and  their  little  hearts  beating  close  to 
nn'ne,  I  laid  in  the  silence  and  fought  it  out  with 
myself.     I    must    not  complain.     I    nxust   not    lose 
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licart  nor  lailli.  I  im.st  tak('  up  flu-  Fiattle  of  h'fe 
where  Jack  laid  it  down  and  carry  it  on.  I  am  not 
I  he  first  woman  wlio  has  h).s(  a  husband.  I  must  not 
think  of  my  sorrow.  I  must  hury  that  in  my  heart 
and  my  life.  Ahead  of  me  lies  th(>  work  of  raising 
those  hoys  of  min(>  to  l)e  good  men.  And  when  I 
iia\t'  done  that.  I  am  r(>ady  and  willing  to  hiy  down 
my  heartache  and  follow  Jack.  That  is  for  the  far, 
far  future.  Life  for  me  now  must  be  too  practical 
to  think  of  tliat." 

"  "^'ou  want  to  go  to  work  —  here  ?  " 

'"ies.  I  am  going  to  work  -here  if  you'll  let 
m(«.  I  am  going  on  !  God  helping  me,  I  will  not 
fail  my  little  l)oys  ! "' 

"And  you  think  ;vou  can  do  it  by  working  here, 
^Llrv  I" 

"I  thought  some  of  taking  Tom  out  of  school. 
The  next  moment  it  se(>med  ridiculous.  Just  be- 
cause my  life  has  ended  in  failure  is  no  reason  why 
I  should  do  anything  to  make  his  little  life  a  failure, 
also.  So  Em  going  to  keep  him  in  school  and  all 
the  other  l)oys  as  fast  as  they  become  old  enough. 
I've  got  the  cow.  the  iittle  black  marc  and  the  place; 
I  guess  I  can  manage  somehow  —  if  you  only  give 
me  l)ack  my  work.  Old  Mrs.  Morrow  will  live  with 
us  and  look  after  the  youngsters  while  I'm  here  in 
the  village  typ(>setting  each  day.  If  you  can  give  me 
the  chance  to  (>arn  nine  or  ten  dollars  a  week,  it 
will  keep  us  in  clothes  and  pay  the  taxes  .uid  doctor's 
bills  that  are  bound  to  come.  Then  as  each  boy 
gets  through  college.  I  count  on  him  turning  around 
and  helping  the  next  younger  brother  under  him." 

■'Uhal!"    we  both  cried.     "You're  going  to  try 
to  put  those  six  boys  througii  college  —  alone .^" 

"Yes,  Em  going  to  try.     Once  I  wanted  to  go  to 
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college.  Once  I  wanted  to  anioimt  to  something 
in  the  world.  But  things  occurred  that  prevented 
me.  Somehow  the  chiinc<'  never  seemed  to  work 
around.  I  ha.l  to  leave  home  suddeidy  and  go  to 
work  —  here.  Then  I  got  married  and  tlie  babies 
came.  After  that  there  was  no  hope.  And  I 
faced  it.  But  my  boys  —  every  one  of  them!  — 
are  going  through  college  if  it  kills  me !  I  want 
Tom  to  go  through  theological  school  and  turn  out 
a  preacher.  I  guess  that  every  mother  wishes 
that  one  of  her  boys  would  turn  out  a  |)reache.. 
But  whatever  happens,  I  shall  do  my  best  and  leave 
the  rest  to  (Jod.  Mr.  Hod,  T  want  that  old  i)lace  of 
mine  very,  very  much.  I'll  work  my  tingers  to  the 
bone  if  you'll  only  give  me  the  chance.  Can  I 
have  it  ?" 

"Yes,  Mary,"  replied  Sam  riuietly,  —  the  pref- 
ace to  an  emotional  explosion.  "'You  can  have  it. 
Come  i'^  IMondaj'  morning  ami  take  your  old  job. 
The  wages  will  be  sixteen  dollars  a  week  and  you 
can  keep  it  till  you're  a  hundrtul !" 

When  she  had  gone  I  said  to  Sam  : 

"But  she  can't  set  anything  but  straight  matter, 
Sam  !  And  we  don't  set  any  more  straight  matter 
by  hand.  We  dumped  all  our  eight  point  when  we 
installed  the  machin(>s." 

"Then,  by  gad,  we'll  buy  some  !"  roared  Sam  Hod. 
"For  so  long  as  I  own  a  controlling  interest  in  this 
Biannual  Bedquilt  which  the  town  calls  a  newspaper, 
that  woman  shall  have  a  job  ht^e  as  Icig  as  there's 
one  exclamation  poinl  l(>ft  outside  the  hell-box! 
And  if  any  bat-ean'd  slob  \,ith  a  kink  n  his  neck 
ever  breathes  that  wc  bought  type  e>[)ecialiy  for  her 
to  stick,  there'll  be  a  bunch  of  journalistic  fatheads 
taken  suddenly  dead  around  here  that  we  won't  bhow 
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enough   posl-mcr'cni   rospcct    to    haul    out    by   the 

"But  sixteen  dolhirs  a  week,  Sam  !" 

"  Ves,  sixteen  dullars  a  week  !  And  what  about  six- 
teen dollars  a  week?  Su|)i)ose  Jesus  Christ  walked 
into  my  office  this  afternoon  and  sal  down  opposite 
the  exehanj^'e  table.  Suppose  He  saicf  to  me,  'Sam 
Ilod,  will  you  i.iana^'e  somehow  to  rake  together 
sixteen  nu-asly  dollars  every  Salnrdax'  to  loan  to 
Me  so  that  I  can  he!|)  a  poor,  [)erplexed.  bewildered 
mother  raise  six  freekled-faeed,  hell-raising,  button- 
busting  kids  ?'  I'd  just  naturally  scrape  that  money 
together  somehow,  wouldn't  I?  for  His  sake.'^ 
Well,  I  don't  mind  saym'  that  seven  nu'tiutes  ago, 
as  I  sat  in  Ihat  chair  and  Mary  'Nirse  declan-d  iier 
intention  o'  slavin"  her  life  out  to  put  them  half- 
dozen  young  wild-cats  through  school  -  /  Soio 
Jesus  Christ  In  that  iroiinni's  fiicc!  Ami  \\  a  danmed 
sight  rather  lay  a  few  mouldy  Inasu-es  for  myself 
in  heaven  by  givin'  Mary  Purse  si\teen  dollars  of 
unnecessary  money  every  Saturday  afternoon  than 
give  double  that  amount  !o  some  of  th(>  churches 
of  tiiis  town,  I'd  rat  lie:-  do  it  than  hcl|)  pay  minis- 
ter's grocery  bil's  or  send  missionaries  to  teach  the 
slant-eyed  Japs  how  to  bungle  the  Beatitudes  or 
that  Moses  was  a  Hebrew  law-maker  and  not  a 
Canal  Street  manufacturer  of  boys'  pants!" 

Sam  was  exploding  with  a  vengeance  and  when 
in  that  condition,  had  a  ctTtain  facility  with  language. 

He  went  into  the  back  room  and  atldressed  the 
force. 

"Boys,"  lie  .mnounced,  "Mary  Purse  —  Jack's 
wife  —  is  coming  back  to  work  for  us.  She  com- 
mences Monday  morning." 

Mike   Garrity    straightened    up   from   his   stone. 
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"ir/u/ZP"    hr   (KMH.lIulfd. 

"I  said  Jack  Purse's  widow,  who  once  jjrared  this 
hole  with  her  swrcl  prcstMUc,  is  coining'  hack  to  pick 
up  her  .stick  and  show  us  how  to  set  a  few  k)cals  so 
I  don't  dread  the  sickenin'  ring  of  a  teleplione  hell 
every  nif,dit  after  supj)er  I  " 

Mike  said  an  uidioly  sentence  and  threw  down  his 
quoin-key. 

"'I'heii,  hy  ^'ad,  Tni  al)out  ready  to  quit  !  After 
all  the  pie-eyed  freaks  I've  had  wi>hed  on  to  uw  since 
I  come  into  this  phice  tt)  tnake  ov<i  into  printers,  to 
have  an  old  woman  given  a  i)lace  as  an  ohject  of 
charity  —  !  " 

He  got  no  further.  Oidy  once  in  my  life  have  I 
known  Sam  Hod  to  see  red.  He  was  ufjon  Mike 
witli  an  oath  and  had  him  hy  the  throat. 

"Ti'.ke  it  hack  I  —you  foul-mouthed,  hleary-eyed, 
tohacco-sp'ttin'  harp  !  Act  crazy  with  joy  that  she's 
comin'  and  treat  her  like  a  lady,  or  hy  the  eternal 
Jelioshaphat  I'll  bust  you  in  the  jaw,  hammer  you 
against  the  wall,  grind  your  ugly  n  ug  in  the  gravel 
and  stamp  on  your  stomach!  Novv  then,  what  is 
there  about  tin's  newcomer's  j)osit!oM  here  that  you 
don't  understand.^  Speak  it  out  now  and  speak  it 
out  loud.  Because  if  you  open  your  elongated  head 
about  it  after  she  gets  here,  it's  going  to  take  more 
money  than  Solomon  spent  on  his  immortal  meeting 
house  to  pay  for  the  masse.;  said  over  your  smoul- 
derin'  soul !  " 

Bit  Mike  had  nothing  to  say,  absolutely  nothing. 
When  Sam  untangled  his  fingers,  the  Irishman's 
face  was  pasty.  Deprived  of  Sam's  support,  he 
caught  himself  as  he  was  sliding  otito  his  inees. 

The  office  —  individually  and  otherwise  —  drew  a 
long  breath.     They  continued  their  washing  up  with 
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strange  smiles  playing'  ui)or.  flicir  fare.;.  From  time 
to  titne  after  Sam  had  rrlurix-d  lo  ||ir  froiif  offirr 
they  cast  furtive  ^'lances  at  the  suddenly  cowed 
foreuian. 

Considering'  Mike's  little  idiosyncrasies  of  self- 
aK^'randizeinent  since  li(>  had  taken  Jack's  position 
and  his  fre(|uent  loud-nioutlied  assertions  of  con- 
tempt and  independence  of  the  Itoss.  Sam's  emotional 
explosion  had  rather  smashed  >Iike's  militarism. 

Ou  the  whole  a  pleusaut  time  had  beeu  had  by  all. 
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In  wiiirii  Wi;  Ackn()\vi.ki)c;k  tiik  Visit  of  tiir 
TuiMAN  Woman,  NKK  Hkndkhson.on  tiif:  Skcond 
OF  TiiHKK  Visits  vviikii  Siik  Pays  to  tiii;  IIkfio- 
iNi;  of  Olu  Xauhative, 

Many  arc  I  lie  <'!(l('rly  [xoplc  all  ovt-r  the  land 
who  recollect  \cry  well  wlicii  the  Cinvit  Zola  captured 
the  inusic-lovers  of  the  country,  half  a  [,'eneration  aj,'o, 
and  carried  the  nation  by  storm.  She  iiiled  theatres, 
auditoriums  and  music  halls  from  old  Cape  Cod  t«) 
the  (iolden  (Jate  and  then  ajjpeared  to  have  droi)ped 
out  of  sight  as  completely  as  thouj,'h  old  mother 
Ea'-th  had  open<'d  and  engulfed  her  forever. 

The  (Jreaf  Zola  indeed  ! 

Where  she  got  the  name  none  of  us  ever  heard  or 
knew.  As  Fncle  Joe  Fodder  put  it :  "  Fame  usually 
consists  o'  long  hair,  longer  lUTVe  and  u  few  idle 
letters  oi  the  alphabet,  anyhow,  «omprcssed  into  a 
reasonable  amount  o'  newspaper  advertisin'."  And 
in  Mibb  Truman's  case  it  did  look  indeed  as  though 
Uncle  Joe  were  correct.  For  Mibb  called  herself 
"The  Great  Zola"  and  had  a  backer  and  a  press  agent. 
Iler  wonderful  voice,  given  her  from  birth,  trained  for 
a  few  years  and  then  exhiltited  before  "th.e  best 
people"  did  for  her  all  that  may  have  been  expected. 
Mibh  "arrived"  at  last,  although  the  angels  may  have 
sighed  at  times  over  the  metluxls  by  which  Mabel 
advanced  her  career  and  reached  Ikt  hilltop. 

When  poor  young  Ferdie   Ezekial   blew  out  his 
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brains  in  an  Ailaiilic  ('il\-  hold  sonic  linic  aft^r,  Ms 
faiiii'y  ^ravc  il  out  llial  lie  had  Ix'cn  a  viclim  of 
HK'I  <i.  'loha  since  hoyhood.  Hul  sonic  ol"  I  he  })hiin- 
si»v  ..en  .oiks  of  our  town  made  no  hones  of  saying 
that  hi'  did  it  hecausc  alter  liackin^  Mihh  Truman 
and  l)u/zinf,'  ahoiil  her  as  a  moth  buzzes  alioul  a 
flam*^  for  a  year  and  a  (hiy.  until  she  had  achieved  a 
lup[)ence  worth  of  fame  in  some  (|uarters  on  lier  taU'iit 
and  his  money,  the  woman  turned  liini  down  for  a 
C^uick  Rich  Johnnie  from  the  West  w  ho  subscciucnlly 
went  financially  insolvent,  if  not  mentally  and 
morally  so,  endea\orin<f  to  keep  up  with  Mibb's 
ramifications.  Then  we  next  heard  of  her  having 
met  Dick  Robinson,  I  he  boy  who  had  propos(-d  to  her 
once  in  the  l(;ng  a<fo  on  the  way  home  from  siiigin<^ 
school  and  been  lauj^hed  al,  and  gone  away  to  the 
city  and  and  remained  a  bachelor  and  made  several 
millions  of  dollars  as  \ice-presidenl  of  sonu>  big  oil 
company.  These  things  leak  back  to  a  liltle  \ew 
England  town.  Becaus<'  of  her  fame,  perhaps.  Dick 
had  picked  uj)  with  her  again,  and  Judge  Earmer 
who  s[)enf  much  of  his  time  iu)w  in  New  ^'ork,  de- 
<-hired  he  had  met  them  in  Delmonico's  together  on 
.several  occasions. 

Rut  the  mills  of  the  gods  grind  slowly.  One  cannot 
sow  the  wind  withoui  reaj)ing  the  whirlwind. 

And  while  Mibb  II(Miderson  was  journeying  to 
and  fro  in  the  land  and  going  up  and  down  in  it  sing- 
ing wonderful  songs  al  hundr''ds  of  dollars  a  night 
and  spending  on  baubles  what  would  have  kept  Mary 
Purse  and  her  growing  family  in  the  necessities  of  life 
for  a  year,  this  same  Mary  I'urse  was  back  at  her  {)lace 
in  our  office  day  after  day  before  a  lypecase,  now  set- 
ting locals  when  I  he  luachines  w<re  busy  and  we 
needed  extra  matti  r,  now  helping  with  twehe  point 
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in  \Uc  Alo.lcni  H.ir^ain  More  mis.  assislin^'  with 
I  in  iii;iiliti«  (.r  |•^.•l(lil!^•  proof,  cjirniii^'  licr  sixteen 
(loll.irs  ivery  week  wiiicli  \v;is  (|uickly  spciil  ms  in 
(Iji.ys  ol'old.  For  I  he  .sustenance  of  others  beside  iier- 
self.  'rh(>re  were  times  when  it  (h"d  seem  as  though 
iMibh's  philosophy  had  Iteeen  soundest  after  all. 

So  ore  gran('  bird  won>  f,'rand  plinnage  and  flew 
hio-h,  and  another  in  softer,  grayer  feathers  remained 
close  to  ej'.rth  and  hunted  food  for  hungry  little 
mouths,  and  the  years  began  to  go  onward  faster  and 
faster,  and  the  I'ursi-  boys  look  to  bursting  buttons 
and  rii)ping  seams  more  than  ever  and  increasing 
their  stature  overm'ght,  afterthemanner  of  l)oys  since 
A(hiin  became  the  father  of  young. 

Alary  Purse  was  sitting  in  a  creaking  rocker  in  the 
twih'ght  of  a  nvstfnl  Sunday  aftt'rnoon  wlien  the 
niufHed  throbbing  of  an  automobih-  sounded  out 
front,  accompanied  by  tli(>  slam  of  a  door.  Auto- 
mobiles were  curiosities  in  those  days,  rarely  stopping 
before  the  Purse  place.  Mary  moved  across  to  the 
window  and  peerc-d  out  through  the  ladders  of 
geraniums. 

A  high  newfangled  car  stood  in  the  road.  On  its 
forward  seat  was  a  man  in  liv(>ry.  The  sinking  siui 
glinted  on  its  polished  surfaces  but  Mary  paid  but 
brief  attention  to  the  vehicle.  A  woman  was  coming 
into  the  yard  and  the  woman  was  .Xfibb. 

Slie  came  leisurely  up  the  path,  carrying  a  sailor 
hat  in  her  hand  and  looking  interestedly  about  her. 
Once  she  slo|)ped.  turned  and  ga/ed  over  the  lulls 
and  the  valh-ys  far  away,  beautiful  in  tlu'  peaceful 
hush  of  the  mellow  sunset. 

Mary  moved  across  the  room  to  the  door.      After 

all  she  was   Mibb   !!<  !l<i«TS()i!  (>r  the  old  :]■'.-..:     I):-!-  ^flr!- 

bood  friend. 
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"IK'llo,  i\Iary!"  ^'rci'ted  Mil)l),  standing  on  tlK< 
(loorstone  fringt'd  with  llu-  planlain  leaves. 

■'How  do  you  do,  Muljel,"  responded  Mary, 
"Won't  you  come  in?" 

"  Eor  a  few  niinuli's  perhaps."  I'.ie  oIIkt  answercnl. 
"I  just  ran  out  to  see  how  things  were  going  and  to 
talk  over  old  times  with  you.  I  don't  get  a  ehanee 
to  look  Paris  over  very  elosely  nowad'  vs.  All  our  set 
seems  to  have  grown  up  or  died  or  tn()\(Ml  an  ay,  and 
ail  the  faces  you  see  on  the  streets  nowadays  are 
strange.      I'm  a  busy  woman  nowadays,  Mary." 

"So  I  understand,  Malx'l.  We  hear  of  you  once  in 
a  while  l»ack  here,  ^'ou  have  made  a  wonderful 
success  of  your  voice;  Judge  Farmer  came  l)ack  from 
New  York  last  month  and  said  he  went  to  hi-ar  you. 
It  nmst  "oe  a  great  source  of  satisfaction  to  you." 

"Oh  that's  nothing,"  declared  Miblj  con- 
temptuously. "I  always  said  I  could  look  out  for 
myself,  didn't  I?  You  could  have  done  something 
similar  if  you  hadn't  Ix^en  so  sickishly  sentinKMital. 
After  all.  in  this  life,  we  have  to  look  out  for  our- 
selves. If  we  don't  nohody  else  will,  that's  sure!" 
She  paused  on  the  step.  "  Mv  heaven's,  who's  that 
hoyr 

"That's  my  eldest  lH)y,  Tom.  He's  fifteen  this 
coming  sunnner.  although  the  neighbors  say  he  looks 
eighteen  or  twenty." 

The  boy  had  appeared  with  a  vault  ov(t  the  stone 
wall  followed  by  a  lilack  s])aniel  dog.  He  went  on 
through  the  yard  to  the  barn.  Mabel  looked  after 
him  blankly.  Then  she  flushed.  For  if  must  have 
come  to  her  in  that  moment  how  many  years  had 
passed  since  she  had  jjoked  her  very  patrician  finger 

•'•  ' v..  ^ ,  .     ^,. •  .. j 

their    fingers    mto    i)rospective    pot-roasts    at    the 
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butclu'r's.  'S'cs  iiicU'ed,  it  imisl  have  come  to  Mibb 
that  she  was  ^'oniii:f  on.  Aii'l  it  must  liuve  hurt. 
I'^or  Mil)l)  was  oncot'  lhos<  worthy  females  who  hadn  t 
had  a  l)irlhday  in  lln'  hist  dozen  years.  She  said 
fjuiekly  :  "And  may  I  come  in  and  see  your  old  house? 
^ Ou  know  I  haven't  been  out  here  to  ^'o  inside  since  I 
was  a  little  girl  and  father's  bugi^'y  wheel  came  off,  <a 
little  way  down  tiie  road,  spilling  mother  and  me  out 
on  the  ground  in  the  cold  slush." 

"Certaiidy  you  may  come  in,  Mabel.  Although 
the  house  doesn't  look  at  its  best.  The  boys  are 
always  leaving  something  around.  Richard  must 
put  his  basel)all  things  away;  I  keep  telling  him  that 
111  burn  them  up  if  he  persists  in  dropping  them 
•vhen  li(>'s  done  with  them,  but  of  course  I  wouldn't. 
A  boy's  a  boy." 

Madame  Zola  entered  the  little  west  sitting  room, 
—  the  room  with  the  rag  carpet  on  the  floor  that  was 
ou'^'e  Jack's  mother's,  with  one  or  two  high-backed 
old  horsehair  rockers  witli  tidies:  the  marble-topped 
center  table;  the  whatnot  in  the  corner;  the  high  old 
secretary  and  the  eidarged  picture  of  Jack  in  crayon 
over  the  mantel.  It  was  a  homely,  quiet,  comfort- 
able old  room  —  a  tyj)ical  room  for  a  woman  with  a 
family  of  growing  boys  being  raised  in  the  country  — 
the  windows  massed  with  geraniums,  petunias,  mch- 
plant  and  heliotrope.  Madame  Zola  took  one  of  the 
heavy  horsehair  rockers  and  ran  her  eye  over  the 
things  in  the  room  depn>ciatingly. 

"I'm  glad  you  came,"  volunteered  Mary  politely. 
"I  get  so  few  visitors  way  out  here  these  days  —  with 
my  work  in  the  oflice  keeping  me  so  busy  during  the 
week.     Mrs.   Morrow  is  over  to   the   Browns'   this 
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'Lord  sake  !     Then  why  do  you  live  way  out  here  ? 
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Why  not  iiH)\c  into  tlu-  village  wiicrt'  Ihcre's  .some- 
thing goiiiK  on  ?" 

"It's  home."  replied  Mary  weakly. 

Mihl)  j,'lanee(l  the  room  over  again.  She  glanced 
INIary  over  also,  from  the  worn  framed  shoes  on 
her  weary  f'^'l  to  the  dark  hair  streaked  with  gray, 
done  hard  and  (lat  n|)t)n  her  head.  'I'ruiy  it  was 
dilHcnlt  to  realize  that  these  two  women  were  almost 
of  an  age. 

•'Marv,"  she  said  finally,  "it's  too  had!" 

"WhaVs  -too  had'.  Mal)el.^" 

"The  way  yon've  rnin(-d  your  life.  We  started 
out  e(|Mally,  Mary,  ^'on  reniemher  what  I  fold  you 
soon  after  you  and  Jack  were  married.  Rut  you 
wouldn't  take  my  warning.  You  were  dead  set  on 
this  lovi'  husiness.  ^'ou  said  the  hard  work  didn't 
matter.  And  look  what  it's  got  yon  at  last.  Mary. 
Nothing  hut  this."  .\nd  again  her  eytvs  glanced  over 
tlu-  room. 

"It's     -  home,  Mal<el,"  said  Mary  again. 

"Which  isn't  saying  much,  Mary.  I  feel  sorry  for 
you.  Mary.  Indeed  I  do!  Oh.  I  know  that  you 
think  I'm  a  snoh  and  all  that.  But  I  do  feel  sorry 
for  you.  Mary.  I'm  siticere  in  saying  it.  You've 
worked  hard  all  your  life.  You  never  went  any- 
where nor  had  any  good  times.  You're  spending 
the  l)est  years  of  your  life  in  that  pokey  old  printing 
office  now,  living  out  here  in  a  lonesome  old  f)lace 
in  the  country,  struggling  to  raise  >ix  hoys  !  It  nuist 
he  awfi'I.  If  there's  anything  I  could  do  for  you  for 
old  time's  sake,  I'd  do  il  in  a  minute.  That's  really 
the  true  reason  wh\-  I  came  out  here  this  afternoon. 
T  lu'ard  in  the  village  how  you  were  living  and  — 
T  came  out  to  see  if  i  couldn't  help  you  —  money 
or  homethiug." 
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"You  c'iiiri,"  n'pliiMl  Mary  sol'fly,  a  triflt'  hoarsely. 
"[  said  tliii  was  home.  I  mean  it,  Malx'h  You 
oan't  apprecialc  wliat  llial  means.  Yoii  never  Iiad  a 
home,  not  a  real  home.  Jack  and  I  l)()n<?ht  this  phice 
wh(>n  we  were  yonn^'  and  hi'e  was  all  sort  of  Full  of 
hope  and  f)romise:  again  you  don't  know  what  that 
means,  Mahel     -  " 

"I  was  too  wise,"  cut  in  ]\rabel.  "Catch  me  tying 
niysi'lt*  ui)  to  a  man  and  having  kids  Ihal  twist  you 
out  of  sha})e  and  take  away  your  good  looks  and 
make  von  dowdv  and  frumpish  and  tuhbv  ;  but  we've 
been  all  over  that  before." 

—  so  you  cannot  apj)reciate  the  associations," 
went  on  Mary.  "On  the  walls  here,  Mabel,  are  scars 
of  little  household  accidents  tiie  l)oys  liave  made 
growing  uj),  the  barks  of  their  toys  i.nd  tlie  prints  of 
their  grimy  little  fingers  on  the  wall  paper  to  indicate 
the  })assing  years.  Jack  died  tliere  in  the  east  room. 
His  casket  was  carried  out  this  door.  Every  piece 
of  furniture  is  dear  to  m(>,  ^Nlabel.  Every  room  and 
door  and  wiinlow  and  corner  holds  associations  and 
sometimes,  Mal)el — sometimes  in  the  dark  — 
there's  little  ghosts  plav  around  through  these  rooms, 
Mabel  --  " 

"For  Gawd's  sake,  (juit,  Mary.  You  talk  spook- 
ish  ;  it's  enough  to  get  on  a  party's  nerves.  I  sliould 
think  you'd  go  crazy  living  out  liere  in  this  fashion 
with  no  man  aromul  to  j)rotect  you." 

"They're  dear  to  me,  these  things,  these  associa- 
tions are;  they've  l)eeu  my  lif(\  Mabel.  You  can't 
live  in  one  house  a  long  time  without  every  stick  and 
stone  and  nail  in  it  bein'  sort  of  like  your  flesh  and 
blood." 


'»  T>-- 
X    ill 


i1 l_f..I     T    1 

iiUlIlIvXlii     i-    iiitvv' 


r   .  i  !      ,.        111- 
aSSOC"iai  iOiiS    HKC 


those,  Mary.     There's  nothing  like  that  to  make  me 
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miserable  on  dark  and  rainy  days.  I've  always  had 
a  good  time  and  kepi  my  eye  on  the  fiitnre.  And  if 
you'd  done  the  same  I  don't  know  as  you'd  hecn 
living  through  this  hell  of  worry  and  work  now  " 

"It  isn't  hell  !"  whispered  Alary.  "It's  wieked  to 
call  it  that  !  It's  it's  --  heaven,  Mabel.  It's  the 
nearest  thing  to  earthly  heaven  I  know.  I  love  —  it 
—  so!" 

"You  always  were  sort  of  sicki.>hly  sentimental; 
I  say  it  again.  I  told  you  so  the  day  after  I  got  back 
from  my  own  wedding  trip.  My  way  was  best, 
Mary,  After  all  i.s  said  and  done  you  can't  deny  I've 
made  a  succe.ss  of  my  life.  Never  mind  what  i)eople 
say  —  all  the  same  I  know  that  I  have.  I've  had  a 
good  time  all  along;  I've  enjoyed  life;  I've  been  to 
Europe  seven  times,  Mary.  I've  seen  the  world  and 
life.  Right  now  I'm  free  to  come  and  go;  I  get  a 
.salary  in  five  figures  a  year  for  my  concert  work. 
I  have  my  automobile  and  my  apartments  in  the 
citv  — 

"And  what  else,  Mabel?" 

"  What  else  .'  What  else  is  there  to  have  ?  Wliat 
do  you  mean  ?" 

"You've  got  all  that  as  you  say.  Cut  what  else. 
You've  got  no  one  to  care  about  you ;  no  one  to  love 
you  — 

"Haven't  I,  though?  Don't  be  too  sure  about 
that,  Marv." 

"You've  no  children  or  nothing?" 

"No,  I  haven't  got  any  kids,  but  good  Lord  why 
do  you  persist  in  pk^cing  such  a  lot  of  emphasis  on 
kids?  Anybody'd  think  that  kids  were  the  only 
concern  a  woman  could  have  in  the  world  ?" 

"Aecuiuuig  lu  liic  \va^  i  iuok  al  liiiugs,  liiey  aic, 
Mabel." 
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"Well,  I  pliic»>  a  (lifTercnl  value  on  things.  For 
insfanct',  IIutc's  Dick  Robinson  — " 

"Yes,  l)ut  wlial's  he  to  you.  Mihh  ?  Merely  a 
rich  man.  It  isn't  like  sons  or  daughters  of  your  own 
who  care  for  you  because  of  what  ycm've  done  for 
jiem. 

"Then  it  might  interest  you  to  know  that  T  expect 
to  marry  him  -  Dick  Robinson  —  in  the  not  too 
distant  future." 

"Marry  him!" 

"Yes,  marry  him  !  And  why  shouldn't  I }  Haven't 
I  been  through  enough  so  I  deserve  the  haven  of  a 
good  husband's  love  at  last .''  I'll  never  have  any 
brats,  it's  true.  Rut  again  I  say,  that  to  me  brats 
never  stood  for  nothing  but  pain  and  worry  and  caie. 
No,  sir;  folks  don't  know  it  yet  and  I  don't  intend 
they  should.  But  if  things  work  around  all  right  — 
and  I  ratlier  calculate  that  if  I  have  anything  to  say 
about  tliem  tliey  will  —  I'm  going  to  marry  Dick 
Robinson  next  year  and  come  into  my  share  of  his 
money  — " 

"Always  money,  money,  money!  You  haven't 
clianged  a  great  lot,  have  you,  Mabel.''" 

"I  said  I'd  take  mj'  chances  with  money  and  I 
have.  T  haven't  fared  so  badly.  Can  you  say  the 
same,  Mary  Wood  .?" 

"Tm  —  satisfied,"  breathed  Mary  at  last. 

"But  you  can't  make  me  believe  it,  Mary.  No 
sensible,  high-strung,  sensitive  woman  could  possibly 
be  satisfied  with  this,  not  when  they've  slaved  like 
you've  slaved." 

"I'm  —  satisfied,"  breathed  Mary  again.  "I 
can't    un  lerstand    you,    Mabel.     I    never    could. 

Q ^1 -1  ,i«'  '  p        _         _'„'■ ''         ■_      ' 

i^OiiieiiU V»   it  iCCiiio  lit  LiXIiCo  ixo  ii  Voli  tiiii  t  iCttiiV  tiiiiV 

woman." 


270 


TIIK   CHKATKU    CLORV 


"Don'l  'ii>M'  ;iiiv  -IccM  "'\<T  mr.  M:ny.  I'm  rn- 
pal)K'  ol"  t;ikiii^'  <;in-  <>l'  iii\M-ir.  I  tliink  I've  proviMl 
it.      I'm  ;^'<»iM^'  t<>  pr«»\f  il  soinc  iiiorf 

"I  hate  f<»  >:iy  il.  Malicl  ;  yoirrr  an  old  ^'irlliood 
friciul  of  mint',  almost  llif  only  one  llial".  K-fl  onl  of 
tin-  old  crowd.  Bill  yoiTrr  you're  —  selli>li,  Ma- 
bel.     ^■()I^V(•  al\vay>  licrii  M'Hish 

*'\\c  won"!  iiidiii^jf  in  I)(•r■^onalit  irs,  Afary.  Traino 
out  licrt'  in  llic  Ih.sI  si)irit  i)o^^ii)l<'  lo  m-c  if  IIhtc  was 
anytliin<i  I  could  <lo  lor  \t)ii." 

'•Tlic-c  i>n"t,  Malxl.  Not  anything'.  I'm  not 
luifiralcful.  I've  lixcd  m\  life  in  my  own  \va,\-  and 
aftcrniy  own  >tandard>.  If  I  \va>  toK<)  hack  and  live 
it  over  there  i.^n'l  hardly  a  ilay  or  an  hour  of  it  that 
I'd  live  dirt'ereiitly." 

"Some  folk>  do  have  Mich  (jiieer  ideas."  observed 
Mabel,  fixing'  her  hair  in  tlie  Iiaek. 

"'Plien  you  ^ol  a  dixorce.  did  you.  from  Herbert  ?" 

"Herbert!-'  Oh.  yes,  you  mean  the  elephantine 
l)erson  of  the  male  m'X  wilii  whom  I  oue(>  com- 
mitted a  ra.>li  ^/\\\\>\\  act.  Certainly  I  ;^-ol  a  divorce 
from  him,  while  I  was  out  in  California  in  'ninety- 
four." 

"And  you  never  heard  what  became  of  him?" 

"No,  why  ^hould  I  ?     What  is  he  to  me?" 

"He  was  your  husband.  Mabel." 

IVfabel  laiiijlKMl.  a  contempt  iioiis  laii«,di. 

"Heavens,  but  you  are  (.l(l-fa>hioiied  !  In  luy  set, 
a  woman  who  ha>n't  had  two  or  three  liusbands 
.simply  i>n't  in  the  swim,  at  all." 

"I  wouldn't  care  much  for  those  in  your  set,  ATabel, 

I'm  afraid.  " 

"Nor  they  for  you,  either,     (di.  for  heaven's  sake, 

'it'  .         ■!     -'1 '  i:...i.i: 

can   i    \  UU   <inG    i    CoTlU-    lO^Ciliei    •.•>!!;!!■;.;    :,^::;  :.:^  ••    •  •- : 

this  disgusting  subject  of  domesticily?     Vou  make 
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MIC    m.nl  !       WIkiI'n    your    lilV,   ;iii.\\v.i\?      Tell 
llwil  •" 

"  S\\  life."  .•IH'^\V(  red  M,ir\-  «|iii(lly,  "  i>  \vorl;iM<,' 
\{)  r.ii.sr  >i\  li\  c-u  iic  hoy^  |(»  In-  ^ood  iiicii.  W  licti 
lli;il  is  (|(»iic.  my  lilV-work  i>  (•()in|)I('l<'»l.  'I'haf's 
ixt'ii  }\\y  "<;ii«'(r"  ;il  Icjisl  up  lo  lli»>  prcsenl  .itid  T 
ciirt  <-li;iiip'  il  ni»u.  Tlirrc">  Ixcii  fii^ditrully  cnici 
iiioiiu'iils  in  il.  |{iil  tli(rc">  Itccii  I'liylitrully  dear 
;md  prccioii>  iiiotiictils  loo.  Al'lrr  ;dl,  keeping'  a 
lioiiic  and  raisiiiu  cliildrrn  i>  a  woman's  work  in  the 
world,  and  if  she  i>iri  conlcnl  loacccpl  il,  she  lia>n'l 
an\-  l)n.sin(>s>  hcin^'  a  woman.  I  can"!  Tor  llic  lil'c  of 
tnc  sec  why  when  (iod  made  woman  for  that  — • 
liuM-t'  .slionid  he  .s(,  nincli  ianlt-findin^'  and  discontent 
and  dissalisl'aclion  amon^'  Ihcm  and  wanting  to  be 
something  else.  Somehow  the  women  folks  nowa- 
days think  it's  a  enr>e  on  a  woman  that  she  is  a  wo- 
man and  tliey're  hying  their  hest  to  f)e  men.  Bnt 
somehow  I've  observed,  Mahel,  that  tliere's  nothing 
hut  mdiappiness  ajid  hearl-hnnger  heneath  it  all, 
and  a  fanll-Hnding  with  the  men  folks,  society  and 
(Jod  e\-eryl)()(ly  and  excrylhing  hut  themselves  — 
with  selfishness  at  the  hoftom  of  it  and  a  cowardly 
shrinking  from  some  of  the  nohle  dnties  of  life  just 
because  they  want  a  |)K-asant  time  and  good  looks 
and  uouseu.x".  I'xc  heeu  through  the  experience  of 
motherhood  six  limes,  Mabel.  And  I've  buried  a 
husband.  But  along  witJi  it  all  fin-re's  come  a  satis- 
faction and  a  peace,  a  resignation  if  you  want  to 
call  it  thaf,  Mabel,  that's  ample  to  repay  if  all.  I've 
tried  not  to  shirk;  V\v  tried  to  do  my  duty  and  am  as 
liap|)y  as  I  know  how  to  be,  while  doing  if.  And  I'm 
not  galivanf  ing  around,  looking  for  happiness  through 
uoiiars  or  uiarryiiig  ru  ii  uuii  or  iiaiiui  oi  iosmg  my 
good  looks  and  all  such  nonsense.     I'm  not  looking 
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for  liiippincs^.  I'tTiiUNr  I'\(' <,'()t  il.  Miil)«-1.  I've  ^'ot  a 
li.ippitirss  now  llial  iiolliiiij,'  in  lil'r  can  take  away. 
MiiyWr  I  liaNcnl  >tiii  l-luroj)*- >r\  en  tinier;  proli;il)l\' 
I'll  never  see  Kn.ope  oi'  an\-  oIIm  r  pi. ice  hut  Paris, 
N'erinonl.  Hnl  Ixf  set  n  oilier  lliinifs  llial  you'sc 
neverse»>n  and  it  isn't  tjiven  \(>u  lo  see.  M.iiiel,  ;in<l  it  s 
plenl\  .  Don'l  waste  any  p'l\'  on  inc.  Mahel.  I*ity 
yourseir.  ^dn're  .1  lonely  woman:  Nou're  llie  lonely 
one,  not  inc.  I  can  read  it  in  \onr  face,  Mabel.  .\iul 
may  tlie  kiiul  Father  ]ia\e  mercy  on  yon.  'S  on  need 
it,  Mahel,  indeed.  Yt)u  need  il  but  yon  <lon't 
know  it." 

"This  is  all  one  p'ts  for  trying  to  be  nei^dihorly 
and  helpfnlfor  old  time's  sake,"  Mahel  replied  wrath 
fully.  "Well,  as  we  hoth  seem  to  he  satistied  with  our 
lots,   Mary,  I   ini^dit  as  well  call  my  vi.^it   at  an  end 

and  f^o." 

She  arose  stiflly  and  she  did  ^o.  But  as  she  rolled 
hack  to  town  she  knew  deep  in  her  heart  that  Mary 
Wood  had  spoken  the  truth. 

".My  (iawd!"  she  cried  suddenly  and  miserably, 
"I'd  f^ive  all  the  Robinson  millions  I'm  coming'  into 
next  year  just  lo  have  the  peace  that's  on  Mary 
Purse's  face  !" 

Sh(>  meant  what  she  said  though  there  was  no 
one  to  hear. 


CHAPTER   XTII 

TnK  Mn.LH  of  tiik  (Iods  K'hki>  (Jimndinc,  Crixd- 

I\(i.  CiKINDINc;.  AM)  KiVKCoIN'TKY  F(  )LK  .»()(:HNKV 

TO  Tin;  City  to  Look  Upon  Its  Tincjel  rou  a 

MoMKNT. 


TniRK  were  two  tiiiu-s  in  thoso  years  when  she  was 
raisiii",'  her  yoiiii^f.slcr.s  that  Mary  I'urx'  went  away 
from  home  oiia\acalion.  Tlu'  first  was  the  twt)  weok.s 
that  she  spent  with  an  aunt  of  Jack's  up  in  North 
Sidney,  lakiii^^  the  hoys  on  a  never-to-lx'-for^otleu 
visit.  The  second  was  the  time  tiiat  .she  went  with 
Sam  Ilod  and  myself  and  our  wives  down  to  Boston 
to  till'  famous  Fair  in  the  old  Mechanics'  IlaU. 

TJii.s  tired  scribe  has  forf,'otten  now  I'xactly  how 
it  was  tliat  we  happened  to  go  and  take  Mary.  I 
tliink  .she  had  hroken  down  temjjorarily  after  Fred 
hud  the  scarlet  fever  and  for  a  week  or  sso,  just  after 
Tom  left  for  college,  and  fearing  for  her  health, 
I  think  we  utilized  our  railroad  passes  —  fre^^ly  issued 
to  newspapermen  in  those  halcyon  days  of  country 
journalisin  —  and  made  Mary  the  fifth  of  our  party. 

But  if  we  of  the  office  have  forgotten  the  little 
details  of  how  Mary  chanced  to  he  with  us,  em- 
phatically we  ha\'e  not  forgotten  what  happened  on 
that  trip  and  the  pathos  of  the  girl  who  married  Jack 
Purse  for  love  —  in  one  situation  that  came  from  that 
journey. 

For  we  saw^  the  Great  Zola  —  the  Truman  woman, 
nee  Henderson  —  ui  all  her  glory. 
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It  was  Sam  wlio  I'oiind  llic  nolicc'  in  a  ncwspapi  r 
as  we  lounged  laic  one  wiiilcr's  aru-riioon  in  llie 
lohhy  of  the  ol(l  I'arkcr  Ilonso. 

"TIk-  I'aiiic.is  contralto,  llic  (Ircal  Zola  !"*  In>  cried. 
"SuH'crin'  Moses,  Bill,  do  you  suppose  that  could  he 
Mihh?" 

"What  about  the  famous  contralto,  the  Great 
Zola?" 

"She's  sinf.ing  here!  She's  </\v\n'^  u  concert  here 
to-night  I" 

We  read  the  adverlisemeni .  We  passed  it  to  our 
women  folk  and  to  Mary.  I.  was  Mary  who  tiu-iu'd 
the  page  in  a  trifli-  of  hewildernieut  and  uncertainty, 
and  we  fa.ncied  a  hit  of  wist  fulness.  It  clianced 
then  that  she  turned  opcMi  111  .ages  of  the  theatrical 
.section.  From  the  page  a  [)icture  stared  at  us. 
Tlier*'  was  no  mistaking  that  piclure.  It  was  indeed 
Mi})h  -  Mahel  of  our  office.  I?eneath  was  the 
usual  press-agent  write-up  of  Mihh's  wonderful 
talent. 

"It  sort  of  slof)s  over."  declared  Sam  disgustedly. 
".Ml  the  same,  if  she  can  sing  now  as  she  sang  in  the 
old  days,  she's  certainly  some  warhler.  Folks! 
Ia'I's  go  to  that  concert."' 

Mary  whitened  a  trifle.  She  l)it  a  -oft  lip.  'riien 
a  forced  smile  hroke  o\cr  her  careworn  countenance. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "h-t's  go  to  that  concert.  Let's 
go  and  hear  Mil)l»  sing  in  puhlic." 

We  went. 

We  secured  five  tickets  frctm  sidewalk  hrokers.  I 
think  we  paid  hve  dollars  a])iece  for  them.  Sam  made 
a  grimace  as  he  ga\'e  up  the  iiioihy. 

iMary  was  careworn  and  a  trifU>  shahhy  as  of  old, 
though  not  from  preference,  the  good  Lord  knows  in 
His  heart.     Slie  liad   matured  into  luellou    mauou- 
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hood;  llic  ^r;iy  was  l)coinm"ii<f  lo  Ix-  more  and  more 
noticeahh'  now  in  her  hair;  her  I'acc  was  a  trifle  sal- 
low; her  hands  were  ^n-owiiif,'  >riiarl<'d,  alas,  like  her 
mother's,  'i'he  five  of  us  made  somewhat  of  a 
sluxhiy  ap|)earaiiee  in  that  patrician  Bostonese 
audience. 

As  we  sat  there,  from  th(>  corner  of  an  eye  I  saw 
Mary  watchin<,'  thos(>  Boston  folks.  Then,  poor  soul, 
I  knew  by  the  (expression  on  her  face  that  she  was 
comparing'  herself  with  them  and  iindinfj  poor  conso- 
lation in  the  comparison.  She  pulled  at  lier  sleeves, 
hxed  her  hair,  arranj^^ed  a  frail  little  hit  of  rihhon  at 
iier  throat.  But  it  was  all  p;)or  excuse  at  best  for 
the  lack  of  fin<ry  real  finery  —  which  the  starved 
woman  heart  of  her  craved.  A  feeling'  of  sadnes.s 
came  over  me  and  a  sympathy  for  Mary  in  that 
moment  such  as  T  had  not  felt  before,  verily  not  even 
on  that  afternoon  of  Jack  Purse's  burial.  As  that 
evening,'  went  on  thai  sympathy  for  her  iucr<'ased  — 
increased  in  just  that  proportion  that  Mibb  was 
beautiful  where  Mary  was  shabby  and  shoddy. 

F'or  Mibb  was  beautiful,  at  least  from  where  our 
usher  had  seated  us.  Dislance  may  have  lent  en- 
chantment or  it  may  hav(>  been  Mibb's  war-paint  in 
her  battle  with  life.  Perhaps  it  was  her  purple  and 
fine  linen.  .Vnyway  when  she  (inally  came  on  to  the 
Dial  form  Sam  at  my  side  emitted  a  low  whistle. 

"Oh.  for  Tncle  Joe  Fodder!"  the  (-ditor  declared. 
''I  wonder  what  remark  he  would  make  to  look  upon 
Mibi>  Henderson  now  ?" 

Mibb  had  yrowu  >touler.  She  also  had  mellowed, 
at  least  in  her  (ioun-.  In  her  black,  low  cut  f?own, 
hi^'h  coiifun-  and  diamond  besp;)ni,'led  finders,  the 
"m"ne-o'clock   tjirl"  of  our   lit  lie   (own   was   not   the 
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inakhin^'  Solomon  in  all  his  glory,  providing  that 
Solomon  ever  arrayed  him.s(>lf  in  black,  low-cut 
gowns,  high  coitFures  and  .slipped  clusters  of  tire  gems 
with  rec-kless  abandon  on  his  tingers. 

"She's  took  to  painting  and  powdering,"  remarked 
Alice  Hod  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "and  her  hair  is  dyed 
or  Em  a  carrot  !" 

"Well,    she's   no   amateur   at   it,"   remarked   her 
husband  enthusiastically.     "The  days  when  she  used 
to  keep  a  littl(>  sciuare  of  mirror  in  her  P-case  and 
primp  herself  between  locals  have  certainly  turned 
to   her   advantage."     He   said   it   in   an   extra-loud 
voice,  for  the  great  audience  was  applauding  enthusi- 
a.stically  and  Mibb  was  nodding  and  acknowledging 
Iheir  tribute  just  a  wee  bit  inditiVrently      Somethir.g 
of  her  old  contempt  for  her  talent  remained  in  her 
carriage  in  public.     A   tall,  lean,  lank  young  man, 
whom   Sam   declart>d  resembled   a   string  bean   in   a 
dress  suit,  hurried  across  stage,  carrying  an  immense 
white  handkerchief,. spun  the  piano  stool  as  though  in  a 
hurry  to  have  it  done  and  it  was  .something  to  be 
ashamed  of  doing  in  public,  seated  himself  and  tinkled 
a  few  bars  of  piano  music.     And  Mibb,  poised  rather 
languidly  at  the  conuT  of  the  baby-grand  piano  with 
the  raised  cover,  began  to  sing. 

She  sang  that  old  .song,   "Stars  of  the  Summer 

"Remember  where  we  folks  heard  that  song  last  t 
Sam  demanded. 

"At  the  party  u])  in  Gold-piece  Cabin,"  returned 
Alice.  "Erank"  played  it  on  his  violin  !"  Then  .she 
dented  one  of  her  husl)an(rs  ribs  with  her  elbow. 
"But  you  keep  (|uiet,"  she  admoni.shed.  "We  want 
to  hear  this  music  !" 

I  looked  at  Mary  Purse.     Her  liead  was  slightly  on 
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one  side.  Tier  work-hardened  hands  were  relaxed  in 
her  hip.  Her  ( yes  were  fixed  on  Mibh  hungrily. 
^^hen  .\liee  Hod  leaned  ov<'r  and  criticized  some- 
thing in  .Mil)l)'s  toilet,  slie  merely  nodded  sadly. 
In  that  nionuMit  I  was  sorry  that  we  had  at- 
tended this  enlerta"-  lent  and  l)rouglit  Mary  For 
Mibh's  materialistic  philosophy  may  have  been 
faulty  as  an  abstract  problem  in  metaphysics,  but  it 
had  brought  her  success,  while  Mary's  had  brought 
her  seemingly  but  work  and  sorrow  and  red  hands 
and  a  care-lined  face  and  raiment  that  was  only 
cheap  serge  and  shoddy. 

The  audience  applauded  when  Mibb  finished,  as 
audiences  have  had  a  habit  of  doing  out  of  the  ages 
eternal  when  the  applause  was  for  the  social  idol  or 
artist  of  the  moment  and  their  work  on  the  whole 
was  passing  fair.  .Vnd  Mibb  sang  the  encore  —  the 
song  is  immaterial  —  and  was  applauded  again,  and 
the  string  bean  came  in  for  his  portion  of  it ;  and  then 
both  had  some  more  and  Mibb  swished  off  the  plat- 
form and  back  on  again  and  consulted  with  the 
string  bean  and  the  string  bean  nodded  and  began 
again  and  wv  had  still  more  music. 

The  concert  only  lasted  an  hour.  But  toward 
tlie  close  of  that  hour,  Mibb  sang  two  songs  that 
<lenionsf rated  only  too  plainly  that  it  was  not  alone 
her  voice  which  had  brought  her  fame,  but  the  dis- 
cretion employed  in  her  selections.  For  they  had 
been  chosen  to  answer  the  age-old  yearning  in  the 
hearts  of  tired  men  and  women,  patrician  or  no,  for 
the  scenes  and  faces  and  heart-hopes  of  days  that 
have  gone  with  th(>  long  ago.  She  sang  "Silver 
Threads  Among  the  Cold"  and  for  an  encore  followed 
it  with  that  beautiful  simple  old  ballad,  "Home, 
Sweet  iiome."' 
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A  vast  hush  fril  over  the  JiiKlioncc.  Even  a 
droaniy  <lazt'  ranic  ovor  the  IVatures  of  the  string 
bean  at  the  piano,  as  Mibh  sang  it  anrl  his  fingers 
foliowt'd  her  on  I  he  keys.  Sam's  chin  sank  lowor  and 
lowiT  in!o  his  chest.  There  was  no  coughing,  no 
ruslHng  of  programs.  Mihh  cast  a  spell  over  that 
throng  and  even  the  most  sophisticateil  for  the  moment 
could  not  l)reak  away.  And  the  spell  was  no  less 
thrown  over  (he  hearts  and  minds  of  five  ordinary 
country  folk  down  in  the  front  seats  of  that 
theater. 

Mibl)  did  not  wail  for  applause  tospf)il  the  effect 
she  had  created.  She  i)assed  (piickly  though  equally 
quietly  lo  "Home,  Sweet  Home." 

Mary  Purse  put  her  handkerchief  quickly  to  her 
lips.  Then  it  went  uj)  to  her  eyes  and  she  held  it 
there. 

Only  two  men  in  that  audience  fancied  they  knew 
why  Mibb  [)ut  such  feeling  into  luT  last  song. 

Somehow  we  wished  we  were  all  out  of  that  place 
and  up  in  the  familiar  old  streets  of  Paris,  VtTmont. 

Was  the  applause  deafening.^     It  was  ! 

They  would  not  let  Mibb  go  off  that  platform. 
They  called  for  her  again  and  again.  And  again  and 
again  she  had  to  respond.  A  bouquet  of  flowers 
came  down  the  left  aisle,  somewhere  under  the  mass 
a  human  being  carried  along  by  legs.  Another  came 
down  the  right  aisle.  Wave  after  wave  of  approval 
swei)t  down  from  the  balconies  and  back  again. 

"And  lo  think,"  said  Sam  hoarsely,  "that  that 
Qu("en  of  Sheba  once  worked  in  our  {)rintiug  office  !" 

Sam  'AiUited  to  go  back-stage  and  see  Mibb  and 
visit  with  her  but  Alice  would  not  have  it. 

"  Because,  to  me  she'll  always  be  the  same  old  Mibb 
Henderson,    never    mind    how    high    she    flies.     I 
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couldn't  liriiif,'  iiiyscit'  lo  rnvc  over  lu  r  and  fongraln- 
late  Ikt  as  I  suppox'  I  ou^flit." 

But  Mary  said  iiolliin-,'.  Willi  tlu>  sanic  wistful 
look  ever  on  lior  face,  .she  went  wilh  irs  oul  of  lliat 
theater. 

When  we  j^'ot  hack  lo  the  hotel  sht  complained  of  a 
headache  and  went  almost  at  ()nc(>  to  her  rooms. 
Alice,  who  had  cause  to  <fo  down  the  hotel  C"i-- 
ridor  afterward,  said  the  li<.;ht  was  hurning  under 
Mary's  adjacent   door  until   well   into  the   morm'n^. 

She  came  hack  lo  Paris  with  us  ami  took  uj)  the 
burden  of  her  life  a^'ain  before  a  ^'rimy  tyjx-  case, 
earning,'  the  wherewithal  lo  rais<'  those  hoys  which 
Jack  had  left  her.  in  the  dumb.  hopel(\ss,  unsung 
heroism  of  plain  p( onle  doing  plain  task.s  because 
that  is  their  destiny. 

But  as  for  Mibb,  she  went  on,  onward  and  upward, 
from  Cdory  unto  (dory. 

doing  home  on  tlu  train  T  said  to  Sam  : 

"I  feel  that  we  should  have  gone  back  and  nuide 
ourselves  known  to  Mibb.  There  was  something 
about  the  way  she  sang  that  'Home,  Sweet  Home' 
that  tells  me  slw  would  have  been  glad  to  see  us." 

"See  her?  (>f  course  I  saw  her."  Sam  answered. 
"I  waited  until  Alice  had  gone  to  our  room  and  then 
made  an  excuse  I  wanted  a  lunch,  to  go  back  and  see 
her.     And  who  do  you  suppose  I  found  with  her?" 

"  Wlio.^"  I  demanded. 

"Dick  Robinson.  "S'ou  reniejuber  Dick  whom  slie 
once  turned  clown  when  he  f)roposed  to  her  back  in 
Paris  before  she  married  Herb  for  his  money?" 

Certainly  I  n-memlxM-ed   Dick. 

"But   you   wouldn't    know   him,"   went    on   Sam. 
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creases  in  his  face,  lie  was  '.vailin<,'  in  licr  dressiiijjf 
room  for  her." 

"Ill  her  (Iressiufi  room  I" 

"^cs,  and  Mil)l>  was  (h'srohirii;  ahnost  in  front  of 
him  as  tliou<fh  it  were  the  most  commoiipiaee  ihin^ 
in  the  worhl.  It  sort  of  (h'ijiisled  me;  thal's  w  hy 
T  haven't  said  mucli  al>oul  it.  .V  pair  of  ct)rsets  was 
lian^'ini;  over  the  l)ack  of  [\\v  chair  in  whicli  Dick 
was  sitting,'  •hiwdliiii''  his  cane." 

We  were  aUme  tenii)orarily  in  the  smoker.  We 
rode  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence. 

"Well?"  I  said. 

"Tliey  wanted  me  to  m)  out  with  tliem  and  liavc  a 
feed  and  some  drijdvs.  I  did'Tl  ^o.  Bill,"  said  the 
editor  suddenly,  "do  you  suppose  Mary  Purse  was 
envious  of  Mihh  as  the  crowd  was  a{)plauding  last 
night  and  the  I)ou(|uets  eoming  down  the  aisles.'" 

"Mary's  only  human,  like  the  rest  of  us,"  I 
answered.  Then  I  said:  "Let's  see,  Dick  never 
married,  did  lie.^" 

But  Sam  did  not  hear.  lie  answered  his  own 
question  : 

"Strange."  lie  remarked,  "that  it  slionld  be  old 
Harve  Ilendersjirs  daughter  who'll  get  thai  gold- 
picci' ! " 

We  told  Uncle  Joe  Fodder  about  it  in  the  oflice  the 
next  day. 

"Vengeance  is  mine:  T  will  repay,  saith  the  Lord," 
was  the  only  comment  the  old  man  made.  Whicli 
was  cjueer. 

"  Mil)!)  told  m<>  -lie  was  starting  on  another  granrl 
continental  tour  in  the  >[)ring,"  said  Sam,  as  the 
train  drew  into  Paris  on  that  ride  home. 


CHAPTER   XIV 

As  THE  Mills  of  tiif;  ..on.s  Grixd  Slowly  tiikrk 

COMKS  A  Sl'DHKN  OmfNOLS  BiMI'   I  \  TIIK   MaCIIIN- 

EHY  AM)  TiiosF-:  Who  auk  Listlmng  Fkkl  that 
SoMETHiNc;  HAS  (loNK  Whoxc;  Somkw  h ki{f:  or  a 
SFFisTANCF;  (ioNi;  Hi;t\vi;f:\  t»ik  Stones  that 
Has  Been  Annfhilateu  Mercilessly. 

It  is  ifmo  to  close  the  sorond  poi-fioii  of  this  story 
now,  but  before  we  wi-ite  "  Part  the  'IMiird"  at  the  top 
of  a  new  siieet  of  foolscap,  h't  us  set  (h)\vn  here  one 
grim  anec<lote  that  stands  out  in  ja^'f,'e(l  red  and  per- 
haps in  the  <;eneral  scheme  of  things  adds  some  poor 
nii  asure  of  consohition. 

We  have  never  been  abU>  to  j?et  the  exact  details. 
WV  have  only  the  stran^je  htth-  morsels  of  gossip 
which  are  I)ound  to  drift  back  to  a  litth>  coimtry  town 
to  be  tossed  to  and  fro  over  family  teacups.  And 
combining  these  with  the  story  which  Dick  Rol)inson 
told  Judge  Farmer  one  night  down  at  the  Banker's 
Club  in  New  Yoi-k,wecan  collect  a pi'etty  fair  amount 
of  evidence  upon  which  to  build  the  tragedy. 

On  a  certain  rainy  October  night  in  a  far  western 
city,  "Madame  Zola"  ended  her  concert  and  started 
from  the  rear  of  the  theater  through  the  alley  to  her 
hansom.  The  light  ov(t  the  stage  door  fell  aslant 
a  hallway  opening  into  a  cheaj)  F-ooming  house  across 
the  alley.  She  was  about  to  pass  this  hallway  when  a 
i;urjy  ugurv  rurucvi  ui  riLiiii  iiie  .suii-waik  ami  passed 
her.     Something    in    his    walk    arrested    her.     She 
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•sfopprd  in  111.'  fo^'-^y  (lri//,l.-  .in. I  sl,«|)[),,|  l,;„.k  in- 
volnnfarily.  As  slu-  did  so.  Hi,-  l.uriy  man  raised 
his  ii.'ad. 

Til.'  woman's  hody  went  col.l  all  ovt.  She  ^'aspcd 
a  fearful  word.      The  man  hall.-.j  an.!  |).'er..l  af  her. 

" //rr/vfT/ /  "  she  whispere.l. 

He  was  hi^'  and  ron^di  an.l  nnsh.iven  and  drunk  — 
e.\eee(hng.y  drunk.  He  sway.-d  unsl.adily  in  the 
mist  an.l  the  \\^h\  over  llu'  sla^'e  .loor  >li.'"|ia.l  just 
quit  I. 'd  made  an  auriole  of  iride.sctiit  eolor  above  his 
battered  derby  hat. 

Hut  he  seemed  to  com.'  I.)  hims.'lf  as  she  spukv  his 
name  in  that  awful  voice  resultini,'  from  the  terrific 
shock  of  her  snrj)ris.'. 

"Who's  callin'  //ir  II.Tberl  .^  Mv?  Ilidi  !  Ain't 
heard  that  name  for  y.-ars  an.l  years.  I  ain't  !  " 

They  faced  each  oIIi.t  in  the  <Irij)pin<;  semi-dark, 
she  rich,  cultured,  seenn'm^'iy  patric-ian  to  her  finger 
tips  in  tlie  harness  of  her  >tai:.'  dress;  h.-  slovenly, 
broken  down,  just  an  odd  hsh  cast  up  from  the  great 
sea  of  derelict  city  life. 

"You  I"  he  cri«'d.     "You  !     You  !     You  !  " 
She   did    not    know      hat    t.)  say.     Strength   and 
voice  apparently  ha<l  deserted  her. 

"What  are  you  doin'  here?"  he  demanded 
ominously.  "Ain't  you  doiu'  me  'nough  danuige 
already  without  followin'  me  liere.'  Tell  me  that? 
Ain'tyou-^*" 

"I  — I  haven't  followed  you  here,  vou  fool!" 
she  managed  to  gasp  at  last.  "Where  have  ynu 
been.5  Where  di.l  you  go  to.^  It's  ?/ou  that  ueeds 
calling  to  account.  You  deserted  me  —  left  me 
penniless.  If  I  hadn't  been  clever  I  mi^'it  have 
.starved  !" 

"You  say  that,  after  what  you  done  to  me  and 
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my  money!  If  you  luKin't  Ikcu  chvcr  ifou  nii^'lit 
have  starved.  Clever!  ('lev<T  !  \'e.s,  you  was 
clever!  You  wa.s  daiuned  clever!  You  vlicaf,  ijou  ! 
You  cheat  !" 

"Stop  it,  you  fool  !  Don't  you  know  you'll  wake 
the  whole  city  and  start  a  scandal?  Lower  your 
voice,  I  tell  you  !" 

He  supported  himself  with  on(>  hand  a^'ainsl  some 
old  iron  pipes  piled  a^'ainsl  the  near-hy  brick  wall  of 
the  theater.  He  was  weak,  too,  willi  the  tremen- 
dous surprise  of  that  meeting  hut  with  a  far  different 
kind  of  surprise.  He  was  trying'  to  collect  his 
dazed  senses.  And  something  was  getting  awav 
from  him.  He  was  losing  control  of  the  great  I  rute 
animal  within  him  which  drink  and  ahuse  of  the 
years  had  nurtured.  Before  him  he  fancied  he  was 
seeing  the  cause  of  all  his  life's  misery.  And  the 
devil  was  over  his  shoidder,  pushing  hini  on. 

"F-'ie  lady,  ain't  you.'  Fine,  fine  lady!  Them 
geegaws  and  everything  ~  fine,  fine  lady  !  What 
man  paid  for  'em,  you  —  ?"  and  hv  said  a  word  that 
slruck  the  woman  as  a  blow  across  her  mouth. 

She  backed  away  and  went  white  to  the  lips. 

"You  call  me  that,  you  vagrant!  you  gutter- 
snipe!— you  —  vou  bum!"  she  screamed,  for- 
getting her  own  admonition  of  a  moment  before. 

"Yes,  me  call  you  that  !"  he  retorted.  "Me  call 
you  that  !  Me  call  you  that  !  And  why  shouldn't 
I?"     And  his  voice  was  like  the  roar  of  a  bull. 

"No  man  paid  for  them,"  she  retorted  in  deadly 
v^oice.  "I'm  paying  my  own  way  —  with  my  voice, 
—  and  no  thanks  to  a  dirty  street  loafer  fit  only 
for  the  gutter  !" 

"And  who  sent  me  fo  fh."  miffi-r  ?"  hi^  r-.r-'.^.-l  ■r-.r'A.A},^ 
choking    on    his    words.     Again    he    repeated    the 
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iinprintahio  word.     "VV1„»  .s,-n|    ,„,.   |„   (|„.  .r„||,.r5 

Uho  l)ii(  a  lu'll-cat  witli  a  luart  o"  kv  that   Mel  ,nr 

«lry  and  clu-alcd   inc   from   \,ciu    a   man?     Trll   „,,. 

tlial!     Oh.    vou    .lu-dcvil!     Oh,    you    .shr-drvii!" 

And  lie  hircht<l  forward. 

"Lay  one  of  y„ur  dirty  fin^r.-rs  on  me  and  you'll 

go  to  jad  for  life  !"  >ht'  cried  hy>l,Tir.-illy. 

Uv  did  not   n-ply  this  tim,.'    Uv  sim[)lv  swavcd 

there  with  a  wdd  nnheallhy  li^dit  hurning'MKl.l.^nlv 

l)t'Jiind  his  hloodshof  eyes. 

Then  in  the  next  instant  he  I.irelied  at  her.     With 

the  agdity  of  insanity,  de>i)it<>  his  size  he  lurched  at 
her,  as  though  all  the  accumulated  misery  and 
heartaches  and  vicissitudes  of  the  vears  were  his 
to  avenge  on  human  flesh  and  hlood  at  last.  It  was 
as  though  he  ha<l  been  waiting  y,>ars  and  vcars  for 
exactly  that  moment. 

He  sprang  at  her  an.l  she  screamed.  She  screamed 
terribly.  Smie  men  heard  it  in  the  next  block  and 
came  a-runninK.  Some  i,e„,,le  in  the  lod^rin^r  house 
above  heard  it  also  and  ran  for  the  windows  and 
peered  fearfully  .lownward.  A  policeman  heard 
It  over  in  front  of  the  corner  saloon  out  on  the  main 
street  and  meditated  wjiether  he  should  go  swiftly 
to  where  it  sounded  or  turn  discreetly  down  the  side 
tiioroughfare. 

For  when  ,.oor  Herb  Truman  lurched  his  burlv 
weight  upon  the  wife  of  his  youn^r  manhood,  ]ie  held 
HI  his  scabby  fist  one  of  the  short  u^ly  pieces  of  pi,,e 
tliat  ha<  been  piled  beneath  liis  hand  against  the 
wall  of  the  theater. 

He  beat  her  down,  once,  twice,  three  times  he 
belted  at  her  —  terribly,  horril)ly. 

The  pipe  crunched  on  soft  I'UTn.in  fl. -I:  r:;,-.;^,..-!- 
ingly.     It  had  a  ragged  end  and  full  in  herunpro- 
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tcclfcl  face  I  lie  Hciidcrson  ^'ir|  rt'c<'i\c(|  it.  A  man 
ill  tlif  Idd^'iii;^'  house  al)«)\r  .sl;iir.s  (olificd  next  day 
tliat  lie  saw  the  assailant  slanip  <»ii  tlir  woman's 
prustralc  body  after  slie  had  I'alleu  inert  on  the 
ceuK  lit  floor  <»f  till'  alleyway.  Hiil  he  was  reeover- 
iuf^  from  a  three-day  indiscretion  ]iim>elf  and  iiis 
iestinionx   may  not  he  <'ntirely  tnustworlhy. 

Anyhow,  when  lielj)  did  arrive,  headed  hy  the 
])olieeman  who  had  decided  to  do  his  dilt\-,  seven 
men  found  one  woman  battered  into  insensil)ilify, 
weltering'  in  a  ^rvnl  sickening'  jjool  of  linman  hlood, 
and  her  features  Jiorrihly  inasjied  hy  a  liliint  in- 
strument thrown  or  dropped  into  tlie  o[)en  doorway 
of  that  lod<iiiii;'  house  hall. 

And  Ihou^di  the  lod^in^r  house  and  the  city  were 
searched,  they  did  not  find  tlie  assailant. 

Three  months  later  a  woman  was  dischar^'ed  from 
the  lios[)ital  in  that  city  with  a  face  a  hideous  tiling 
to  behold,  one  side  of  her  moutJi  drawn  to^^ether  and 
closed  p«'i  manently. 

As  Fncle  Joe  Fodder  had  often  remarked  :  "Ven- 
geance is  mine ;  I  will  repay,  saith  the  Lord." 
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EVENING 

CHAPTER   I 

In-  wHicn  We  Coxsidkr  the  CnAXOEs  Time  has 
WuouciiiT  IX  THE  Last  Twexty  Years  axd  for 
THE  Last  Time,  ]*haise  (ion.  she  Mary  Pursc: 
Bi-i\RixG  Nobly  the  Last  Great  Disappoint- 
ment OF  IIeh  Life. 

According  to  Joe  Bnrdweli  —  the  Joseph  Bard- 
well  —  a  Paris  man  wiio  has  gained  fame  with  two 
novels  and  inlerminahle  short  stories  so  that  his 
name  is  often  on  the  magazine  covers  of  Service's 
News  Room,  —  according  to  Joseph  Bardwell  who 
is  in  a  })lace  to  know,  the  most  difficnlt  part  of 
writing  a  I)ook  is  to  convey  skilfully  and  convinc- 
ingly the  passing  of  time. 

This  is  especially  trne  if  the  narrative  covers  the 
entir(>  lives  of  a  group  of  people.  Due  allowance 
nuist  he  made  "for  them  periods  when  nothin' 
didn't  happen",  as  Uncle  Joe  Fodder  would  put  it. 
For  there  are  such  times  in  the  lives  of  all  of  us. 
Conu'dy  and  tragedy  leave  such  a  terrific  efi'ect  upon 
us  because  they  l)r(..'v  in  upon  lives  that  are  running 
the  even  tenor  of  their  way,  careers  that  on  the  whole 
are  uniformly  quiet  an<l  prosaic.  They  are  the 
paragraph  marks  and  chapter-headings  in  the  jour- 
nal of  existence. 

( Ominir  (hnvn  to  concrct'.  thi'itr-;  linH  f.-^.llr-.v.ir-.rr  i]-.^ 
lives  of  the  particular  people  with  whom  our  story 
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has  to  do,  we  may  say  wilJiotil  IVar  of  successful 
contradiction  lliat  the  years  from  1S!)()  to  l!)l'-2  saw 
more  changes  in  American  hfe  than  any  other  period 
in  the  history  of  our  people  or  (jur  nation.  We  can 
close  the  files  here  now  and  lay  them  l)ack  on  top 
the  green  box  safe.  All  too  vividly  memory  will 
serve  us  and  as  for  the  rest,  our  story  must  come 
down  for  its  close  into  modern  times. 

The  first  thing  of  which  we  have  taken  note  is  the 
change  in  the  life  oi  our  town,  which  is  a  conr*  'rpart 
of  hundreds  of  American  towns  scattered  ail  over 
the  continent.  Business  blocks  went  up  several 
stories  and  wooden  structures  descended  under  the 
crowbar  of  the  building  wrecker.  We  paved  Main 
Street  and  built  a  jail.  Fat.  social)le,  boxlike  old 
houses  painted  dirty  white  gave  way  to  cupolas  and 
bay  windows  and  softer  hues  and  trimmings.  We 
razed  our  white  picket  fences  and  allowed  our  lawns 
a  breathing  chance.  We  bought  a  fire  truck  and 
a  policeman's  uniform  and  ma<le  Mike  Ilogan,  our 
chief  of  police,  who  hitherto  had  gone  about  in  his 
suspenders,  climb  into  the  latter,  station  himself  at 
the  corner  of  Main  and  Maple  streets  Saturday 
nights  and  Sunday  afternoons  and  make  motions 
with  his  hands.  Thus  we  arose  to  the  grandeur  of 
a  traffic  cop  and  took  great  pride  in  iiim  until  he  had 
"bawled  us  out"  publicly  a  few  times  for  <lrivi?ig 
our  automobiles  with  a  light  blinked  out  and  then 
we  declared  him  a  nuisance  and  started  a  petition 
to  have  him  removed. 

In  our  homes  we  took  up  our  car])ets  and  laid 
down  art  rugs.  The  graphophoi.e  with  the  old  wax 
records  and  morning-glory  horn  was  consigned  to 
the  attic  and  in  llio  corner  of  ou.r  "lilira.ries"  we 
installed    what    resembled    an    olu-fashioued    music 
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hox  on  top  of  n  wine  cabinet  hut  wliirli  was  really 
Carnso  and  MeCormiek  an.,  (ihiek  ready  at  a 
moment's  notice  to  fill  the  neif^'hborhood  with  art. 
We  consi^'ned  the  old  red  tahleclolhs  to  limho  and 
went  in  for  Ilaviland  china.  Th(>  less  furniture  we 
could  ^'et  into  a  room  the  better  it  was  furnished 
and  the  prosperity  of  a  fanu'ly  was  not  reckoned  by 
its  acres  but  by  the  luimber  of  silver  birches  on  its 
lawn  and  the  width  of  its  front  piazza. 

Our  social  life  chan<,'ed  also.  Youiif?  people  be- 
came old  and  old  people  became  youn<,'.  The  acme 
of  ambition  for  our  rising  generation  was  to  grow  up 
and  s^hake  the  dust  of  the  j)lace  from  their  negro- 
polished  shoes  and  dwell  amid  purple  and  hue  linen 
in  the  cities.  We  became  a  nation  of  speed  maniacs, 
and  life  insurance  statistics  on  the  insanity  rate  were 
used  to  prove  tJuit  we  were  a  great  luition. 

And  while  these  changes  were  in  progress,  what 
shall  be  said  of  our  townsfolk  themselves  and  espe- 
cially the  folk  whose  history  we  have  followed  ? 
Where  are  the  folk  of  yesteryear,  indeed  .^  Where 
are  the  faces  we  once  knew,  the  voices  that  were 
so  familiar.'*  Scattered  to  tlu  four  corners  of  the 
tired  old  earth,  most  of  them,  or  sleej)ing  quietly  in 
the  cemetery  on  the  hill.  And  in  their  places  are 
strange  folk,  faces  and  voic(\s  which  we  know  and 
yet  do  not  know,  —  upstarts  and  usurpers,  ac- 
quaintances instead  of  friends,  names  to  fill  the 
census  and  the  telephone  directory  and  not  human 
souls  whose  joys  were  our  joys  and  failures  our 
failures,  whose  successes  were  our  successes  and 
their  griefs  our  griefs. 

Even  the  people  of  our  narrative  are  different  folk. 
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on  the  third  and  last  part  of  our  story  now,  —  the 
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final  lap  to'.vanl  lioiiic  and  I1h>  (Ircatcr  (ilory.  And 
in  this  last  act  of  lif<''s  play  (lie  mako-np  of  our 
actors  nuist  he  clianjfcd. 

VVc  have  seen  Sam  Hod  a  y()in;<:j  newspajxTnian, 
very  deliherale  and  precise  in  all  he  did,  gravely 
deporting  himself,  striving  to  huild  a  newspaper 
which  should  he  respected  and  sworn  hy  among  all 
kinds  and  elasx-s  everywhere  We  look  upon  liim 
now  with  his  Jiair  gra.y,  his  nu»u>tache  ragged,  his 
eves  old  and  j)hilosophieal  and  tired.  We  have 
seen  the  people  of  our  ofhce  \-oiuig  and  careless  and 
heart-free,  thinking  only  of  the  >d  time  coming 
in  the  evening  after  work.     We  U  non  them  now 

toil-worn  and  care-lx-nt,  with  familie;  and  respon- 
sibilities, going  down  the  hill  of  life  and  hugging 
closer  and  closer  in  the  evening  hours  to  their  easy 
chairs  and  rockers. 

And  what  of  the  heroine  of  thi.>  heroless  narrative? 
What  of  Mary  Purse  ?  What,  indeed  ?  For  the  time 
has  come  when  we  must  also  look  on  Mary  when 
she  is  ol<l,  for  time  spares  not  the  heroes  and  heroines 
more  than  it  does  tlie  adventuresses  and  villains. 

During  the  years  of  her  wifehood  and  mother- 
hood that  she  liad  been  absent  from  the  office,  she 
liad  altered  somewhat  from  the  nimble  girl  we  once 
had  known.  Her  hands,  once  so  deft  and  delicate 
and  slender,  had  become  red  and  stiff  and  contorted 
with  labor.  She  couldn't  set  the  "string"  of  the 
years  before.  Rut  she  didn't  appear  to  notice  that. 
Or  if  she  did,  she  never  mentioned  it  for  fear  she 
might  fllscount  herself  in  the  eyes  of  the  office 
powers  aTid  lose  her  ])lace.  Day  after  day  she 
toiled    at    the    case    and    then    drove    hemic    at    the 

..     I ...,,1       .l.^vi>>.v      iK,.      li<  .1 1^ .  >»iT/^»T-l.-     r     p     rMr»c/> 
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growing  boys,  wc/ked  far  into  the  night. 
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Oil,  th.it  \vc  could  stoj)  ap(l  -et  down  here  in  detail 
some  of  the  strii^'^'les  that  woman  went  throu^'h  as 
the  seasons  went  slowly  hy  and  hills  came  in  which 
nnist  he  paid,  and  cruel  sethacks  and  handicaps  and 
hardships  inf(Trupted  the  nohle  work  she  was 
(loin<?,  —  work  for  which  it  seemed  there  never 
could  he  an  adecpiate  reward.  Sam  Hod,  who  from 
time  t(»  time  has  ^danced  over  these  paf,'es  while 
they  w(>re  in  composition,  is  wratiiy  indeed  that  so 
nuich  j)ronu*nence  lias  heen  ^n'ven  to  the  day.s  and 
times  and  folk  tiial  came  hefore  Jack  left  lis  and 
Mary's  work  since  crowded  into  one  petty  chapter. 

"The  time  since  she  was  left  a  widow  is  the  real 
story  of  Mary  Purse,  you  fat-head,"  he  has  again 
and  again  declared. 

But    Sam  Hod  does  not   realize   that   there  is  no 
drama  in  one  aging  widow  woman  coming  into  the 
villag(>    day    aft'-r    day    and    working    through    the 
hours  at   a   typ(    case  and  going  home  at   night  to 
order  the  household  for  a  family  of  growing  hoys 
and   the  old  Morrow  woman.     Those  years  might 
he    reph>te    wi'h    childhood    tragedies    and    humps 
and  hruises  ami  the  vagaries  of  ex[)anding  hoyhood 
and  youth,  hut  tluy  would  only  weary  the  reader. 
Those  years  from  Jack's  passing  to  the  time  that 
the  young(\st  Purse  hoy  left  to  take  a  joh  down  in 
Boston  are  one  of  those  periods  of  T^ncle  Joe  Fod- 
der's when   "nothin'  didn't  happeni."     Ail  we  can 
set  dow.i  is  that  she  did  h«>r  task  somehow,  —  the 
task  almost  heyond  lier  stnMigth,  and  yet  a  task  in 
which  will  pow. T  anrl  mother  love  and  her  hushand's 
memory     triumplH-d     and     which,     she     completed. 
And  her  only  nMiiuiicrnt ion  as  she  went  along  was 

ll.,^       f.>... *        1 l\,l        'IM  T  1 
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fail  her,  —  that  he  would  turn  out  a  preacher. 
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Hut  we  nii^'lil  ns  well  have  it  firsl  as  last  :  Tom 
I'ursf  (lid  not  tiini  out  a  prcacluT. 

The  old  S<'Uiiuary  ou  the  uorth  side  of  Putnam 
S(|uai('  was  i)iiruc<l  down  in  ninclei'ii  hundred  and 
Paris  ttuill  a  fairly  u[)-to-dat('  school.  In  due 
course  of  time  'I'om  entered  this  in>lilution  and  on 
lii>  <fraduation  went  up  to  the  rnivcTsity  of  Ver- 
mont. We  learned  that  he  was  working  in  one  of 
the  Hurlin^Mon  newspap<'r  ofhees  to  pay  his  ex- 
penses and  tuition.  with  what  his  mother  sent 
liim.  wliicii  she  saved  and  had  ready  from  Clod  only 
knows  wIkm-c.  lie  was  a  (|uiet,  stiidious  l)oy,  very 
intense  in  everythini,'  he  did  and  his  hif,di  marks  won 
him  a  scholarshii)  in  his  third  year.  That  helped 
.some.     He  was  valedictorian  at  Connnencement. 

The  nighd  lie  came  hack  to  Paris,  he  and  his  mother 
drove  out  to  the  PiU'se  i)lace  together.  She  had  not 
been  al)le  to  alFord  the  trip  to  the  graduation  because 
the  twins  were  cominj^  alonj,'  and  wanted  to  get 
through  Middlel>ury  in  another  two  years.  It  was 
a  rainy  day  in  the  last  of  June  and  neither  mother 
nor  son  felt  like  talking,  but  that  was  not  altogether 
because  of  the  rain. 

They  reached  home  and  Tom  put  up  the  horse. 
Mrs.  Morrow  was  growing  more  and  more  feeble. 
The  other  boys  had  not  returned  from  school  or  from 
work  and  with  Mrs.  Morrow  in  her  chair  in  the 
kitchen  asleeji.  mother  and  son  were  alone. 

"Well,"  Mary  said  softly,  "at  any  rate,  one  of 
vou  bovs  has  had  a  college  education." 

"Yes.  Ma." 

Tom  arose  and  took  a  couple  of  turns  up  and  down 
the  room.      He  was  a  big,  strai)ping  fellow  now  —  six 

IfVl      i::      HIT     r.l\J-^r^lllf^S  \V  il::       -:::::  j  •      -- • 

and   a    steel-gray   ey(\     He   pulled    out    his   college 
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Jiinmy-pipc  and  {illcd  it  lliou^'iitfiilly,  standing'  by 
tilt'  window  and  looking,'  oul  into  the  fragrant  rainy 
ni^'lit. 

"Tommy,"  Ijrcatlicd  llic  motlicr  fearfully  at  last, 
from  li(M-  place  before  the  devastated  dishes,  "—is 
it  (ill  compleled.  'I\jnimy?" 

The  youni>-  man  flushed  dtH'ply. 

"You  mean.  Ma.  the       the       theological  school  ?" 

"■\es,"  she  said  half-hopefully. 

lie  was  a  long  lime  in  replying  and  in  that  mo- 
ment the  mother  knew  she  had  another  disappoint- 
ment to  bury  in  her  life. 

"Confound  it.  Mii,  I  hate  to  say  it;  I  know  it 
hurts  you  like  sin.  but  what's  the  use  of  trying  to 
follow  up  something  I  don't  care  anything  about 
and  arn't  fitted  for.'^" 

"It  was  the  dream  of  my  lif(>.  Tommy  —  from  the 
first  night  I  looked  into  your  little  face  —  that  you 
.should  sonie  day  be  a  minister.  And  I  in  —  I'm 
willing  to  k(>ep  right  on  workin'.  Tommy,  to  see  you 
get  the  moTiey  to  help  you  out  there  also   — " 

"That's  the  trouble,  ;\Ia  ;  you've  been  working 
too  darned  much  !  I've  felt  ashamed  of  it  lots  of 
times.  But  I've  got  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
I  didn't  cheat.  I  plugged  to  get  through  as  hard 
as  you  plugged  to  have  me." 

"I  know  you  did,  son.  It  wouldn't  be  in  Jack 
Purse's  son  to  cheat."  Sh(>  waited  a  long  time. 
Then  she  said  :  "And  you  aren't  going  to  try  to 
be  a  minister?" 

"What's  the  use.  Ma.^"  lie  cried  without  looking 
into  her  face.  "I'm  simply  not  cut  out  for  it;  my 
bent  doesn't  lie  in  that  direction.  Honest,  it 
doesn't.  •>Viiai."s  the  use  of  spoiling  a  good  black- 
smith to  make  a  rotten  preacher.^" 
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"Hill  yoii  (loiTt  waul  lo  Itc  a  Macksmilli  !" 

"You  know  what  I  want  lo  \n\  Ma.  We've 
talked  il  ovw  times  eiiou^'li."' 

Mary  placed  lier  lired  hands  to  lier  lhrol)l)in<? 
temples.  Yes,  I  hey  had  talked  il  over  limes  enough, 
indeed. 

"It's  in  my  hlood.  mother,"  Tom  went  on.  "It's 
something'  you  and  dad  ha\('  l»e(|neathed  t(>  me. 
It's  j^round  into  my  very  hone  and  fiber.  \ou  can't 
blame  me.      I  was  l>t)rn  to  it." 

"\'es,"  a^'recd  Mary.  "Perhaps  yon  were, 
ToniniN .  But  if  your  rallur  had  lived,  this  would 
about  break  his  heart." 

"Because  dad  was  only  a  second-rat^  i  ;  he  never 
got  to  the  lop  in  his  prol'ession.  .\i  d  I  :n  j^oinj.?  to 
climb  lo  the  top  — Springfield.  Boston,  New  York! 
Watch  me!  And  dad  nuirried  too  young  and  en- 
cumbered himself  with  a  family  before  he  could 
afford  it.  I  shan't  do  that.  I'm  a  rolling  stone 
unlil  I've  rolled  myself  up  to  the  top  of  the  grade. 
Then  I'll  marry  and  slay  there." 

"My  son  —  only  a  newspaperman  —  like  hi.s 
daddy  before  him!  Oh,  well!  It  doesn't  matter; 
it's  honoral)le  ev<Mi  if  it's  poorly  paid.  Maybe  — 
maybe  some  of  the  other  boys  will  '  ministers 
—  although  I  can't  say  it'll  l)e  I  he  .same  as  if  it  was 
you,  Tom.  You  wer"  my  first  l)aby,  you  know. 
It  makes  ^  a  diffenmce," 

"Mother,  don't  take  on  so.  I'll  l)e  at  "he  top  of 
my  profession  fhe  same  as  I  stood  at  the  top  of  my 
class.  And  I'll  see  that  you're  not  sorry  you  re- 
leased me  'from  the  ministerial  obligation.'"  He 
said  this  last  with  an  allempt  at  pleasantry.  But 
it  ieil  paiiieiieaiiv    iial. 

She  arose  and  went  over  lo  him  after  a  time.     He 
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knew  when  lie  looked  at  licr  liial  the  silualion  In- 
had  drcarlcd  for  iiiontlis  was  sucfcssfiilly  in  I  lie  past. 
She  took  him  l)y  the  lapels  of  liis  coat  with  her 
scrawny  hands  .•■nd  he  lo<^k  tlie  Jirniny-pipe  from 
his  teeth  that  she  could  look  info  his  face. 

"Tom.'"  she  said.  '"I'hen  he  a  ^'ood  newspaper- 
man. Ilcmemhcr  you're  dealing  with  the  deep  and 
sacred  thing's  of  life,  the  hearts  and  souls  and  des- 
tinies of  men  and  women  !" 

"I  will,  mother,"  he  said  f|uietly. 

It  was  silent  in  that  room  for  a  time.  Then  the 
hoy  said  huskily  : 

"Mother,  you  won't  feel  so  awful,  awful  badly 
if  I  don't  hecome  a  preacher,  if  I  become  a  really 
pood,  a  really  hitf  news[)ai)erman  ?" 

The  answer  was  a  lonp  time  in  coniinp.  But  it 
came.  She  smiled  a  wonderful  snn'le,  as  she  turned 
her  sweet  fac(>  up  to  his  as  she  had  turned  it  up  to 
anothtT  man  in  tiie  bygone  years. 

"No,  Tom,"  she  said  brokenly.  "I  won't  feel 
awful  bad, —  over  it." 

And  the  next  nipht  Thomas  Joshua  Purse  left  for 
Boston  to  take  a  job  on  the  old  Chronicle. 

He  never  knew  what  that  decision  cost  his  mother. 


CHAPTFR   IT 

Tiif:  Woman-  with  tiik  S«\wi(i;i)  Fxci;  Discovers 
THAT  Si:LrisH\Kss  i)oi:,s  not  I'av  Ai-tkh  All 
AM)  Knows  thk  Mi;a\i\(.  of  thi:  AVahninc 
"Vfackanci;  Is  Mink;  I  unj.  Hkpay,  saitii 
the  Lohd,"  in  Anothkh  Way. 


Thky  s;iI  faring'  one  MTioilKT  acToss  a  small  s'uh 
ta})lc  ill  tlic  diniii*,'  room  of  a  (piict  little  hotel  off 
Broadway.  Tlu  time  was  ei>,'li|  in  (ju.  cvenin.tr; 
fliiiTier  <,nie.sts  liail  ^'oiie  ;  after-l  healer  supjxvr  parties 
were  yet  to  come.  For  the  pres.nl  (hey  were  almo>t 
alone  in  the  '•ieh  and  sileiil  place  e\ceptin<f  For  a 
waiter  who  leaned  aj,'ain.sl  a  <fralint^'  I'ar  in  the  rear 
and  gos.sipcd  idly  with  the  cashier  in  a  foreign 
tongue. 

The  man  wn.s  a  striking  personality.  Out  (.f  his 
long  massiv(>  features  glinted  hard  e.\cs  of  cold  gray. 
His  nose  and  mouth  and  chin  were  adamantine  aiid 
a  triHe  sinister.  His  age  might  have  l)een  fifty  if 
one  averaged  his  youthful  athletic  carriage  withthe 
head  of  iron-gray  hair  parted  on  one  side  and  l)rushed 
hack  in  a  hoary  mane  above  his  forehead.  He 
was  clothed  in  expensive  hut  sol)er  hlaek;  there 
was  a  heavy  diamond  glinting  on  his  right  hand. 
About  him  was  an  air  of  success,  —  of  a  man  who 
had  forged  to  the  front  and  made  the  world  yield 
him  his  measur(>  of  its  wealth. 

The  woman  who  sat  opposite  him  with  elbows  on 
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;i.-i)v  li  ag.iiii^t   iifi   eiieek 
may  have  been  of  equal  age  t)ut  the  year>  had  dealt 
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more  harshly  uilh  htr  than  with  hitii.  or  >hf  max- 
havr  attciiiptcd  lo  ^'cl  more  out  (d"  llicm  than  the 
man  had  doiit'.  Ilcr  t'ac(  was  hii('<l  and  coiMittT- 
liiR'd  witfi  a  million  tiny  \\rinklr>  which  she  had 
plainly  tried  to  hid'-  with  coNnict  ics  ;  her  hair  was 
iron  gray.  allhoiiKli  the  fatal  pathos  of  its  color  had 
been  soiiu'what  olFstl  l)y  the  clever  and  modish 
manner  in  which  it  had  heen  treated.  'I'lie  woman's 
eyes  were  tired  eyes  now,  hut  they  were  more  Ihati 
tluit  ;  tiiey  wen-  hnngry  eyes,  wistful  eyes,  he- 
wildered  eyes,  —  eye>  in  which  if  would  recjuire 
much  more  emotion  to  make  the  lears  well  and  the 
checks  become  ridiculous. 

And  her  face  was  scarreiJ,  a  faint  scar  to  be  sure, 
and  cleverly  treated  by  surj^'cons  whose  fees  were 
written  in  four  figures.  Hut  the  mouth  remain<'d 
partially  closed;  all  the  skill  of  facial  surgery  in  the 
world  had  failed  to  make  the  lips  function  normally 
again.  Which,  if  the  musical  world  knew  the  whole 
truth,  had  l)eeti  the  cnforce<l  reason  for  the  dis- 
appearance of  one  Madame  Zola  from  the  concert 
and  operatic  stage. 

Neatly  the  man  tapped  the  ash  from  his  long 
cigar  into  the  base  of  the  safety-match  holder  at  his 
right.  He  restored  the  cigar  to  his  lips  and  replaced 
his  elbows  on  the  table's  edge.  Then  he  stroked 
his  heavy  powerful  chin  with  u  capal)le  hand.  Ilis 
level  gray  eyes  were  upon  the  woman.  In  them  was 
no  pity,  no  emotion,  no  compassion  for  any  one  or 
anything. 

"It  is  one  of  those  situations  in  life."  lie  said  in 
his  low  matfer-of  fact  tone,  "which  must  be  looked 
at  sensibly.  FJoth  of  us  have  lived  beyond  the 
years  of  .sophomoric  sei'.liment  ~  although  tliere  are 
times,  I  will  admit,  wiien  I'd  give  many  dollars  to 
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return  to  tlimi  ;i>,'ain  and  not  ktiow  man>  tliinfjs 
wliicli  I've  ^ilU'<•  (liscovcrrd  in  lift'.  So  h-l's  rliaii^'o 
the  ,>iil)j('<'t.  Mihl),  l)crausc  it   l.on's  iiif  l>y  its  very 

ahsurdil y.  " 

"But  it  isn't  absurd.  Dirk!"  protested  the  woman, 
and  in  lier  tone  and  tlie  nianner  of  its  expressioi.  lay 
a  pitiful  indication  of  her  weakness  \o  cope  with  the 
.situation,  yet  u  desperation  that  it  inu>t  l.e  done 
somehow,  if  hy  no  other  method  than  perseveranee. 
•'It's  h\fr  and  vital  to  me,  DicK.  Oh,  Dick!  Don't 
you  ktiow  what  it  means  to  me?" 

"\o."  returned  Dick  Rohinson  coldly.  "What 
does  it  mt^an  to  yon  ? 

"The  — the  — end,  Dick!" 
"End  of  what?" 

"Life,  love,  hope  —  everything."  Uvr  voice  as 
she  said  it  was  sunk  to  a  whisper. 

"I  told  vou  ;•  1(MV"  'ime  i'.v'.n  that  dramatics  alwa.^'s 
disfjusted  me,  "Mil)h. 

"Dick  !  I'm  in  earnest,  Dic-k  !  It  isn't  dramatics. 
I  mean  it,  Dick  !     I've  reached  the  end." 

"And  I  believe  you  had  reached  the  end  also  with 
Ilerh  Truman,  and  Vounj,'  Ezekial  and  all  the 
various  othtr  male  satellites  who  have  had  more 
or  less  l)earing  on  your  numdane  orhit.  Mihh." 

"Dick!  My  Gawd,  Dick!  Don't  .say  that; 
don't  talk  that  way  about  -things.^  It'.s  burning, 
blistering  acid  on  my  naked  heart  — " 

"Oh,  rot,  Mibb!  If  your  heart's  .so  nude,  pull 
something  over  it.  I  don't  want  to  be  brutal  and 
you're  a  good  sport,  Mibb  —but  make  a  fight  and 
get  your  balance  — " 

"it's  — what  you  have  just  said  —  the  most 
cruel  thing  I've  ever  heard,  and  I've  had  lots  of  — 
cruel  things  said  to  me  — " 
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"Mild),  you'll  li;i\r  me  s.iyini,'  iol s  worse  things 
ill  .1  iiiomciif.      \'oirrc  iii.ikiri",'  ;i  >c<'iic.  you've — " 

"No.  I  liaven't  l.ikcti  loo  rinicli.  ;iii(|  I  will  make 
a  scrjif  if  it  means 

"\ow  look  lirrr,  Mil.i»;  \\,"\c  ^roi  jo  ,,iiv('  :'n 
iiii(icrsla?i(liM^' and  we'll  have  it  v'\^h[  here  and  now; 
yon'n'  provoking-  it.  I'm  >orrv  Tor  von.  althoiiLdi 
Mol  in  jii>(  the  way  you  lliink.  I  can  see  exactly 
How  yon  j'eel  ai:d  if  I  could  I  would  help  y<.u." 

"Von  can  help  me  !" 

"FinI  not  hy  marrying' you  — " 

"Yes,  hy  marrying'  me!  Wjiy  not  ?  Wliit's  the 
past  few  years  meant  —  all  the  times  w«''ve  had 
loirelher  -  and  the  trij)s  and  the  talks  and  the 
snp[)ers  and  jjarties;  what  have  they  meant  if  not 
matrimony.  What  cijuld  a  woman  think.*  -  Dick! 
Dick!       Don't  ^'o  hack  on  nie  now!     Gawd,  Dick 

-  <loirt  tell  me  it's  all  — " 
"\V"1I.  wiiat.?" 

" — entertainment — and  nothing,'  mor<>,  Dick. 
I've  had  a  hard  row  to  hoe.  I've  [)een  -unfor- 
tunate, it  .seems,  in  everything  I've  taken  up,  every- 
ihiuK  I've  tried  to  do.  And  I'm  on  the  level  in 
this,  on  the  level  witli  you,  I've  been  on  the  level 
all  alon^,  and  I  thon^dit  at  last  I  was  coming'  into 
a  lit  tie  peace  and  rest  after  it  all.  What  have  I  done 
to  1,'et  this  —  what  have  I  done." 

The  tears  that  came  up  in  her  tired  and  hnrned- 
ont  eyes  only  caused  the  man  to  tap  ofT  more  cigar- 
ash  calmly  and  look  at  her  in  vivisectional  interest 

—  cold  interest  —  as  he  would  consider  the  im- 
properly-timing,' functions  of  a  v  .  hine  that  was 
«u<Wt'nly  doing  strange  and  inexplicable  things. 

"I  never  ihoughi  it  was  in  you,  Mitjb,"  he  said 
finally.     "I  thought  you  were  more  sensible." 


302 


THE   GREATER   GLORY 


"Sensil)I('?  Ain't  I  amsihle.  Dick?  Ain't  it  the 
most  sen>il)l('  lliin^  in  tlie  world  for  me  to  want — 
you?  After  what  I've  f^'ono  through  and  .suffered 
and  beon  clualcd  out  of — " 

"Mihb.  U't's  (h"scuss  this  thin^  Hke  a  sane  man 
and  a  sane  woman.  liOoking  backward  for  a  mo- 
ment I  can  rcincnibcr  a  night  twenty-eight  years 
ago  when  you  aiul  I  with  a  lot  of  other  young  folks 
up  home  sat  around  a  Hre  in  a  little  shack  up  in 
the  mountains." 

"Don't  I  reiiKMuber  it?  IIa\en't  I  thought  of  it 
thousands  of  times,  Dick?  Wi>hed  1  could  go  back 
to  that  night  and  live  the  years  over  again  — " 

The  nuin  frowned  at  the  interruption.  But  he 
went  on  : 

" — and  Ihrb  Truman — noor  old  Herb!  got 
sentimental  and  i)ro])Osed  an  extraordinary  thing  — " 

"Yes,  poor  old  Herbert  I  Look  what  he  did  to 
me  !     Look  at  my  face  —  !" 

" — he  proposed,  ^^i!)b,  that  thirty  years  from 
that  night  we  should  all  gather  together  again  and 
the  one  who  had  made  the  greatest  success  of  his 
or  lier  life  should  get  th<'  gol(l-pieC(  that  was  to  be 
left   under  the  miser's  hearthstone." 

"And  that's  what  I'm  trying  to  do,  Dick!  —  in 
wanting  to  marry  you.  making  a  success  of  my  life, 
taking  uj)  the  life  of  a  real  woman,  settling  down  — " 

"Please  don't  interru{)f  me,  Mibb.  On  that 
night,  at  the  threshold  of  our  lives,  so  to  spt'ak,  we 
started  to  face  the  world  and  take  our  yjlaces  in 
society  and  work  out  our  destiny,  the  manner  of 
men  and  women  which  we  were." 

"Don't  open  old  wounds!" 

"We  were  about  equally  dividetl,  boys  and  girls 
—  men    and    women.     'I'here    was    no    stipulation 
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what  shape  our  suoresses  wore  to  fake.  Tlie  hoys 
were  supposed  to  he  jiuifred  on  their  eareers  as  men  ; 
the  women  were  not  to  he  eoinpared  to  tliem,  hut 
on  their  eareers  as  wointMi.  The  f^reatest  success, 
tlie  fullest  life  -  that  was  the  criterion  of  achieve 
ment  —  " 

'"I   didn't    know   as    much    then   as   T   know   now, 
Dick.     I   was   only   a   >illy  girl   that   hadn  t   awak- 
— 

" — and  we  all  agreed  that  if  we  were  living  thirty 
years  in  the  future  ami  it  was  humanly  pos>ihle  to 
do  so,  we  would  gather  again  and  see  who  hail  made 
their  lives  worth  while,  whether  they  had  indeed 
realized  success  in  the  \()(ali()ii  to  which  they  turned 
themselves.  Business,  the  professions,  the  making 
of  money  for  the  men  :  careers  for  the  women,  per- 
haps ;  perl'.aps  uKiliierhood,  wifehood;  it  didn't 
matter.  We  would  all  of  us  recognize  (|uickly  when 
that  gathering  time  came,  to  whom  the  gold-piece 
belonged.  The  point  was  that  we  were  conscious 
of  our  situations  t)n  the  threshold  of  life;  we  had 
our  lives  and  eareers  ahead  to  mould  as  we  saw  fit. 
We  were  free  moral  agents.  Tf  we  won,  we  would 
have  ourselves  to  aj)plaud  ;  if  we  lost  and  made  a 
failure  of  life,  we  would  have  no  one  hut  ourselves 
to  thank." 

'"Dick!  T  can't  stanl  it  to  listen  to  Uiis ;  I  just 
can't  ;    not  after  whit  you've  told  me  just    now — ■" 

"But  you're  goiii;'  to  listen  to  it,  Mihh,  because 
I  know  what's  go'  d  for  you.  It  won't  hurt  you  to 
hear  the  truth.  All  your  life  you've  dodged  the 
truth;  you've  avoided  looking  unpleasant  subjects 
or  situations  squarely  in  their  faces;  you've  floated 
with  the  current  of  existence  and  truste<l  and 
expected  it  to  waft  you  into  pleasant  places." 
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"Dick!  I  never  expected  to  have  to  stand  this 
from  you." 

"You  are  upset  because  when  it  came  to  a  show- 
down I've  balked  on  making  you  my  wife.  You 
want  to  know  the  reason.  Em  leUing  you  now, 
Mihb.  T/s  unpk'asant  but  it's  hi<,'h  time  you 
cultivated  a  little  fiber  in  your  soul  to  stand  un- 
pleasant things." 

The  woman  clenrlied  jier  thin  and  bloodk\ss  hands. 

"Em  not  going  into  (he  eann-rs  of  any  one  in  (hat 
crowd  but  your  own,  Mihb.  You  went  back  to 
town  from  that  Gold-Piece  Party  the  same  as  all 
the  rest  of  us;  y')U  had  your  chance  — " 

"And  I  trietl  (he  same  as  all  the  rest  of  you; 
Herb  Truman  had  money  —  give  me  creciit  for  try- 
ing to  l)etter  myself  in  marrying  him,  Dick  —  and 
I  thought  t}ia(  success  meant  be(((-ring  myself  Miat 
way.  If  I  made  a  wrong  calculation  in  (hat,  in  the 
estimate  of  money  being  (he  es{ima(e  of  success, 
give  me  credit  for  (rying." 

"I'm  not  discoun(ing  your  endeavor,  your  attempt, 
as  you  call  i(.  There  was  nothing  wrong  with  that. 
The  point  was  that  your  idea  of  success  was  the 
height  of  selfishness  you  could  attain  for  yours^elf. 
You  didn't  want  to  measm-e  your  success  by  the 
things  which  you  could  do  in  the  world  ;  you  wanted 
to  measure  your  success  by  the  things  you  could 
avoid  and  money  helped  you  to  avoid  th(>m.  You 
married  Herb,  not  to  make  him  a  successful  wife, 
but  to  acquire  the  money  (o  make  your  life  easy  and 
tilled  with  physical  coxnfort." 

"I  was  only  a  girl,  Dick.  Look  at  my  mother 
and  father!     Could  you  blame  me.^" 

"Blame  you.''  Of  course  I  blam(>  you!  With 
the  exception  of  Jack  Purse  and  Mary  Wood  there 
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wasn't  one  of  us  in  llu'  crow  .  out  what  had  just  as 
poor  ai)oh)gi('s  in  the  shape  of  parents  as  yourself. 
You  knew  just  as  nuich  as  llie  rest  of  u>  did,  that 
there  was  work  in  tlie  world  to  he  done,  a  share  cut 
out  for  each  of  us  to  do.  I)eUl)erat<dy  you  ignored 
it.  I  h;ippene(l  to  know  that  a  few  (hiys  after  that 
Gohl-I'iece  Party  you  openly  taunted  Mary  Wood 
for  marrying  j)oor  honest,  earne>t  Jack  Purse;  you 
taunted  her  tor  marrying  poor,  for  conch'uniing  lier- 
self  to  a  h'fe  of  work  and  household  drudgery  atul 
chihl-hearing  and  all  tlie  rest  tliat's  a  humble 
woman's  [)ortion.  You  were  selfish,  Mihb,  and  that 
I  selfishness    has    hounded    you     right    down    to    the 

present,    in     everything    you've     done — in    every 
deci>ion  you've  made  —  in  evervthing  you've  taken 

"I've  seen  my  nn'stake,  Dick.     I  want  to — " 

"No,  you  haven't  seen  your  mistake.  You  want 
to  nnirry  me  for  th(>  same  reason  you  wante<l  to 
marry  Ilerh  Truman  and  young  E/  ';ial  and  all  the 
rest  of  tlie  boys  who  had  money  —  to  save  your 
own  skin,  Miblt;  to  better  yourself  physically. 
Personal  service  doesn't  enter  into  it  at  all,  Mibb  — " 

"Oh,  how  cruel  -  how  heartless  you  are!"  she 
moaned. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it  !     MrrcW  s(>nsible." 

"As  your  wife  I  could  — " 

"As  my  wife  you  could  do  absolutely  nothing 
more  than  you  are  doing  now  -  give  me  your  society. 
And  for  that  society  I  i)ay  you  what  it  is  worth." 

"How  about  a  home — ?" 

"I  have  a  home.  It  cost  me  seventy  thousand 
dollars  and  it  is  all  that  T  desire.  I  have  efficient 
servants  who  keep  it  well  ordered 

"Is  that  all  a  home  means,  Dick?" 
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''Don't  Irfs  t;ilk  .•i!)()ut  cliildnii  at 
Mihl).  It's  dis^'ustin^'.  if  that's  wlial  yoii  mean. 
As  for  your  society  in  niy  lioiuc,  il  would  he  ol'  no 
niort'  value  to  inc  tlicrc  than  it  is  in  llic  [)lac(\s  we 
liavc  hoen  ^'oin«:  ton-ctlu-r  the  past  i'(>\v  years;  no, 
there  is  absolutely  nolhin<,'  whieli  you  could  ^nve  me 
as  my  wife.  On  (he  other  hand,  there  is  much  nion* 
that  I  would  he  called  upon  to  njve  you  :  my  name  — 
which  I  may  say  without  e-iotism  is  of  no  small 
valuo  and  not  lightly  to  he  heslowed  —  my  money, 
my  liberty,  the  concentration  of  my  fancy  solely 
on  one  woman  whom  I  am  sure  in  time  would  bore 
me—" 

"So  I  bore  you.  do  I :  the  last  two  years  I've  been 
boring  you?     Then  why  continue — ?" 

"No,  you  have  not  bored  me  yet,  for  tlie  reason 
that  we  have  not  s(>en  enough  of  one  another  to 
become  bored  with  one  another's  eternal  society  —  " 

"And  you  call  yourself  a  .successful  man  — and  a 
gentleman." 

"I  do  not,  .Mibb.  There  is  a  ditrerence  between 
us.  One  sid.'  of  my  life—  the  life  of  a  normal  man 
which  should  be  well  rounded  out  before  he  can  call 
himself  wholly  successful  -  one  side  of  me  has 
been  dwarfed  and  stunted,  the  fann'ly  [)art,  through 
agencies  vith  which  women  lik(>  yourself  i.ave  had 
much  to  do.  That's  irr(>levant  to  what  we're  dis- 
cussing, Mibb.  I'm  saying  that  there's  nothing  you 
could  give  me  that  I'm  not  getting  now;  yet  there's 
n)uch  that  I  could  giv(>  you  for  which  I  would  get 
no  value  in  return.  So  it  would  not  be  a  fair  bargain. 
And  an  .infair  bargain  is  no  bargain  —  in  my  philos- 
ophy. To  get  back  to  your  personal  career  :  Within 
a  few  years  after  your  temncstuous  m.^rriiu'e  fit  IL-rK 
you  left  him  —  or  he  left  vou  — " 
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"Hf   was   a    (Inuikrii   .suL ! 
could  tfll  you  — " 

"I  knew  ''L'v\)  Truman  as  well  .is  you  did.  W'c 
were  cliuuis  to-^vllicr  hd'oiv  you  t'VtT  niarried  him. 
He  was  a  l)i-'->oulcd,  iovahlo  hoy.  All  lie  wanted 
was  to  he  mothered.  II.-  never  h..,!  a  molhcM-  of 
In'.s  own  any  mon-  llia.i  I  ever  luid  one.  He  dichi't 
know  it  was  a  niotiier  he  craved  ;  I  d'ulni  know  it 
either  unlil  I  heeanie  ohler.  But  that's  wliat  he 
wanted  and  in  a  fashion  he  married  vou  to  "et  it  " 

"Get  what?"'  ■  -  ^         • 

"Mot'ierin^'." 

The  man  h)oked  straight  as  a  hince  at  the  woman. 
Her  eyes  fell  guiltily. 

"Ih  wanted  motlicrinn;.  I  say,"  Ro})inson  went  on. 
"Every  man  wants  it  from  a  woman.  I  don't 
care  how  old  men  nrow.  tlu-y'r(>  oidy  hoys  at  heart. 
And  when  tiiey  grow  up  and  get  lonely"  and  out  of 
sorts  they  want  some  one  to  whom  they  can  hring 
their  trouhles  and  get  sympathy  and  lu-lp.  A  suc- 
cessful wife  understands  that,  though  perhaps  she 
couldn't  put  it  into  tine  phrases.  -  it  would  sound 
maudlin.  In  their  hoyhood  days  a  mother  fills 
that  place.  It's  the  sterling-true  function  of  woman- 
kmd  without  which  she's  merely  female  and  nothing 
else;  men  come  to  look  for  it  in  all  women  —  that 
influence  ovi'r  them  that  symi)athy,  and  wherever 
you  find  an  u(diapi)ily  married  man  you  find  a  fool 
of  a  woman  too  sniall-hored  to  recognize  it.  You 
were  too  selfish  and  thoughtless  to  do  that  to  Herhert. 
He  hecame  discouraged  without  knowing  wh  v  he  was 
discouraged.  He  sought  reli<.f  for  his  nameless 
heartache  m  drink.     One  thing  led  to  another  and 

■•.:i--:-- i-.  vi  d'.vvij, ,  vro'vi  Knows  uTici  r.     lie  beciime 

a  derelict  because  he  was  despondent  over  a  great 
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(lisappointnitMil  which  .-.food  out  in  his  life  irrt>mo- 
(lial)U',  so  \\v  th()uj,'lit.  or  at  least  he  h)st  interest  in 
thing's  hecnuse  he  was  ont  of  aeeonl  with  all  the 
world,  and  he    -  not  yon  !    -  paid  the  price  !" 

"Dick,  haven't  you  any  heart  at  all?     Are  you  a 
cad  afltT  all;    e;iii  t  you  see  how  this  is — " 

"Mil)b,  did  anyhody  ever  lake  the  time  or  trouMe 
to  tell  you  this  before?" 

"No   one   ever   did   because    llu-y    had    too  much 

re^Mrd  for  my  feeliuK"^-  ' 

"Then  it's  time  some  really  ,yot)d  friend  of  yours 
cast  aside  pretty  conventionalities  and  pive  you  a 
strong  look  at  llu'  naked  truth.  Sit  (juiet  and  hear 
me  out;  there's  lots  more  I  have  to  tell  you.  I'm 
coming  down  to  my  own  career  in  a  moment,  why 
I  hold  these  ideas '^ hat  I  do  —  why  I  won't  marry 
you,    or    any    woman.     That    should    int<>rest    you. 

'what?" 

"Yes,"  she  whispered  miserably. 
"Very  good.  There  was  once  a  boy,  Dick  Robin- 
son ;  rememlu-r  him  ?  He  was  a  good  sort  before 
iie  went  money-mad.  Rut  there  was  a  time  when 
he  wasn't  money-ma<l.  lie  loved  you  sinc(>relv  and 
deeply.  He  would  have  made  you  a  good  luisbaud. 
But  you  refused  him,  so  long  as  there  was  money  to 
be  married  elsewhere,  and  when  you  finally  came 
around  to  hini  in  after  years  and  displayed  interest 
in  him,  the  damage  had  been  don(\  You  had  .sent 
him  into  his  money-madness ;  his  idea  at  first  was 
to  accpiire  so  much  thai  it  would  make  you  .sorry. 
When  he  got  going  he  generated  so  much  momentum 
that  he  couldn't  stop.  The  stutT  ov  ned  him  —  got 
him  as  booze  gets  some  men.  But  at  the  .same  time 
he'd  generated  enough  common  sense  —  il  you  Waiit 
to  call  it  that  —  to  see  that  you  weren't  after  him 
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for  tlic  sake  of  love  lor  liiin  ;  il  was  his  nioiioy  and 
what  it  iiicaiil.  And  hy  that  time  he  Unrd  his 
money  loo  much  lo  Id  xou  di^'your  lily-white  (in^'crs, 
your  <,'r('(>dy  tin-rcrs,  dt'cply  down  'iito  his  i)ilt'.  He 
went  away  I'roni  you.  Vou  had  sent  one  man  to 
(hsf,'raee  directly  as  the  result  of  your  lack  of  ma- 
ternity. Mil)l);  you  sent  Dick  Rohinson's  soul  to 
hell,  the  lu'll  of  worship  of  seven  per  cent,  bv  your 
choice  of  wealth  over  honest  love  and  willin<,mess 
to  get  down  and  work  honestly  for  it  beside  a  man 
who  loved  you.      Hut  that  isn't  all.  Mibb  — '* 

"I  am  a  hell-cal.  ain't  I?"  said  the  woman 
bitterly-.  But  it  was  sarcasm  and  her  voice  was 
l)rokeM. 

'■\o.  just  merely  S(>lfish.  fearfully  s(>Hish  ;  selfi>h- 
ncss  has  been  al  the  l)t)'tom  of  every  shadow  which 
has  crossed  youi-  life.  Mil)b." 

"Vou!  Tt>llin<i-  this  to  me,  after  all  the  ways 
you've  made  momy  and  the  thiiifjs  you've  done." 

"Careful,  Mibb.  Maybe  I've  made  folks  come  up 
to  the  scratch  in  business  but  I've  gone  on  th<>  level." 

"And  you  don't  admit  that  your  life  has  betMi 
selfish.^  Thai  ;  ou  ere  living  selfishly  now  -  alone 
and  without  a  family  —  ant!  for  your  own  enjoy- 
ment ;  not  helping  anybody  or  doing  anything  to 
make  the  world  better?" 

"No;  I  haven't  gone  to  extremes  in  this  thing. 
And  as  for  selfishness,  at  least  I  haven't  always 
looked  for  the  easiest  way  around  things.  I  haven't 
dodged  hard  work.  I  haven't  asked  others  to  carry 
my  burdens,  or  finance  me,  or  permit  me  to  live  on 
the  fruits  of  t'".eir  labors." 

"You're   a   man.     You're   supposed    to   do   hard 

tniligS 

I'm  —  I'm  a  woman  !'' 
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The  man  raised  lii^  cycl trows. 

"That,  Mil)l)."  he  said,  ""is  t  i"  rr.ost  al)sur<l 
thing  you'vt'  said  lo-nif,'hl.  Let's  (|uit  this,"  he 
snapped.  "\'\\  l)e  saying  things  lor  which  I'll  he 
sorry,  things  nnheeoniing  a  man  who  tries  to  pre- 
serve the  appearance  of  a  gentleman." 

"No,"  she  said  with  i'einim'ne  perversity. 
"You've  started;  go  ahead  and  finish  I  You've 
asked  me  it  I  wanted  to  know  why  yon  haven't 
married;  why  yon  won't  mairy  me  when  —  when" 
—  her  vt)ice  suddeiUy  softened  into  a  strange  mellow 
thing  and  rang  with  the  pain  of  it.  *"  when  I  love 
yon,  Dick!"  she  oonchided  lamely.  "Might  as 
well  finish  what  yon'd  hegun.  \ou've  hurt  me 
already  —more  than  I  can        feel." 

But  for  a  moment  he  simply  sat  ((.liet,  his  eyes 
upon  her,  his  heavy  lips  closi'd  firndy.  He  sat 
quiet  until  his  (pieer  fit  of  temper  passed.  His 
face  gradually  softened.  Over  his  features  came  a 
look  of  hunger  and  homesickness  and  lotiging, 
melancholy  -  heartache.  It  was  a  rather  startling 
change.  He  picked  up  a  fruit  knife  and  drew  lines 
with  its  point  in  the  cloth. 

Twice  he  looked  at  her  and  dropped  his  eyes 
again.  There  was  a  trace  of  cynicism  in  his  voice  as 
he  said  : 

"Mibb,  I'm  not  a  woman-hater.  But  I've  siiuply 
lost  faith  in  you  women.  I  never  knew  a  mother, 
though  like  poor  Herb,  I  felt  the  need  of  one.  When 
I  grew  up.  if  I  was  attracted  to  w<.men  it  was  for 
companionshi[)  and  sym])athy  and  help.  But  some- 
how I  never  connected  right.  The  longer  I  looke('. 
the  more  bitter  I  became,  Mibb.     Womi'u  for  wives 
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tiling'  bill  to  ^o  to  wifli  ;i  weary  head  and  a  licart- 
ache  ami  ^'cl  a  little  helj)  atid  inspiration  and  slren^'tli 
for  file  .soul.  Oil.  Mihb!  ^'on  ,|„n't  know  it — 
<lon't  realize  it  -and  few  women  there  ar(>  that  do; 
but  the  cryin-jf  ne<'(l  of  the  a^'e  and  th<-  heart  of  men 
is  for  that  kind  of  women,  the  maternal  women 
Mibl)." 

For  an  instant  the  woman  for^'ot  Iut  own  misery 
in  her  stark  surprise.     This  !  —  from  Dick  Robinson. 
"\ears   aj^o,    MibI),    before    women    went    outside 
the  home  and  into  business  and   <^o\   all  snarled  up 
with  fads  and  isms,  they  didn't    have  much  else  to 
occupy  their  attention  but  home  and  folks  and  kids. 
All   these   folks   who   want    to   'mend    the   status  of 
poor   down-trodden    and    abused    womankind'    say 
it  was  narrowing  and  de^n-adin^'  and  enslaving'.     But 
Mibb.  it  flic'  make  mothers  !     The  business  of  women 
was  to  n)arry  and   have   homes  and  stay   in  those 
homes  and  raise  little  kids.     That  was  their  func- 
tion in  life  and  iiavin<,'  no  other  it  was  inbred  into 
their  bone  ;,'eneration  after  f:jeneration.     Look  at  the 
homes  of  fifty  or  a  hundred  years  ai^o.  Mibb.     Look 
at    some   of   those   on    tlu-    Vermont    hillsides   back 
around  Paris.     There's  nolIiin<,'  like  those  old  home- 
steads  to-day,    Mibb.     They've   all   gone   with    the 
'old-fashioned'  women  that  used  to  live  in  them." 

The  woman  wanted  to  say  something  but  she 
didn't  know  just  what  it  ought  to  be. 

"I  suppose  industries  that  have  come  in  to  make 
w^omen's  work  easier,  and  yet  that  have  taken  her  at 
the  same  time  out  of  the  home  and  into  business, 
are  responsible,  Mibb.  Pt>rhaps  I'm  wrong  in 
judging  you  s.i  harshly.  But  oh.  Mibb  --  inside  — 
deep  inside,  there's  the  awful  heart-hunger  in  a  lot 
of  men  to  know  what  their  grand-daddies  knew,  yet 
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wlio  Ticvcr  pl.iccd  ;i  \;iluc(iii  it  licciiix' it  IiMdiTl  hccn 
flt'iiicd  llicni.  We're  not  imImho'  f,iniilie.>  .iny  more. 
Mild).  We're  only  Ii;i\iim  kid  ,.  We're  ihJ  iiiMkiii^' 
lioines.  We're  reiiliiii;-  ;i  phiee  |o  live  in  .-itid  riinii>li- 
irij,'  it  \vil!i  ^tntl"  hoii^ht  ;il  ;i  More.  Kveryl  !iiii.i,''s 
.sliallow  ;iiid  I  r;iti.silory  and  unsatisraelory  and 
addled.  Hair  liie  lime  We  don't  know  wlial  the 
matter  i>  with  ns.  we  men  of  today.  Hu!  it's  that 
we're  gettin<,f  awa.\-  from  nalnre.  awa\-  from  the 
faim'ly  idea,  away  from  xjlid  Mib.stanti:  '  ru^ijed 
foundations  of  h\i'i!.r." 

The  man  drew  a  deep  hnalli.      For  a  moment  his 
jaw  closed  hard.      Then  he  went  on  : 

"Oh,  I  know  we've  i;ot  women  that  are  well  enoiii,di 
williniT  to  marry  the  men.  irirls  still  fall  in  love  with 
the  hoys  and  t he  l)oy>  wil  h  Iheiiirls.  Mnf  I  eonldn't 
take  a  clerk  out  of  my  olliee  and  |)ul  him  half  the 
time  in  my  enyineerin^f  department  and  exix-cl  him 
to  keep  on  improving'  as  clerk,  following'  up  the 
job,  <rrowint;'  more  and  more  efficient  in  his  line — - 
when  all  the  time  I'm  di>l  raetiny'  his  energies  and 
making'  liim  n<'ither  one  nor  the  other.  And  it's 
mucli  the  same  with  nou  woi!>"n.  Mihl).  '|'h(>  girls 
to-day  marry  the  hoys,  true  enouyh,  and  they  rent 
a  place  and  furnish  it  and  rais(>  their  hahies.  But 
there's  a  hundred  thin.n-s  to  at  t  ract  them  and  distract 
them  and  take  them  outside  the  home  while  at  the 
•same  time  they  try  to  keep  the  home;  ajid  <,'radu- 
ally  the  honu>  instinct  of  li-enerat  ions  is  i)ein^  ironed 
out  of  them,  ^[il)l».  'i'hey  want  to  do  a  woman's 
work  and  at  the  same  time  they  want  to  do  a  man's 
work,  and  the  ^ood  Lord  oidy  knows  what  to  call 
the  thin«:s  th«"y  do.  Th(>y're  l"()rg(>t  f  ini,'  how  to 
really  truly  mother,  :\Iii)i).  I  heard  a  dam-lool 
female  the  other  day  got  up  on  a  soapbox  and  yell 
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ll'.'l   llHcliil.l    was    |},..   j.-.il.T  <.ni„.  mk.IIht.      As    if 

lli.rv    was   any    rcas«,t.  wliy  it    .sliouldn't    hr,  M,h|,'> 

An. I  all   inaiiki.i.l   kiiow.s  is  that  soiiirljiii.^r  ),;,,  |,,.^.„ 

tipped    „v(T   a. 1.1    II,, Ml    ...mi.wli.rc   an.j   )i,.\  all   af 

M-a    a. 1.1    ,|<„.Mri    kii.,w    wli,,,.  I,..  .,.|s   off  „r    wliafs 

(■'»miM-.     An. I  i„vlly  >.M.,i.  cilluT  rn  nia.ssr  or  as  an 

iii'livi.lual,    hr    r-oiuni("iHvs    |„    tV,|   that    he  (hx'sn't 

Kivc  a  .la.nn.   Mil,!,.     An. I   wli.-n  a  man  ^r.-ts  to  the 

'•*""'    "'••''    •"■  <l'><'^!i-|    -iv.-    a    (lanui.  he  i>n'l   ovi-r- 

<'ar.-lul  alx.nl    hi>    tvialions    in    ofh.T    matters       It's 

j'll  ■•'  mixf.l-np  and  lam.nlahl,.  mess,  and  (iod  only 

kn.nvs   wlio>  rrs|,onsil.l,-.      Hm    H\  fcwnin^'  overall 

society.  Mil.l,.  ni..iv  an. I  m..n-  every  year  and  —  well 

the  J.1.N   Ihal    ar.'  -rowin-   np  t.",-(lav   are  >ho\v- 

in;,r  it. 

A.qain  lli..  w.>man  di.|  n.,t  know  what  to  sav.  She 
Hf  as  It  Di.k  l{..l.inM.n  had  wade.l  o\\  l.evond  her 
de|,th    an.l    ,!■    .I„.    |,,-,,,|    ,„    ,•,„„,,,   ,„■„,   J,^.   ^^.^^^^,^^ 

nonn.ler.  ll  si,.-  ha. I  l„vn  wh.re  ,>,he  had  been  thirty 
year>  L.tore,  „,,  ni  (;..|.|-I»iee..  eal.in,  she  nn-j,dit  have 
['•";«'  '"  '■<'l'<>\v  him.  IJn!  .in  ha.l  di.vsipated  the 
"•••'ta-e   thai    ha.|   ouvr   Invn    h,-rs.       She   must    pay 

he   penally,   the   p.-nally  of  .il.M.ce  -  silence   more 
tlian  tlie  mere  >il.-nce  of  >peeeh. 

"Mihl.."'  lie  conchide.l  in  a  hollow  voice,  "what 
tins  ol<l  worl.l  needs  to-day  more  than  it  ever  needed 
It  belore,  i>n'l  worn,.,!  to  run  husiness  and  make 
goyernmenis  an.l  all  that  rot.  I  snppose  it\s  all 
right  m  Its  way  I.,  have  women  leavening  up  thing.s 
a  tntle.  i,nt  they've  gone  ami  over.lone  it,  Mibb  • 
they  re  on  .-r.loing  it  already.     'I'hey  nee.l  to  get  buck 

o  first  princi,,les,  back   to   the  good   old-fashioned 
lamiiy  id(>a  ol  home  inf.-resf  .-n,,!  ,.nc..l«.u 


.1 i:„. 


to   the  heartaches  of  little  ki,'^   and   t he' solid  ~^- 
stantiul  lundumeiitals  that  the   lamily  i^  the  ht 
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of  sook'tv,  Jind   lli.Tc's  M..I   ;•   |)la(v  on  Cod's  earth 
when-  :.  man  can  I<'arn  to  !).•  a  M,narr  hnsnu'ss  man, 
a  d<-ccnl  cili/fn.  a  cn.lil  f..  ihi^  rrrator,  that  beats 
liis  niollirr'>  kn.e,    MiM..      Brin^  on    vonr  dann.ed 
ol.l  arKiiiMents  al.ont  tlir  nplift  of  society  and  pnn- 
fication    ..r   govrrnnient    and    tl.'   rclinin^   -nflncnce 
of  woin.'n  in  I.n>in.-.ss.     Talk  your  Lead  otF        I  lal 
won't   take  fn.n.  llie  heart  ..f  a  man  the  ache  a  ler 
something    he    can't    ,'Ki)res>.    the   feehng   that    he  s 
:dl  at  sea  somehow.  ..r  it   u<.n't  put  mto  his  soul    he 
wholesom.'   love   and    veneration   and    respect     that 
he  had  for  hi>  mother  who  was  u  woman  and  a  wife 
first,  even    if   it    cost    lier   h.r   Ufe  and   her  reason. 
Mothers?     The  worhl's  heartsick  for  them,  Mit)b. 
God,  I  wi.sli  I  liad  one   -  rigid  now  !" 
Finallv  the  woman  spoke. 

*'\VelK  I  don't  suppose  I  can  say  anything  on  that 
score  Dick.  Sometimes  I've  felt  something  was 
wrong  in  mv  own  life.  I've  had  some  fearfully 
lonely  moments,  Uick,  when  I  wondered  if  what  the 
matter  with  me  was  —  was       "  ^ 

"Go  ahead  and  say  it!"   ordered  the  man.    ^    Its 
nothing    to    he    ashamed    of!     Kids !- that's     it, 
isn't   it?     And  whv  didn't  you  have  them;  do  you 
suppose  if  i)oor  Ile'rh  had  had  three  or  four  kids  he'd 
gone  otf  the  wav  he  did?     Why  didn't   you   have 
them,  Mibb  ?     Because  of  the  way  you  was  brought 
up.     Your  mother  kept  trying  to  save  you  from  what 
she   cdled   the   drudgery   of    the    home.      I    know; 
I  remember.     She  put   pretty  clothes  on  you    and 
did  all  she  could  to  discourage  you  from  beconung 
a    mother.     Why    did    she    do    it?     Because     .she 
^.^...u   f,   nvitl'.er  herself.     Oh,  she  may  have   gone 
through  hell  and  brought  you  into  the  world.     But 
that's  only  an  incident  in  motherhood,  Mibb.     She 
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wasti'f  living'  iialiir.illy  in  her  own  home  luT.s>'lf; 
.slic  wjCi  llic  |);nils  aiul  the  clit'ck  hook  ;m(l  the 
WM^'c  rarricr  of  your  lioriK'  -  I  rciiicinlx-r  how  your 
(lad  sat  around  Will  S(av('r'>  ^torc  in  I  he  old  days 
rather  Ihau  .lUiokf  in^  |ti|>e  with  hi>  feet  on  his  own 
sittin^f-rcMtui  sto\c  at  home.  And  you  had  niother- 
hooij  ind  honiehood  ironed  out  of  you  the  same  as 
millions  of  xonn^'  ^irU  are  getting  if  ironed  out  of 
them  to-day.' 

"Then  vou  adnn't  T  wasn't  to  1)lamo —  v.hoiiy, 
Dick." 

"Hut  I  hold  it  was  up  to  ;  (>u  when  you  reached 
maturity  and  age  of  reason  yourself,  to  correct  the 
trouble,  ju>l  as  it'>  up  to  the  women  of  to-day  to 
do  it.  Lord,  the  men  can't  do  it  ;  the  women  have 
got  to  do  it  for  themselves." 

"But  you'll  aduut  tlial  the  drudgery  of  the  home 
is—" 

"Drudgery  of  the  home  —  hell  !  There's  no 
drudgery  of  the  home  oidy  what  womc^n  make  for 
themselves.  There's  drudgery  everywhere.  All  of 
us  have  got  to  sweat  our  clothes  for  tlie  things  we 
make  the  world  liand  over  to  us.  It's  all  in  the  way 
you  look  at  a  thing;  what  your  mental  attitude  is. 
I  snj)pose  sawing  w(jod  is  one  of  the  hardest  kinds 
of  labor.  Yet  don't  you  remember  (jid  Bill  Fletcher 
up  home  ?  lie  said  the  Lord  sent  him  into  the  world 
a-purpose  to  saw  wood  and  he  was  made  to  saw 
wood,  and  he  was  going  to  saw  wood  and  saw  wood 
he  did.  The  man  was  supremely  happy  in  sawing 
wood.  It's  the  same  with  anything  and  every- 
thing. It's  all  in  your  mental  attituth'.  If  you're 
a  woman  and  hate  housework  and  motherliood  and 
don't  ve  your  brains  in  your  work  and  don't  know 
how  to  mother  your  husband  and  your  boys  and 
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got  the  best  results  by  I  lie  shortest  route,  like 
you'd  have  to  do  to  be  successful  iu  business,  pjiI- 
urally  what  you  have  to  do  in  your  natural  sphere 
will  he  drudgery,  won't  il  ?  And  if  you  go  on 
creating  this  mangling  myth  about  the  drudgery 
of  the  home  and  pass  it  on  to  your  daughter  an<i  she 
skims  it  over  as  qui<kly  as  she  can  and  passes  the 
idea  on  to  her  <laughter,  pretty  soon  the  drudgery 
of  the  home  is  going  to  be  a  reality,  isn't  it  ?  But 
if  you  love  your  home  and  your  babies  and  look  at 
your  life  work  as  the  biggest  job  under  God's  heaven, 
i)ringi-.i,T  human  beings  to  life  and  caring  for  tliem 
and  rearing  them  into  the  stature  of  strong  men  and 
noble  women  —  if  your  m.Mital  attitude  is  right  — 
there  won't  be  much  drudgery  in  it,  will  there  ?  " 

"Dick,"  said  the  woman  after  a  long  lime.  "I'm 
sorry  ;  oh,  I'm  so  sorry  for  lots  of  things.  The  pity 
of  it  is  that  for  me  —  it's  too  late  to  mend.  I 
guess  —  I  guess  —  you've  told  the  truth,  Dick.  I 
do  know  what's  the  matter  with  me.  Yes,  I'll 
confess  it.  It  was  the  kids,  the  little  kids  of  my  own 
that  I  never  had.  I've  lived  a  lonely,  abnormal 
life  and  I  guess  —  I  guess  —  it's  up  to  me  to  pay 
the  penalty.  Gawd,  haven't  I  j)ai(l  the  penalty?" 
she  cried  it  out  sudd(>nly.  "Dick,  perhaps  it  was 
the  longing  for  some  nmmant  of  that  satisfaction 
that  I  was  seeking  —  though  I  wouldn't  hardly 
dare  confess  it  to  myself  —  when  I  went  aroxind 
with  you,  hoping  that  — " 

"lioping  tliat  I'd  ;narry  you.?  It's  too  late, 
Mibb.  I've  seen  too  much;  I'm  all  })urned  out 
inside.  I'm  burned  out  aiul  blue  and  discouraged 
and  cynical.  It's  been  my  lot  to  run  up  against 
only  the  niodein  wuimii  - —  nu.iiiilif;  t  fit  KiiHi  liuiL 
sort  of  break  out  in  a  riot  when  some  one  dares  to 
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say  that  woman's  place  is  in  tlu-  home.  Maybe  it's 
because  1  came  away  from  a  little  lowti  so  early  in 
life.     Whatever  it  is,  it's  done  for  me." 

There  was  an  awful  pathos  in  Dick  Robinson's 
%oice.  And  something'  stirred  in  the  woiMan  across 
the  table,  -  the  woman  who  had  wasted  the  sub- 
stance of  her  womaidiood  in  selfish  livinjj.  lVrha})S 
it  was  the  latent  spark  of  maternity;  heart  answer- 
ing heart  in  the  loneliness  of  worldliness.  A  choke 
came  in  her  i)arched  throat.  She  reached  forth 
1  er  hands  convidsiveiy. 

"Dick,"  she  whispered,  "if  you'd  only  let  me 
help  you  ;   if  you  oidy  would  !" 

"You  can't  !"  he  declared  harshly.  "No  woman 
can.  I've  seen  so  much  now  that  I  wouldn't  trust 
the  best  woman  that  ever  drew  breath.  The 
time  for  that  is  on  the  threshold  of  life,  not  in  tJie 
exit  out  into  the  late  afternoon,  when  everything's 
in  the  future  and  a  man  needs  a  woman's  help  and 
a  home  behind  him  and  a  family  to  bind  and  hispire 
him.  Oh,  Mibb  !  There's  so  many  women  —  and 
men  too  —  who  like  to  argue  how  women  live 
beside  men  and  fight  beside  men  and  ought  to  vote 
beside  men,  and  dish  out  a  beautiful  lot  of  claptrap 
about  liow  legislation  is  goi.ig  to  change  this,  that 
and  the  other  evil  that's  afflicting  society.  But 
take  it  from  an  old  rounder,  A[ibb ;  that's  all  irrel- 
evant and  shallow  and  on  the  surface.  It  doesn't 
go  deep  enough,  Mibb.  It  doesn't  get  down  to  the 
bedrock  and  the  hard-pan  of  h.iman  nature  and 
alter  the  causes  that  are  spreading  the  disease  of 
social  diss..tisfaction.  You  can't  legislate  old  'uother 
Nature,  Mi!)b.     You  can't   rip  out  in  a  gcTieration 

of  time.     The  trouble  is  that  women  are  consciously 
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or  unconsciously  forj^ctting  how  to  mot  he,  Mihb  — 
mother  their  kids  or  their  menfolk  —  they're  simply 
kilhng  the  nuiternal  instinct  by  distractions.  Our 
industrial  generation  means  families  moving  around 
from  town  to  town  wliere  wages  are  nighest ;  camp- 
ing out  in  rented  quarters,  getting  away  from  the 
hmd,  from  sul)stantial  domestic  foundations.  We're 
going  through  a  sort  of  racial  hysteria  for  shorter 
methods,  quicki-r  results,  labor-saving  devices,  a 
niillion  distractions  and  diversions  —  and  it's 
making  everything,  even  motherhood  and  do- 
mestic life,  over  into  the  same  hil-or-miss,  ofif- 
again-on-again-gone-again  pabulum.  And  where 
we're  all  going  to  bring  up.  the  good  God  in  His 
infinite  wisdom  only  knows.  Now  you  know  what 
I  mean  when  I  say  I've  got  no  use  for  your  claim  a 
moment  ago  that  I'm  expected  to  carry  my  burdens 
and  win  my  battle  and  shield  and  protect  you  women 
when  at  the  same  time  you're  scrambling  away  as 
fast  as  you  can  from  filling  the  function  you'n^  in- 
tended by  nature  to  fill  in  the  heart  of  a  man  and 
the  life  of  his  family.  Oh,  hell,  Mibb,  I'm  sick  of 
it;  sick  unto  death.  I'll  take  your  society  in  the 
way  I've  taken  it  the  last  two  years,  —  for  mental 
diversion,  out  soul  diversion  and  satisfaction,  and 
inspiration  and  tJiat  heart-hunger  for  the  thing  I 
call  maternity,  that's  another  thing,  Mibb.  I 
don't  ever  expect  to  know  it.  and  I'm  sour  and  caustic 
about  it  inside  and  there's  about  as  much  chance 
of  ever  recovering  at  my  time  in  life  as  there  is  for 
the  cost  of  living  to  go  down.  And  that's  .some 
chance !" 

"Dick!    Dick!    And  this,   this,  after  all,  is  the 
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and  lonely  and  unpleasant  to  look  forward  to,  isn't 
it?"  He  recovered  his  old  self  with  a  sigh.  "Just 
think  of  me  in  those  times ;  we're  a  pair  of  domestic 
cripples.     Let  it  go  at  that." 

"Stolen  sweets  —  bitter  almonds,"  muttered  the 
woman.  "  A  man  can  be  lonely  and  forget ;  but  a 
lonely  woman  is  the  loneliest  creature  on  God's 
footstool." 

"Hell!  Let's  forget  it,  Mibb.  I'm  going  to 
order  a  drink !" 

Which  he  did. 

Over  in  the  corner  an  orchestra  began  jazzy  music 
for  the  theater  crowd  which  was  coming  in. 


CHAPTER   III 

In  wHirn  JlEnn  Trumax  Comes  Back,  Stays  for 
liiT  A  IviTTi.i-:  Whim;  avd  tiii:x  (ioks  IIis  Way 

ALSO    AHOLXD    THE     BeXD    IX    THE    lloAD    BY    THE 

Sumachs. 


If  Tom's  decision  to  pass  up  the  ministry  for  <i 
newspaperman's  career  was  anolher  ^rva[  dis- 
appointment in  his  moilier's  life.  Mary  never  made 
any  fnss  ahont  it.  If  she  had  ever  dreamed  of  a 
time  when  slie  would  h)ok  uj)  into  a  pulpit  and  see 
her  son  tliere,  preaehiny  \\\c  messa<fe  of  the  ^ood 
God  to  a  world  of  sin-sick  and  jiearf-huni^'ry  men  and 
women,  and  realized  like  man>'  oilier  dreams  of 
hers  tliat  it  would  never  malerializ<\  slie  ourieil  that 
also  in  her  poor  tired  motlu-r-heart  and  went  on 
workin.i,'  to  educate  the  rc-st  of  the  hoys. 

Tom  Purse  was  a  t;()od  l)oy.  lie  was  too  ijood  for 
tlie  Boston  Chronicle  ofHce  I  lie  had  been  on  the 
Hub  ])aj)er  a  year  and  seven  months,  sendiiii?  what 
money  lie  could  back  to  his  mother,  when  word 
came  that  ()j)portunity  had  opeiuMl  for  him  to  go 
down  to  \ew  ^()rk.  He  accepted  the  plac<^  and 
then  for  a  time  we  lost  track  of  him.  Next  wo 
heard  lie  was  married  ! 

Tlie  other  boys  wen-  C(mi'n<^  alon<?  now.  Fred 
had  taken  an  a<,'rieult  c.ral  course  at  Amherst  and 
in  the  sunnner  he  used  the  poor  littK  hillside  farm 
to  try  out  his  experiments.  'I'hen  he  returned  to 
college  cacii  fail  and  left  llie  hiri-d  man  to  reap  the 
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harvosl.  And  niiiny  were  the  plicnoiiKMial  turnips 
or  apples  or  incloiis  fliat  Mary  l)rou<flit  us  to  the 
office  with  a  pathetic  pride  on  her  ])hiin  features,  — 
ft>atures  where  now  all  traces  of  heauty  and  <firlhood 
had  faded,  U-avin^^  her  a  plain  old  woman  with  hair 
rapidly  growing'  white.  Then,  after  <,'ra(luation,  the 
next  we  lieard  I  i-  had  taken  a  cliair  in  an  agricul- 
tural colleg<'  out  in  Ohio. 

For  some  time  Teddy  worked  for  us,  carrying 
papers  and  wasliing  forms  and  doing  odd  jobs.  But 
Teddy's  mind  worketl  in  nu'chanical  grooves.  He 
nearly  killed  himself  trying  out  a  lujme-made  flying 
machine.  And  if  we  were  to  hesitate  and  in  a 
weak  moment  yield  to  tlie  wishes  of  Saiu  Hod, 
about  the  higgenl  incident  o^  drama  we  could  glean 
from  those  years  "wIumi  nothiu'  didn't  happen" 
was  the  time  that  he  constructed  an  automobile 
that  got  away  from  him  at  the  toj)  of  Maple  Street 
hill,  careened  wildly  down  into  Main  Street  and 
went  bang  into  the  window  of  Ben  Williams'  cloth- 
ing store.  The  window  was  plate  glass,  and  Mary 
and  Teddy  had  to  |)ay  for  it.  He  U^ft  school  in 
the  second  year  of  a  technical  course  to  go  with  a 
firm  of  engineers  out  in  Chicago  who  wanted  young 
men  badly  in  the  prosperous  back-tire  that  resulted 
from  the  l!)()7  panic.  Last  we  heard  of  Ted,  he 
was  on  a  big  bridge  job  sonu'wher*-  in  western 
Pennsylvania. 

Dick  stayed  around  Paris  luitil  he  was  nineteen. 
But  he  was  the  business  man  and  Yankee  trader  of 
the  family.  He  tended  store  for''  Alec  Potherton, 
our  local  shoeman,  and  stuck  to  college  afterward 
simply  because  lie  thought  it   would  ecpaip  him   to 
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place  with  a  firm  of  wholcsaK'  shoe  men  in  Lynn  and 
Brockton.  He  used  practically  his  whole  salary 
the  first  two  years  in  getting  his  younger  brothers, 
George  and  Dexter,  through  school.  (Jeorge  plowed 
through  law  school,  stayed  for  ••  time  with  a  firm  of 
Boston  attorneys,  and  then  went  under  his  own  sail. 
The  last  we  heard  of  him,  he  was  married,  so  for  a 
lawyer  he  must  b.ave  prospered. 

Dexter  was  the  last  to  leave,  and  the  day  he  set 
out  for  Pittsburg,  there  wasn't  a  more  pitiful  sight 
in  Paris  County  than  "Aunt  Mary."  For  that 
was  the  name  the  town  gave  her,    ~  iii  all  kindness. 

She  laid  her  frail  old  hand  down  quietly  on  the 
case  and  said  in  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion  : 

"If  only  one  of  my  boys  had  turned  out  a  preacher  ! 
But  not  a  one  did  !     Not  —  a  —  one  !" 

That  was  the  nearest  to  a  complaint  we  ever 
heard  her  make. 

They  must  have  been  lonesome  days  for  her, 
after  Dexter  went.  Old  faces  must  have  floated  at 
times  in  the  space  over  her  type  cases ;  old  voices 
called  across  the  years.  On  gray  days  it  must 
have  come  to  her  that  all  she  had  to  do  was  walk 
around  the  type  rack  and  find  Jack  at  his  old  place 
over  the  imposing  stones,  or  Daddy  Joe  over  in 
the  ad.  alley,  or  Lawrence  Briggs  rolling  his  glass 
eye  around  the  stove  clandestinely  to  the  terror  of 
Annie  Seavers  and  the  other  girl.  But  they  were 
all  gone.  Jack  and  all  of  them  —  excepting  Mr. 
Nimrod  Briggs  and  Sam  Hod  and  herself  —  and  the 
scribe  with  the  grimy  fingers  whose  pen  travels 
slowl>  now  across  this  page. 

And  then  came  the  dav  when  Marv  dumped  her 
uikai  .-. LiLii.  aiiu  vvciii  our  Tu  Tiie  pour  rurse  ir''iace  and 
never  came  back. 
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It  was  the  (lay  when  Herb  Truman  showed  up 
in  the  vilhifje. 

For  Herl)crl  Truman  did  one  day  turn  up  again 
in  Paris.  The  door  opened  one  sununer's  morning, 
and  a  hig-hodied,  loost'-jointed,  rather  dihipidated 
indivi(hial  siiuffied  into  the  office,  dressed  in  a  faded 
green  cutaway  coat  with  two  hut  tons  ridiculously 
high  in  the  back,  and  a  pair  of  gray  trousers  badly 
bagged  at  the  knees.  He  wore  a  derby  hat,  a  bosom 
shirt  without  a  collar  and  big  shoivs  in  which  were 
slits  to  ease  his  corns.  A  week's  growth  of  very 
white  stubble  was  on  an  over-pink  jowl  and  he  was 
given  to  wheezing. 

"Is  —  Jack  Purs(>  in  .^  Does  he  work  here  now?" 
asked  this  seedy  individual  of  Myrtle  Corey,  our 
little  Marguerite-Clark  proofreader. 

Myrtle  was  puzzled. 

"Jack  Purse!  There's  only  one  Purse  around 
here  and  that's  a  woman.  Aunt  Mary  Purse,  who's 
leaving  us  to-day.  I  don't  know  whether  her 
husband's  name  was  Jack  or  not." 

"I  been  away  for  quite  a  spell,"  apologized  the 
derelict.  "But  Mary  Purse  was  Jack  Purse's  wife. 
I  remember  that,  well  enough.  Is  Jack  workin' 
somewheres  else  ?" 

"Golly,"  exclaimed  Myrtle,  "he's  dead.  Been 
dead  ever  so  many  years  ;  long  before  my  time  1 " 

"Dead.'"  The  man  repeated  it  in  a  cracked 
voice.  It  didn't  appear  that  he  quite  comprehended. 
There  was  an  awkward  pause. 

"Do  you  want  me  to  call  Aunt  Mary  ?" 

"Yes,  I'd  like  to  see  Mary  again  !" 

Myrtle  went  out  into  the  back  room  but  came 

t~~i  <i  ^~t  IT      ■  irt       t  \       w^-%  f~%  v\  ■\  /'^  •-«  r       •'kf<-,i»'«.> 

"The  foreman  says  Aunt  Mary  came  to  work  this 
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mornin;?-  i)uf    wasn't    f(•^>lin^'   woll    and   wont   home, 
about  an  fioiir  ai^'o." 

"Went  home?" 

"Out  to  tlir  i)oor  Purse  Plarr  on  Cohh  IIill. 

"The  poor  I'ursc  place?  I)i<l  Hu-y  used  to  call 
it  the  Wlieeler  place?" 

"I  believe  so." 

"I  think  I  heen  there.  ^laybe  I'll  ^'o  out.  1 
come  back  here  to  s<>e  the  Purses.  T  uxmI  to  know 
'em  years  ago,"  he  said  whimsically,  somehow  child- 
like. „  , 

He  was  moving  toward  the  door  wlum  >am  Hod 
came  in.  He  cast  a  curious  glance  at  the  visitor. 
Then  something  stirred  in  Sanfs  memory. 

"Good  morning,"  he  deelare.l.  "It  M>ems  to 
me  I  remembi-r  your   face  but  1  can't  recall  your 

name — "  .at 

"Truman's  my  name,  Herbert  Truman !  My 
folks    used    to   own    the    Truman    Carriage    Works 

vears  ago."  . 

'    "(iood  Lord  !"   cried  Sam  as  he  mventoried  again 

the  poor  derelict  on  the  sea  of  human  life. 

He  visited  with  us  the  balance  of  the  forenoon, 
and  we  learned  that  he  had  spent  much  of  the  inter- 
vening time  in  Missouri  and  Kansas.  He  kept 
making  constant  references  to  "my  son",  so  we 
inferred  that  he  had  been  married.  But  what  had 
become  of  the  wife  or  boy  we  couldn't  (luite  make 
out,  nor  could  he  tell  a  very  connected  story. 

"Poor  old  Herb!"  declared  Sam,  passmg  me  in 
the  back  room.  "Life  has  done  for  him.  As  the 
young  folks  say  nowadays,  he's  a  little  bit  off  his 

base.  .     ,  .      1  .,  1-  I 

"I  think,"  said  Herb  finally  in  his  childish  voice. 
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"that  ril  jjo  out  and  c-all  on  a  few  folks"  and  he 
mcnfioncd  several  naiiu's.  Hut  we  had  to  tell  him 
that  the  |)eo])le  he  had  coine  to  sec,  with  the  exccf)- 
tion  of  Mary  Purse,  were  all  moved  away,  scatlerod, 
or  dead. 

"There's  })r('n  rpiito  a  lot  o'  changes,"  ho  said 
philosophically.     "Mihh  Henderson  ? —is  she  here?" 

We  looked  at  him  and  wondered  if  he  realized 
lie  had  once  been  married  to  Mahel  and  what  he 
had  done  to  her  one  night  in  the  far  western  city. 

"\o,"  we  told  him.  "Harvey  Henderson  died, 
you  remember.  Mrs.  Henderson  went  off  with  iu-r 
daughter  and  we  never  knew  what  became  of  her." 

"And  you  don't  know  where  she  is  now?" 

"No.     Not  the  slightest  idea." 

"I  think."  he  said,  these  items  making  no  im- 
pression ujwn  him,  "I'll  go  out  and  visit  Mary 
Purse.  I  used  to  like  Mary  Purse.  She'll  be  glad 
to  see  me." 

We  brushed  him  off  and  knocked  the  dents  out 
of  his  (h'rby  hat,  and  Sam  sent  out  and  bought 
him  a  collar  and  tie  so  he  could  look  his  best  to  visit 
Mary.  He  submitted  calmly  to  the  dolling  up  and 
claimed  he  was  grateful  when  Sam  gave  him  two 
dollars.     Then  he  shuffled  out  of  the  office. 

It  must  have  taken  Herb  all  day  to  walk  that  six 
miles  because  it  was  almost  sunset  when  he  turned 
finally  into  the  Purse  yard. 

Aunt  Mary  was  sitting  on  the  side  porch,  just  as 
she  had  been  sitting  one  day  when  Herb  had  entered 
the  yard  to  tell  her  the  home  was  hers  no  longer.  She 
saw  the  big  flabby  hulk  with  the  faded  green  coat 
and  the  derby  liat  which  had  somehow  managed 
to  get  the  dents  back  into  its  crown  on  the  way 
out,  uud  she  took  liim  for  a  tramp  come  to  beg  fooci. 


326 


THE   GHKATKR   (AA)\{\ 


He  approi.cho.l  ll.c-  stops  and  stcn.d  th.-rr  for  a 
n.onu-nt.  L.okiuK'  an.-uiul  as  tlioi.Kl'  to  lix  so.n.>tliing 
in  his  nuiiiory.  .        ^ 

>•^Vlly"  \\v  said   in  simple  siirprisr,      1   must   o 
walked"  out.     And     Hial     Nvas     foolish.      I    ougliter 
hilelu'd  up  Monday-Wasliin"." 

iMary  started.  Her  eyesi-l.t  was  lading  hor 
after  the  long  years  setting  Hh>  Idtle  type  taees. 
She  came  down  one  step  an.l  peered  closer  nito  lus 

features. 

"Herbert!"    she  said  thickly. 

Something  in  i.cr  fa<r.  iier  voice,  her  manner  of 
repeating  his  nain(>,  did  the  l.u>iness.  lis  wander- 
ing thoughts  came  hack.  He  r.-cogmzed  her  in  that 
moment  a'.d  he  recognize.l  himself,  and  he  looked 
down  at  hims.'lf  and  out  arouiul  the  yard  as  though 
astonished  to  find  hini>eU'  lh(M-e. 

"I  come  out  to  see  you.  Mary,"  he  said.  Its 
a  long,  long  thne  since  we  had  a  talk. 

He  sat  down  opposite  her  pr(>cisely  as  he  had 
seated  himself  one  >umnier's  day  in  the  years  heiore. 
And  the  past  all  rose  up  again  hefore  both  ol  them. 

"Where  have  you  been  all  this  time,  Herbert, 
she  asked  in  a  voice  mellow  with  sympathy 

"Somewhere,  out  there!"  he  said  thickly,  with 
a  wave  of  his  frayed  arm  !o  the  west.  "Tlieres 
been  so  many  i)laces.  I  can't  n'member  them  ail. 
Just  sort  o'  wandered  around,  Mary,  lookm  tor 
happiness.  Don't  press  me  about  it.  It's  you  1 
want  to  hear  about." 

And  sh(>  told  hiui.  She  told  him  al)out  the  home 
on  Pleasant  Street  and  its  ending;  about  Jacks 
„.Q„,.^.5  .or,fl  s.trusrdes  and  heart  hopes  and  disap- 
p^ntments.'  She  told  him  too.  about  Jack's  passing 
and  the  years  she  had  spent  since  in  the  Telegraph 
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office.  She  told  liini  altoiil  cacli  hoy  jiiul  wlicrc  he 
was  and  what  he  liad  become  and  how  well  he  was 
doing.  .\nd  through  it  all,  soinelhing  of  his  own 
old  personality  coming  hack  through  the  hazes  of  an 
ahus<'d  mind  and  memory,  he  sat  there  and  never 
interrupted.  When  she  was  finished  with  the  story 
down  in  the  present,  it  Wi.s  a  ditFerent  Ilerhert 
than  the  one  who  hid  left  our  office  w  ho  said  : 

"And  ain't  it  terr'l)le  lonoome  for  you,  livin' 
out  here  alone  in  this  Cohh  Hill  house  now  that 
Dexter's  goni-  and  old  Mrs.  Morrow  is  dead.^" 

Old  Aunt  Mary  shut  her  lips  tightly  to  keep 
back  the  emotion.  But  the  tears  would  not  stay 
leashed. 

"Yes,"  she  said  luiskily,  "l)ut  I  love  it.  I  lived 
here  as  a  girl  and  dreamed  dreams  of  the  future  here 
and  left  the  old  russet  ai)ple-tree  that  now  is  only  a 
lightning  hlasted  stump  down  in  the  orchard  here, 
to  go  to  Paris  and  take  up  my  life  work  there.  It 
was  here  that  I  huried  mother.  It  was  here  that 
I  came  with  Jack  and  our  family  of  six  little  hoys. 
Life  was  full  cf  many  heautiful  things  then.  And 
the  place  still  stands  for  them  now.  Jack's  coffin 
was  carried  out  this  door.  One  hy  one  I  watched 
the  hoys  go  away  to  college  and  later  ou'  of  my  life 
through  this  chij)-cluttered  yard  and  down  the  road 
and  around  the  hend  where  the  sumachs  hid  them. 

"No,  Herhert.  I  couldn't  leave  it.  The  dear 
Father  knows  it's  lonely.  But  it  would  be  lonelier 
to  live  somewhere  else  now  witliout  the  memories. 
They  are  all  I've  got  now  —  the  memories  —  hut 
they're  sweet  memories." 

The  old  man  rubbed  his  face  and  seemed  startled 
to  find  the  stubble  upon  it.  He  made  as  though  to 
say    something    and    then    checked    himself.     For 
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with  Ikt  f,\cs  (i\t'(|  on  tlir  pcict  I'lil  ^(•(•||(•  in  (lie  v.illrv 
hclou  lliciii  M;ir\-  \Vil^  ^'oin<,'  on  ; 

"Tile  pl.icc  is  filled  with  •^'lio^ts.  I Icrhtri .  I)iit  I 
i.Mi  not  jifiMnI  of  llic  ;,fli()>|s.  I'Ikic  is  (he  ^'Ii()>|  ol' 
the  littlr  ^'itl  will)  |)l;iy.(|  aroiiiid  licrc  .iikJ  down 
under  llu-  old  |•n^^(•l  iipplc-l  nr  .ind  llir  >lonc  \\;dl 
and  tiic  I'mcr  l)y  llir  \vood>  iIkiI  |i;i\i-  ;i||  !),.,. u  ,.,il 
a\va\-.  There  is  tlie  ^dio>l  of  my  niollier  that  comes 
to  UK-  in  I  lie  eveninj^s  and  siK  with  me  hy  the  open 
window  when  the  moon  is  hi^li  ai.d  the  l'ro;,'s  are 
pee|)in^'.  Then  there  are  other  little  ;,diosls 
boys  that  onec  e;ill»  d  me  iiother  and  that  I  worked 
for  and  ^'ave  my  life  for  and  who  .ire  somewhere 
out  in  the  world  now  doiiii-;  the  world's  work.  And 
y(>t  I  see  these  lillle  ^ho^ts  aj^ain  often.  [lerherf, 
toddling'  throiij^h  the  rooms,  olayiiii:  altout  tlie  old 
toy-searred  fiirnitiu'e;  it  may  sound  eery  to  you, 
but  many  is  the  ih  )r  that  I  open  to  feel  the  presence 
therein  of  those  who  have  <rone  far  olF.  And — I 
urn  not  afraid." 

IIer!)ert  was  no\v<|iiile  himself  attain.  Hut  lie  w;i.s 
a  broken-down  old  mi.hi. 

"Mary,"  he  .said  in  his  (|iieer  cracked  voice,  '"I 
loved  yon  once,  dlihrt   I!"      ^"ou  know  that." 

""S«'-,  IIerl)erl  dear.  I  believe  you  did." 

"I  wish  it  was  so  that  wi>  could  —we  could  — 
spend  our  last  few  years    --  t()<,'ether." 

She  covered  her  care-lined  features  with  lier 
gnarled  red  hands  for  the  moment.  Siie  lifted 
them  again  with  a  wonderful  gentlene.s.s  upon  her 
face. 

"It  would  be  sacrile^'e.  IIerl)ert,"  .she  said. 
"Sacrilege  lo  the  ghosts  —  the  memories  —  the 
ones  wiio  are  gone.  Not  now.  Herbert.  It  is  too 
late.      If  you  had  cohk^  ten  years  ago  when   I  was 
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slrii<;<,'Iin^'  t(»  r.iisc  'In-  lutys,  pcrli.ips  the  drariiii  of 
our  li\(>  iiii'^lit  li.ivr  liiid  ;i  (litrciciil  nidiiitr.  Hut  I 
am  an  old  uoiiiaii  now,  Hi-rlxr-t.  I  feel  soiiicliow 
thai  iii,\  work  i>  aIiiio>l  done.  Wlicii  Jack  died, 
tlic  iiiiiii^lti-  who  is  aUo  oM  now  prcac  hcd  a  Ix'au- 
tifnl  sfinion  alioni  hjiiiiin;,'  our  h)V('d  ones  to  rtrrnily 
to  make  our  ani  icip.il  ion  of  (halh  oul-t»akincf  our 
tt  ar  of  its  shatlows.  I  know  now  what  the  minister 
meant." 

The  day  (hfd  as  they  .'?at  thcro,  jiist  .,.s  it  liad 
died  one  sprin^linic  years  and  years  before.  Rohins 
called  far  across  the  \-alley  where  the  sun  shone 
in  lon^f  slanlinu'  Iteams  of  <,'ol(l.  Tlie  liush  of  Xew 
Kuf^dand  peace  was  upon  the  world  and  on  ilie  t)hl 
Purse  place  and  upon  the  woman's  life. 

"I  <,'uess  rij  <,ro  now,  Mary,"  Ilerln'rt  .said 
chiuisily  as  in  day>  of  yore. 

"You'll  come  ai:ain  and  see  me.  Herbert.  That 
al   li'asf  would  l»e  a  pleasaid   ihin^'  for  Inttli  of  us." 

"rerhaps,  Mary."  lie  said.  He  .started  to  ^'o. 
Tiien  he  came  hack.  ".\nd  there  was  a  little  Mack 
man^  -  Mon  Mori  ^^onday-\V;lshin',"  lie  said. 
"What  e\(r  became  of  Monday-Wasjiin '  .^" 

"Siie  died  of  colic  one  ni<,dil  about  twelve  years 
ago.  Herbert.     Hut  she  had  a  good  home  to  tlie  last." 

"I'm  glad  of  that."  he  said  witJi  mucji  of  his  old 
awkwardness.     "'J'liank  you.  Mary." 

"You'll  come  again  and  visit.  Herbert,'^" 

"J'erlaps.  Mary.      (Jood-by." 

"(jO«jd-by.  Herbert." 

She  watcliKl  him  shuffle  across  the  yard  and  out 
under  the  hoary  old  maphvs.  He  went  down  the 
road  and  then  he  also  vanished   where  so  much  in 

Ar_si**»ii  '11  ...  .. 

/.iuivs  iiiv   jiaii  v.iiii.^iKu  —  aiouxiu  liie  bend  ui  the 
road  by  the  i>umachs. 
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Around  the  bend  in  the  road  by  the  sumachs, 
indeed  ! 

Poor  Herb  !  He  went  around  the  bend  by  the 
sumachs  and  down  the  simple  country  road.  And 
somewhere  down  near  Simonds  woods  —  because 
of  the  mental  strain  which  the  visit  had  made  upon 
him,  because  of  the  reawakening'  of  his  mind,  be- 
cause, perhaps,  of  the  old  associations  and  all  which 
they  suddenly  meant  to  him  a^^ain  -  something 
happened  in  poor  old  Herb's  head,  and  he  fell  in  the 
road  there  and  was  found  by  old  man  Dickinson, 
driving  out  from  the  village  later  that  night  with  the 
evening  mail. 

He  was  dead  by  the  time  that  old  man  Dickinson 
got  him  to  Doctor  Johnson's. 

All  that  night  and  tht'  next  day  he  lay  in  Blake 
Whipple's  Undertaking  Parlors  with  no  one  to 
mourn  for  him  excepting  a  few  poor  old  friends  who 
shortly  will  be  lying  in  Blak^  Aliipple's  parlors  them- 
selves, and  who  scarcely  recognized  in  him  the 
boy  of  the  Long  Ago  —  no  one  to  care  —  only  a 
frayed  handful  to  come  to  the  funeral. 

The  men  and  women  of  the  village  who  had  known 
him  in  the  old  days  took  up  a  purse  to  defray  the 
expenses  of  that  simple  service  and  lie  was  laid  away 
beside  his  father  and  mother  on  the  hill,  —  with 
Jack  Purse  sleeping  through  the  years  a  few  graves 
away  under  the  jriarbloom. 


CHAPTER   IV 

In  wnicn  the  Lo.vg    Laxe  of  Life  TrRxs  Sud- 

DEXLY  FOR  MaRV  PursE  ThROUGH  GreeV  PAS- 
TURES AND  Beside  Still  Waters  avd  Her  Cup 
OF  Life's  Happixess  axd  Reward  Is  Filled  to 
Its  Brim. 


The  .;ummer  and  autun      pa.ss<>d.     Tlu-n  came  an 
awful  Vermont  winter  when  Sam  made  lu-.s  maiden 
sist(     i^o  and  hve  witli  Aunt  Mary  Pnrse  to  .see  that 
the  old  house  on  Cobb  Hill  saw  no  furthtT  tra^^edv 
Spring  came  m  ..gain  with  its  weeks  of  alternate  shish 
and  mud  and  pneumonia  weather.     Then  one  day 
betor.'  the  mud  was  entirely  dri,>d  or  fhe  first  green 
shoots    began    poki.ig    through    the    fragrant    sod 
bam  at  the  exchange  table  was  trying  to  think  up  a 
subj-ct  for  an  editorial,  pawing  idly  amid  the  mass 
of    newspap(>rs,    free    magazines,    political    claptrap 
ana  press  material   which  would  later  find  its  way 
mto  our  wastebasket.     His  hand  struck  a  long  heavy 
periodical   done   in    brown     -aper.     When    he   drew 
It  forth  he  savv  it  was  ad.,..,ssed  in  a  man's  hand- 
writing and  that  it  l)ore  a  two-cent  stamp 

Suddenly  the  e.litor's  feet  came  down  with  a 
startled  clump.  He  sat  bolt  upright,  holding  the 
open  mag..zme  in  his  hands.  Then  he  crossed  the 
Hoor,  uttered  an  exclamation  as  he  did  so  and  laid 
tlie  paper  down  on  my  desk. 

"Bill!"  he  cried,  laying  it  out  flat,  "look  at  the 
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Know    him?     Of    course     I     kncnv    I 


urn. 


Small 


need  to  read  I  lie  ii.tine  heiiealli  ilic  picture. 

"Why,  it's  Mary's  l)oy."  I  >ai(l,  aiul  the  book- 
keeper ovcrlicard  and  came  ruuniiii-'. 

It  was  the  curr(>nt  issue  of  a  Xew  York  trade 
pafxT  pul)h"shed  for  newspaper  men  that  Sam  had 
otH'iied.  There  —  occupying,'  tlie  whole  of  the  front 
pa^'e  — was  a  fine  half-lone  of  Aunt  Mary's  oklest 
boy.  -a  stror.^rfaced,  clean-cut,  fine-looking  man. 
lie  had  just  been  promoted  to  a  j)osition  as  leading 
editorial  writer  on  one  of  the  greatest  newspapers 
in  America. 

"Turn  to  page  seven,  Mr.  Ilod  !"  begged  the  book- 
keepei .  "See  what  its  got  to  say  inside  about  him." 
We  turned  to  the  indicated  page.  Tliere,  as  we 
expected,  we  found  Tom  Purse's  biograf)hy.  -  -  Tom 
Purse  who  once  washed  the  forms  and  swei)t  o"f 
our  little  country  office.  Sure  enough  too,  our 
little  country  j)aper  was  given  full  credit  as  being 
his  kindergarten  of  journalism. 
But  that  was  not  all. 

The  United  States,  at  the  time,  was  apparently 
becoming  embroiled  in  diplomatic  difficulty  with 
Mexico.  Force  might  have  to  be  employed;  it 
might  mean  war.  The  article  went  on  to  add  that 
there  was  to  be  a  great  union  meeting  of  three  of  the 
biggest  New  York  churches  in  the  immense  Man- 
hattan Tabernacle  that  following  Sabbath  evening 
and  because  of  his  tremendous  editorial  position,  an 
invitation  iiad  been  extended  to  this  big  newspaper- 
man to  preach  the  sermon.  His  accef)tance  had 
been  recorded.  His  text  was  to  be:  "Jesus  Christ 
the  King  of  the  Nations." 

"His   mofh.'r  — old   Aunt    Mary  —  ought   to  see 
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"Bill,"  said  Sam  thickly,  "she  oii^ht  to  see  the 
boy  himself,  ri,^cIl  lo  his  power  and  his  manhood. 
Don't  you  know  il  was  her  wish  all  alon^  — a 
piteonsly  disai)poinled  wish  —  that  one  of  her  hoys 
.should  turn  out  a  preacher?  Bill,  Aunt  Mary  ou^jht 
tohear Tom  J'urseaddress  that  uiassivecon^'regation." 

"And  1  wouldn't  mind  hearing  him  myself," 
I  replied  vehemently. 

There  was  silence  between  us  for  a  moment.  It 
was  the  little  l)ookkeeper  wJuj  said  : 

"Wouldn't  it  be  ^rand  if  Uncle  Bill  could  take 
Aunt  Mary  down  there  somehow,  telling'  her  nothing' 
about  It.  and  get  her  into  that  building  without 
ever  knowing  who  the  speaker  was  to  be,  and  surprise 
lier  by  seemg  her  son  walk  out  and  addreso  that 
audience." 

Sam  Mod  suddenly  acted  like  a  boy. 
"Bill,"  he  cried,  "I've  got  an  ideaV' 
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"Let's  do  a  kindly  act ;  for  just  once  in  our  lives, 
let  s  do  a  kindly  act  I" 

"Considering  that  for  thirty-seven  vears  we've 
been  rol)bing  widows  and  orphans,  firing  foundling 
asylums  and  kicking  the  crutches  out  from  under 
cripples,  let's  have  an  explanation." 

"I'm  for  giving  Mary  Purse  a  whale  of  a  blow- 
out at  the  TelctjrapJis  exi)ense." 

"A  banquet .'" 

"No,  you  fat-head!  A  trip  to  New  York  —  to 
hear  her  son  deliver  that  address  !  You  get  her  to 
do  it.  Bill.  II(.re's  where  Aunt  Marv,  for  tlie  first 
tune  m  her  life,  is  going  to  be  iiifrocjuced  to  some- 
thmg  b^vside  worry  and  troubl(>  and  heartache." 
He  took  a  quick  turn  up  and  down  the  office.  '  Ri!!  " 
he    declared,    "I    can't   go    myself   on    account    of 
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Saundrrs   coming  flown   to-morrow  on    the    annual 
paper  contract.     But  you  can  ^o.  Bill  -  vou  can  go 
^-and  take  Aunt    Mary  —and  the  papc'r  will  pay 
her    expenses.     Take    her    <lown    to    the    Big    City 
without  saying  one  word  to  her  ..f  her  hov\s  promo- 
tion or  what  they've  asked  i.i.n  (o    do.  'Take   her 
down  and  for  once  let  the  poor,  starved,  lonesome 
old  soul  get  one  final  ray  of  snn^hine  into  her  over- 
worked and  spent  and  exhausted  life." 
_    Agreed .»     Of   course    we    agre.Ml.     Acting    on    an 
impulse  that   was  strange  in  Sam   Hod,   !]„>  editor 
flung  himself  into  his  chair,  felt   for  his  check  hoo' 
and  wrote  a  good-sized  check. 

"Take  your  wife  into  it.  Bill.  Make  her  get 
Aunt  Mary  all  the  clothes  she  neerls  that  her  boys 
may  have  forgotten  to  provide  lor  her;  tell  her 
you're  going  to  New  York  on  a  business  trip  for  the 
paper  and  there's  a  chance  for  her  to  visit  her  boy 
and  his  wife  as  an  cfjual  surprise  to  them.  And 
we'll  cJiarge  it  up  to  profit  and  loss  —  but  principally 
profit."  ^      ^ 

It  took  two  days'  effort  on  the  part  of  my  wife 
and  myself  lo  persuade  Aunt  Marv  to  accompany 
us  on  a  trip  to  New  York  and  incidentallv  "look 
m"  on  her  so...  I  remember  the  first  time  I  went 
out  to  talk  with  her  about  it,  ^he  was  sitting  in  her 
rocker  in  the  side  room.  I  ha.l  the  trade  magazine 
with  me,  but  we  had  carefully  clipped  out  the  note 
on  the  end  of  Tom's  biography,  telling  about  the 
address. 

^    "Mary,"  I  said,  "they've  printed  Tom's  picture 
m  a  New  York  paper." 

Her  wrinkled  hand  went  to  lier  lips. 

"My  stars!"    she  cried  faintly.        Has  he  got  in 
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"No  such  had  luck,  Man-.  Get  your  glasses 
and  read  this  piece.  And  then  Ann  and  I  have  got 
a  plan  for  a  good  time  to  propose  to  you." 

So  it  was  that  three  days  later  Aimt  Mary  and 
my  wife  and  I  were  being  whirled  through  lower 
Connecticut  in  the  chair  car  of  a  Pullman  —  the 
first  one  Mary  had  ever  experienced  —  and  that 
in  the  dusk  we  began  to  see  the  ten  million  lights  of 
upper  New  York  flash  out  in  the  twilight's  dreariness. 
Three  or  four  times  during  the  ride  Mary  had  choked 
up  and  wondered  whether  or  not  Tom's  wife  would 
be  glad  to  see  her,  coming  in  unannounced  in  this 
way.  But  we  reassured  her  and  said  that  surprise 
parties  were  always  happiest  and  studiously  kept 
newspapers  away  from  her  so  that  no  mention  of 
the  coming  meeting  might  reach  her. 

It  w^as  a  difficult  task  inventing  excuses  for  not 
going  immediately  on  our  arrival  to  Tom  Purse's 
residence  over  in  Brooklyn.  Finally  we  had  to  tell 
her  that  it  was  arranged  for  Tom  to  meet  u>  that 
evening  at  the  close  of  a  big  meeting  in  the  Man- 
hattan Tabernacle  which  he  was  covering  for  his 
paper.     Which  was  the  truth  and  satisfied  her. 

WTien  we  reached  the  place  by  taxi  after  supper, 
the  place,  despite  its  world-famous  size,  was  crowded 
to  the  doors  with  people.  Old  Auni  Mary  bore  up 
well  in  the  crowds;  her  anticipation  of  what  was 
coming  afterward  was  pathetic.  We  fought  our 
way  up  four  flights  of  stairs  and  came  out  on  a 
great  gallery  with  the  wliole  vast  sea  of  space  below 
us  thronged  with  chaotic  human  faces.  Three 
unoccupied  seats  were  obtained  down  by  the  rail 
in  the  center,  on  the  sheer  edge  of  the  dizzy  depths 
down  into  the  bodv  of  the  house. 

Just    before    the    great    organ    began    to    shake 
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that    tremendous    edifice,    old    Aunt     Mary    leaned 
over. 

''Who's  goin'  to  he  the  preaelier  to-night?"  she 
whi>|)ere(l. 

A  flood  of  emotion  went  over  us  that  nearly  swept 
us  over  the  rail.  Poor  AnnI  Mury  \  II"  sjie  only 
knew!  But  we  had  kej)t  the  secret  well;  iJie  sur- 
prise would  \)v  overwhelnu'ng. 

"Wait  and  see,"  '\as  ail  wc  said. 

We  stole  two  or  tliree  glances  at  her  wliile  wailing 
for  those  services  to  hegin.  Her  face  was  deep- 
lined  with  tlie  care  and  the  struggle  she  had  ex- 
perienced. Her  red  hands  that  had  set  so  many 
personals  for  our  little  local  |)aper  were  distorted  out 
of  shape  with  the  y(>ars  of  labor;  they  were  now 
covered  with  !iew  black  gloves.  Bui  >he  was  gazing 
over  the  rail  with  llie  entranced  delight  of  a  child. 
^  Time  passed  (piickly.  We  liad  come  in  late. 
The  l)iggest  pipe  organ  in  America  —  or  in  the  world 
—  began  to  rumble  and  fill  lliat  tremendous  void  with 
music. 

Wlio  the  nn'nist(T  was  who  read  the  scripture  or 
who  the  dignitary  wJio  made  the  prayer,  we  do  not 
know.  It  tloesn't  matter.  Neither  did  the  leader 
of  the  music.  But  nn'ghtily  interested  indi  ed  wx-re 
we  when  three  men  mounted  the  chancel  and  took 
seats  in  the  high-backcnl  chairs  behincj  the  pulpit. 
For  in  the  center  of  them,  in  a  smooth,  sleek,  frock 
coat  wliich  fitted  his  stocky  and  somewhat  youthful 
figure  we  had  small  difficulty  in  recognizing  even 
from  that  height  Thomas  Purse  of  tlie  Parh-  Tele- 
graph office  and  the  poor  Purse  l*lace. 

It  was  after  eight  o'clock  when  one  of  the  last 
three  arose  to  announce  tlie  speaker  for  the  evening. 

Auul  Mary's  eyesight  had  not  been  keen  enough 
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to  rer'Oi;niz(>  Tom  from  tl)(>  hciVliI  and  the  tlist-inci 
as  we  had  doiu-.      So  >h('  MKhiciily  leaned  over. 

"What?"     she    demanded    in    a    hoarse 
"What  did  he  say  the  sju-aker's  name  was?' 

"He  said,  ^^ary,"  I  told  her  in  a  voice  T  did  not 
recof,mize  as  my  own,  "Jie  said  tlie  speaker  of  the 
evening,'  was    -  Mr.  —   Thomas  —  Purse  !" 

"Why  !  — why —  that's  the  name  of  my  hoy!" 
she  gasped. 

"Mary,"  we  said,  almost  fearful  of  the  result, 
''that  is  —  your  —  boi/  .'" 

Old  Aunt  Mary  drew  hack  and  for  one  long 
moment  became  rigid  as  though  turned  to  stone. 

"My  hoy  — my  boy  "\)m!"  she  cried.  It 
was  heard  all  over  our  part  of  the  gallery.  People 
craned  their  heads  in  our  direction, 

"Yes,"  I  replied. 

"He's  —  speaking  —  here  —  to-night.?  He's 
prcacliin'y" 

r,  "X^'"^'  ^I'^'y-  ^^  ^'<is  all  a  little  surprise  for  you. 
That's  why  we  brought  you  down.  Hush!  Tom, 
your  boy  Tom,  is  starting  his  address  !" 

Her  boy  ! 

Down  there  on  the  pinnacle,  facing  that  gigantic 
sea  of  human  faces,  with  the  vast  lights  overhead, 
the  vast  balcimies  and  galleries  around,  the  great 
organ  at  his  back,  that  stocky,  well-dressed,  fine- 
faced  man  down  there  on  the  pinnacle  addressing 
this  vast  assemblage  of  peoy)le  in  strong,  sure, 
steady  statements  was  her  boy  ! 

Her  gnarled,  misshapen  old  hantls,  made  only  to 
do  mother  work  and  to  hold  a  composing  stick, 
gripped  the  railing.  Her  care-furrowed  face  lookt^d 
iiovvii  Upon  him  liuusiixeu.  Her  eyes  were  iivid 
things. 
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Her  boy  ! 

Down  thoro  on  the  vast  pinnacle.  Ilu-  center  of 
that  Kreat  throng?,  the  focus  of  tliousancis  of  eyes  — 
was  Thomas  Purse  of  tjie  poor  Purse  JMace,  and  all 
this  cro\v(J  was  tlien-  to  hear  him  preacli,  ^  to  hear 
her  l)oy  preacli  !  Down  then-  was  Tliomas  Purse, 
the  boy  and  the  man  who  had  fou^'ht  and  con- 
quered and  won.  Down  there  was  the  lad  that 
by  sheer  merit  and  brains  and  the  blood  of  his 
mother  that  was  in  him  iiad  pounded  his  way  ip 
until  his  voice  and  Iiis  pen  were  conceded  to  rank 
among  those  mightiest  in  the  land.  And  he  was 
her  boy  !  —  and  he  was  preaching  ! 

It  must  have  come  to  Aunt  Mary,  as  she  sat  there 
in  those  next  few  moments  of  pitiful  delirium,  in 
another  world,  rigid  and  transfixed,  what  all  those 
long  years  meant   in   the  office  of  the   little  Paris 
Daily   Telegraph.     Long  dreary  days  when  she  had 
looked  forward  into  a  cheerless  future  and  done  her 
task  only  one  hour  at  a  time  for  the  sake  of  the 
domg     and     because     of    her     mother-love     which 
prompted  the  endeavor,    quiet  evening  hours  when 
she  had  bent  over  a  crib  where  a  little  bov  cried  and 
said:    "You  want  your  fatlier,  little  lad;    and  oh, 
dear  God,  I  .-int  him,  too";    hours  when  she  had 
worked  into  the  dark  and  soundless  midnights  mend- 
ing tiny  httle  jackets,  making  tiny  little  clothes,  sew- 
ing on  httle  buttons,  —  while  her  tears  blended  with 
the  stitches  and  she  could  not  see   her   needle    for 
them;    memories  of  the  day   when  his  father   had 
died  and  she  had  accepted  her  lot  with  the  noble 
philosophy  that   "troubles  are  sent   us  to  be  over- 

^1!^l"  """'^  '''^^^  ^^^  "'•''"^  somehow,  I  guess", 
vvhich  meant  she  would  shoulder  uncomnlaininf-lv 
the    double    burden;      monotonous,    backbreakFng 
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monll.s    a„.|   y.ars    w]„.„    ..lu>   l,,,!    worked   over   a 
Knn.y  typ.  <....  for  .1..  sake  of  th.  food  and     l.e 

cotho.sa,ul,i..,.,,.s.ndlJu.nu..or,uitio„wh^^^^ 

1 .'  resultant  money  ^-ould  provide;    ,1a vs  of  agonv 

when    ,ho   l.ad    uateluvj    tl.e    l)ov.s   m>   ont    of   2t  f' 

a;^UHltl..H-ndin,i.eroadl.ytk.^;n.:lf,^^^ 
days  when  .].e  had  uandere<l  through  the  r;on.s  of 

iost'T'"  I     •"■"'."'""  ;''"'    '"^'"^'^''^    ^^^^'    --    little 
ghosts  toddhn^.  abcna  the  le^^s  of  toy-.earred  tables 

M-n-r  ''\;"f "''  ''"  '^•"^^'  '""'^^  ^'-•^'  ^•-"^'  to  Aunt 
Mary  ni  that  greatest  of  all  nu.mer.ts,  that  wond  r- 
ful,  heart -pausin^r  ,„on,ent  when  s],e  l(,oked  over  the 
ed«e  oi  i.e  ln,d.  balcony  down  on  the  black? stocky 
hgure  who  was  of  (he  world  an<l  t],e  world's  bus  ness 
J^et  was  placn.^.  Jesus  the  Son  of  Marv,  the  M^n  of 
Sorrows  the  ..eatest  of  all  Statesn^en  C^J,;  t  the 
AL..ter.  forwanl  as  the  ,reat  pattern  on  whose  pre- 

tile  Mc  ssitudes  of  ages  and  of  peoples. 
Her  boy  !  ' 

he^d"  h"^fi!:t  "■' n  ''^'^  ''"'^^'  !^-^^  ->th  agony  and 
0}  h,.  new-born  nights.  She  it  had  been  who  felt 
for  h:m  n.  that  darkness  and  gathered  him  to  he 
;;-•"•  n.other-breast.  She  had  watclu.l  over  h  n 
hn>ugh  hours  of  feverish  childhood  slumber.  She 
had  mended  Ins  tattered  clothes  in  his  voung  school- 
days;  comforted  bin.  in  his  bo>ish  sorrows  ^tdvi'ed 

:^i  -Tn'    ^--^--''•>^'    high-school    We 

affa  r.     ^^nded  Inm  as  best  she  knew  into  ways  that 
led  to  honor  and  uprightness,  ^    as  it  was  given  he 
w.th  her  limited  advantages  to  know. 

.f  ^:!;^' !i:""^  ^^^  ^'-:  —  -  the  law  of  life  and 
"•  i-  v...^  ^,;,-  -.wat  nuiiu  over  tiirough  ah  ages  that 
have  ever  been  or  will  ever  come.     She  had  given 
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tlir  \h-s\  lliiil  was  iji  Jut,  and  he  had  K-ff  her  and 
fioiic  onl  lo  take  liis  place  in  tlic  Italtic  of  life  ainon^ 
men.  Hul  lliis  was  tJic  ^\ory  <»l'  it  :  llial  ho  had  not 
liffii  niitriic  to  her  whom  lie  had  left  in  l)oyi,-Ji 
lhoM|,dillrssn('ss  up  in  Now  Ennhuid's  hicak  Jiours 
ol'  twih>,dif.  He  had  loii^lit  a  nian's->izrd  fi<,'lit  and 
won  Ins  rcro^Miition.  He  was  h<T  son  !  And  wt> 
know  that  in  tliosc  nionu-nts  when  she  watched 
him  down  before  those  thousands.  Aunt  Mary 
came  into  tlie  blessing  of  her  Iieritage  throu^di  an 
emotion  th;a  is  known  by  no  other  save  the  motJier- 
heart.  It  was  her  ^'reat  and  all-consnnn'n^',  all- 
alleviating',  all-recom|)ensin<^  moment  of  i)ower  and 
glory,  -tile  greater  glory,  ///r  f/rcafrsf  glory,  of 
whose  width  and  breadth  and  depth  there  is  no 
telling. 

Wh(>n  it  was  over  we  got  her  o\\\  of  that  i)lace 
.someliow  and  down  those  cin-sed  flights  of  stairs. 
Out  in  the  street,  after  the  press  of  the  throng  and 
the  excitement,  tlie  body  that  had  given  so  nmch 
and  spent  so  nnicli,  broke  beneath  the  strain.  She 
fainted.  In  a  taxi  we  took  ]ier  hurriedly  to  lier 
hotel  and  summoned  a  physician. 

Hours  afterward  the  man  of  medicine  called  me 
aside. 

"  Has  this  woman  any  children  or  other  relatives  ?  " 
he  asked. 

We  told  him  that  she  had. 

"I  advise  you  to  call  them,"  he  said.  "Some- 
how, all  at  ojice,  her  system  has  given  out.  It's 
a  general  breakdown  and  c()ilai)se.  She  may  pull 
through   it;    she  may  go  ([uietly  and   without   any 

•'" ■  ;■"  ■   ■  ■_■ ^  ■  -  ■-••i''~  -•"■-^>    ".ixi  ii^ifj 

her.     It'ii  a  peculiar  case.     I  don't  understand  it." 


n,au..ulu,n-n,.Mnl,,.r..lMaryPur..assJu.  ha.l 
•   -'k   lor   us   u.    .1,,.   I,,,,,,,,,   ,,,,,„,,.. 

"""'I ''^'l    tiu'    lox,.-„mt,l,    u,t|,    ,,„„p   J,,.,.    ,.„ 
we   ;v'o   n..„.,„.,..  ,    „..    y<.un,L.,l.../t.,       hJ 
usf.     -•-vJu>na,|.n.M.||...|..,..hi..spa.,  ,1,.  Main 
^  Hv     ^  ..,,  u  .Hlou.s.  u<-  uIh>  .vnuMulM-n..)  tJ..    on" 

'H  KA-k.   Is  ami  Ivvo  u.vks  later  huric-d  hun  •    we 
^l.o  n-n.,MnlHMv,|   llu-  , ..other  in   whose  face  as  se 

ns,    and  who  IK..1  watel.e,l  one  l,v  one  tho.s    2 
^^^;-  1  'H-'   on  <.artl.  ,..  down   the  road  and  becon.e 

•mo  ,a(ritie.  ^  had  not  hern  in  vain 

^^^She  had  known  the  greater  .lory -the  greatest 

And  now  she  wanted  to  go  auj  tell  the  man  she 
had  lost  back  over  the  years. 
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A  DAV  iind  a  liall'  lalcr  I  he  Piirso  boys  began 
arriving'.  Tlu'r*'  came  a  nioiiicii;  that  ovciiiiif,'  that 
I  rati  JU'\('r.  never  l()i-<,'et. 

On  llif  rieli  brd  |;iy  the  frail  Ixuly  of  a  f)rokeii- 
(lowii  old  woiiiaii.  She  was  sallow  and  spent  and 
her  life  was  ehbin-,'.  And  about  tlial  l)ed  stood  six 
stalwart.  fuli-<^rown.  manly  men.  strong  men, 
men  who  were  doing  tlie  work  of  the  world,  clean- 
cut,  well-born,  firm-jawed  fellows. 

First  there  was  Tom,  wlio  stood  at  the  head  of  the 
bed  and  held  liis  mother's  hand.  Daily  through 
Ins  editorial  jjage  he  spoke  to  a  (piarter  million  men 
and  women  and  impressed  great  trut]is  ujmn  them 
with  a  prestige  and  power  exerted  by  no  pulpit. 

Next  came  Fred,  who  occupied  a  chair  in  an 
agricultural  university.  He  taught  men  how  to 
grasp  the  great  forces  of  nature  provided  by  the 
Creator,  and  with  aid  from  them  bring  forth  scien- 
tifically the  food  wherewith  to  feed  the  race. 

Beside  liim  was  Theodore,  the  man  who  wrestled 
witli  oilier  forces  of  nature  and  subdued  them  and 
compelled  them  to  do  his  bidding.  He  spanned 
.streams  for  human  conmierce.  He  laid  the  rails 
that   broijghl  civilization   into   the  far  places.     He 
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curr'uu]  fo  siirc.ss  -iv.,!  i,nV;,(  ,.,ii  pn.jrcls  so  ||,;,| 
w.itcr  was  l,n„.n|,|  h,  ..,ii.|  laii.k  .n,,!  |1„.  ,|,..,.,., 
[Iiron^'h  l„.s  \unul  an. I  l.mi,.  ua>  inadc  t„  I,|„..m.im 
like  n  tosr. 

On  III,.  .,tl„.,-  .i,|,.  ,,!•  ,|„.  |„.j  ^^.,.,.,.  ij;,,,,.,,.,,  ^,,,^1 
(..■..r-,-  ...n.l  DvMvv.  Mad,  m,;mi  was  ,„.  his  wav 
lowani  s,H(vs>.  I{„|  MK.st  <,r  all,  (lu-v  w.tc  first 
of  all  in.-ii,  rvs<.,ir(vli.!.  Ikmu-sI,  fcnvful  mru 
«'xp,>n.lin-  (hrir  liv.-s  ami  Ih.-ir  talents  for  liu- 
ncttcriiiciil   of  !lic  race. 

•^"''  ""•'■"'  ""  "'<■  l>«'«I.  lu-okcn  and  frail  and 
worn-oni  an. I  ..l,|.  jay  (lu-  nuv  fo  whom  th.-v  .,vv.'d 
(lu-n-  l.,.ni-  From  \wr  h.ins  fh.-v  ha. I  sprnnir  • 
trom  h,M-  travail  llu-y  ha.l  IVIt  that  first  sharp  stin^r 
ol  ifc  m  Ih.ir  nostrils,  i.y  Jkm-  ministrations  tlioy 
ha.l  iMvn  nurlun-.l  inf.)  mafntv  lit','  nntii  th.'v  stood 
—  the  omplrtc.j  prodnct  of  woman  ami  thr  \1- 
mi^dilw 

She  was  only  a  j)oor  .)l.|  woman,  spent  and  worn 
mid  almo.f  ,|on,>  witli  litV.  But  shr  was  not  a  failure 
i\()  woman  wJio  raises  one  ( liiM  or  a  dozen  -  and 
spcmls  J„.r  life  to  l.riuH'  oHut  liv.-s  to  maturity  and 
into  tJie  una-,- of  th.-  Creator  --  no  sncli  woman  is  a 
failure.  re,y:ar.ll,vss  how  humhie  mav  hive  Ixn-n  her 
lot  or  ,larl<  an. I  eru.-l  the  pathway  she  has  tro.ldon. 

At  len^tli  Ih,-  Ih.vs  with.hvw  into  Dexter's  bed- 
room across  fh,.  hall.  In  sih-nce.  with  looks  sheepish 
and  asJiame,!.  Ih.-y  <.n,„p,.,l  themselves  in  different 
attilu.les  about  Ih.ir  el.l.st  brotlier.  At  length  that 
eldest  brotlier  sp,,k,..      Hj^  voice  was  husky. 

"A  grateful  buiieh  of  fa  I -heads  we  six  are,  aren't 
we.''" 

"What  do  you  mean,  "grateful'.^" 
"How  long  since  you  wrote  mother  la^^t  or  sent 
her  any  money?" 
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"A  couple  of  months,  T  f^nics.s." 

"A  couple  of  months!  SufiVrin'  Moses!  Call 
yourself  a  son.     Bah  !" 

"How  lon<j  >inec  you  (li;l  ?" 

"Tliree  nionths,"  replied  Tom  honestly. 

*'Call  yourself  a  son?"  mimicked  Georf,'e. 

'*\o;  a  skunk  I"  said  the  eldest  .>on,e(|ually  honest. 

In  his  slow,  tliou^Jitful,  i)recise  way,  Frederick 
spoke  up. 

"1  guess  it  hasn't  heen  that  v  e  think  any  less  of 
mother  or  wer(>  un-^rateful.  But  mol.'ie/s  always 
a])pear(>(!  so  self-reliant  and  self-uii)i)ortin<,'  and 
efhcient  that  it's  never  come  home  to  us  hard  en()U<j,Ji 
that  she  was  human  and  could  <,n-uw  old  and  get 
played  out.  I  don't  know  as  I  ever  gave  it  much 
thought." 

"To  say  nothing,"  added  George,  "of  'oeing  so 
l)lo(miing  co!icent  rated  in  maki/ig  nood  at  our  ]o})s 
tluu  we  hadn't  much  time  tt)  give  to  associations 
of  the  past." 

Sdence,  scowls,  nuich  drumming  on  table  tops 
with  Hnger  tijjs.  Riehard  hiJ  the  tij)  off  a  cigar 
sa\agely. 

"My  God,  fellows,"  cried  Tom,  "mother's  fifty- 
seven;  fifty-seven  only;  and  she's  old  !  SJie  looks 
.eventy.  We're  a  hunch  of  cads,  the  whole  kilx.  Jle 
of  us.     Damnn't  !" 

Tlie  broth(>rs  took  the  censure  without  protest. 

"What's  lier  life  heen  .2"  demanded  Tom.  "She 
came  off  the  farm  and  married  dad.  And  they  were 
poo'-er  than  scrul)  whites  and  had  to  furnish  their 
home  on  instalments.  She  had  this  holy-rolling 
hunch  of  roughnecks  one  hy  one  that  tird  hVi-  down 
and  took  away  lur  look>  and  her  womanhood  and 
made  her  old  evin  before  daii  died.     And  then  she 
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lost  hi.n      W,.  ,n.  „M  ,.nnu«l,  now  („  rvnUzc  what 
.>  u-  tacrd,  the  inoini,,-  shv  rv(iin,(.,l  to  hcv  plafv  in 

u"  nrwsj.ap.T  (,ffi(v  f„  fi.r|,t  |1,<.  |,.,.n,.  ^,f  uj..  f^^^ 
t hoMKlitlcss  scnn  lik(>  oinsclvos.  And  think  of  the 
stunt  shcvspnt  ovvr  sinrr !  Hoys,  docs  it  strike 
you  that  this  is  the  first  time  to  our  knowh'dge  that 
motiier  s  been  to  \,>w  ^'ork  in  her  JitVr" 

"Go  on  !  —  rub  it  in  !"'  prompted  Ted. 

"Fellows,"  eoneiude.i  Tom  (,•  :ckly  because  he 
could  not  <^o  on,  -it's  up  to  us  to  see  that  she  spends 
tile  rest  oi  lu-r  days  in  joy-ridin^r.  if,  ,  ,^  ^^^  ^^ 
neJp  her  make  up  lor  lost  time  " 

'TIow?" 

"  Here's  niy  shar,. :  \  wec^k  ^r^o  the  paper  wanted 
to  scud  me  to  LuroF)e  to  <rr[  a  line  on  international 
pol...es.  I  turned  ,t  ,iown  b.vausc-  Lily  couldn't 
lj;ave  he.  enpplcJ  sister.  I  had  no  heart  to  go  alon<>. 
llie  papers  s(>ndm-  Ui<:gms.  H„t  hen^'s  where 
Ihggms  -rfs  a  .lisappointment.  I'm  Koiu- 
Lurope  -and  by  (Jod.  n.other's  going  with  mvV 
At  her  a^'e."'"' 

"What  about  her  ngr?  She's  only  fiftv-seven. 
Ail  mot  lu>r  wants  .s  a  restin^^  sp,>ll  -  and  a  chance  to 
come  back. 

"Go  in  and  lc!l  her  so,"  ord.-red  (n-or^^..  "Mavbe 
It  II  lieip  her  lo  recover." 

Tom  left  the  roon,  to  talk  it  oxvr  with  his  mother. 
As  he  closed  the  door  nc-hind  him.  hv  came  facv  to 
ace  with  a  stran^'e  woman.  .Sh,-  was  ilu-ssvd  in  a 
^n^'  heavy  coat  and  a  hat  of  ,.,r^..ous  n>d  plu>h. 
Her  t,  .lures  uvre  burned  out  and  ohk  her  eves  tind 
Soniethm,    ail^-d    her    bps;     she    could    not    speak 

-I'm  looking'  '•  r  two-(iffy-seven."  she  said. 
Uliatdoyu     .vani  with  two-tiflv 


o 


■-seven?" 
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••I  just  heard  a  story  up  in  .Mauliatlau  Tahornacle 
that  Tom  Purse's  mother  was  iu  the  crowd  there 
tiie  other  ui^dif  and  fainted.  A  policeman  told  me 
she  was  hrou.ifhl  here." 

"She  was.     IJnl  yon  can't  s.  e  her." 

"But  I  must  see  her." 

"Who  are  you  ?"' 

Sh(>  told  him.  hut  the  name  made  little  or  no 
impression  on  him.  "I  knew  your  mother  when 
we  were  <,'irls  uj)  in  VctukmU  lo^vther.  We  were 
chums,  she  and  I,"  said  Ihe  woman. 

"Wiiat  do  you  want  with  niy  mollier  just  now.?" 

"T  want  to  visit  her.  f  want  lo  tell  her  some- 
thin'." 

"Von  can't  do  it;    she's  ill!"  said  the  son  de- 
terminedly. 
"IJadlv'ill?" 
"Yes.  ' 

"She's  —  liable  —  to  —  die?" 
1  es. 

The  woman's  eyes  stared  at  him  l)lankly  for  a 
n^<>'\'*'"'-  Her  crii)p'>-(!  ii[)s  formed  a  small  round 
'  V/l     "^''<'  oiiKlitii'l   !o  die  witiioul  knowing'." 

"Knowing'  what  ?" 

''I  couhln't  e.xplam  so  you'd  a[)preciate.  Listen! 
Will  she  live  throu«:h  the  niyht?" 

"  ^^e        h(/pe  —  so  I" 

The  woman  hacked  away,  turnetl,  started  swiftly 
for  the  elevator.  "I'll  he  hack!"  she  called.  "1 
must  ^o  to  my  apartment." 

Tom  wen;  in  to  his  mother. 

Half  an  hour  later  came  a  tap  at  the  docM-.  The 
nurse  answcHMl  the  sununons. 

'  Tliere's  a  woman  out  here  says  she  must  sec 
you,  Mr.  Purse." 
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Tom  -vvent  out.     Tlic  woman  with  the  red  plush 
hilt  was  there  again. 

"Is  slie  any  helt(>r,  Mr.  Purse?" 

"A  bit— yes." 

"But  I  oaiVt  see  her?" 

"No. 

"If  she  wakes  up  and  recognizes  things,  will  you 
give  her  this  note?" 

"Perhaps.     It  depends  on  her  condition.     What's 
in  it?"' 

"I  lieard  your  speech.     It's  sort  of  a  surrender  " 
"My  speech?" 

*'  XT  I  1     *  i  *» 

INo;   tins  note. 
The     nurs(>     called     to     him.     "Your     mother's 
whispering   your   name,    Mr.    Purse.     You'd    l)etter 
come." 

Tom  thrust  tlie  hig  square  envelope  into  his 
pocket  where  it  crumpled  and  was  imniediatelv 
forgotten. 

The  woman  in  the  red  plush  hat  avoided  the  ele- 
vator. She  went  slowly  down  the  stairs,  —  as  one 
who  had  been  cast  out. 


The  wom;;n  in  the  rod  plush  hat,  with  the  tired 
eyes,  waiked  the  hard  pavements  in  the  cold  spring 
ram.  The  rain  in  the  country  is  sweet  and  sad? 
It  awakens  a  hundred  fragrant  odors  from  shrubs 
and  sod.  But  the  rain  in  the  city  is  raw  and  heart- 
less and  patters  down  like  a  curse  and  a  scourge, 
a  reproc;  from  the  Creator  that  the  cities  are  foul 
and  an  abomination  unto  Ilim. 

The  woman  walked  the  street:-  of  the  citv  Ixmeath 
this  rain  that  was  slowly  bedrasrgling  the  hat  and  the 


1. on-gray  hair.     At  length  she  came  t 


and  drinking  —  place  that  sh«.  kn 


o  an  eating 


ew  and  she  turned 
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inside.  And  as  slu-  lunicd  inside,  a  rnoiii-catcn  little 
poodle  of  a  man  who  had  been  >laii<lin^'  in  a  near-hy 
doorway,  reeo^nized  her  and  trolled  al'ter  to  over- 
take her.  He  went  inside  also  and  snnrked  at  her. 
Half-a[)olo^'etieally,  he  fidgeted  himself  abont  until 
she  noticed  him. 

"Hello,  (ieorgiel  You  following  me  'round 
afjain.'  Come  on  in  and  have  something'.  (leor^fe. 
Come  and  keep  me  compain-  because  I  wish  I  was 
dead." 

It  was  just  what  the  little  poodle  of  a  man  had 
wildly  hoped  for.  ^faybe  if  Mibl)  imbibed  the 
ai)proi)riate  number  of  drinks  she  would  become 
generous  as  she  had  at  sundry  times  in  the  past, 
and  loan  him  five  so  he  could  go  back  and  get 
another  week's  bed  and  board. 

"Lost  yer  jol),  Mibb.^"  asked  the  threadbare 
little  man.  He  sat  opposite  her.  his  little  rounded 
shoulders  hunched  up,  his  tlnnubs  together  on  the 
table's  edge,  in  his  buttonhole  a  willed,  ragg<d 
nosegay. 

"No;    something  worse  than  my  job,  (Jeorg(>." 
"What  could  be  worsen  your  job  to  lose,  Mibi).^" 
"My  soul,  (Jeorge,  my  soul,  my  soul!" 
He  looked  at  Mibb.  trying  to  get  his  cue.      Was 
she  facetious  or  alrea<ly   intoxicati-d  or  was  she  in 
earnest.^     He  concluded  she  was  indulging  in  grim 
jest. 

"And  when  did  you  lose  this  soul  o'  vour'n, 
Mibb.»" 

"\ears  and  years  ago,  George.  Years  and  years 
ago  when  I  was  young  and  handsome." 

George  smirked. 

"You're  pretty  and  handsome  now,  Mibb."  Thus 
did  he  hope  to  wheedle  the  five. 
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iiss. 


'orge, 


"Prciixaiul  luuidsoiiu- ?     Don't  bean 
rnii..)l  in  I  he.    ocmI  Tor  il  ln-iii^rlil."' 

"If  y<Mi  ;iin't  i)rcttyan(l  liaii(l>oin(',  what  are  yo'i  ?" 

I'm  ;t  ijrcasy,  hiirnci;   »ut,  old  woman  with  a  h(>art 

\\kc  a  pcniui!     ind  a  face  tliat  show>  plainly  cnouj^di 

she's  <,'o:ic  the  pace  and  is  paying  the  price.      That's 


wJia 


t   I 


am 


ou 


a  woman 


1 


1 


x'gan  deorge 


m   iiot   a   woman  —  I'm  onlv   femal 


M 


ivoe 


M 


ly- 


I  howed  some  traces  of  being  a  woman  once 
he  r  conid  have  hfccnie  a  woman  if  I'd  had  a  l)etter 
bringing  up  and  not  been  m)  (iod-dimned  selfish. 
But  I  bungled  I  he  job  of  life  and  I  see  it  now  and  I 
thiidv  I'm  going  to  get  drunk.  If  you  don't 
want    to    miss    it,  sit    Wiit 


watch  mc  ossify  ! 


•re   you    are,  (leorge,   and 


Hut  Mabel, 
1) 


mv  dear 


e 


on 


dear    nn 


I 


Vou 


me.      Xobodv  ever  dear 


want  something  out  of 


want   favor 


Ti 


a  selfish  woman  unless  they 


( 


le 


'rtre 


I  k 


lere  s  gomg   to   be  a   funera 


he 


now  a   woman  who's  goiu'  to  burv  1 


re, 

UT 


.sorrows  and  heartach(>  in  boo/e.    Hold  aeofhn  handle 
Georgt'.      It  will  be  rntertainini'!  " 


TJui,    Mabel 


You'll  lose  your  job 


really,    you    mustri't,    you    know 


L 


>se  my  job!     And  what  o'  that?     What's  th( 


loss  of  a  job  beside  the  tl 


un<! 


I 


What 


ye  los: 


lave  you  lost,  esj)eeially,  Mabel.'' 


What     liav(>     I     lost 


^■ou  w 


tell 

hood  and  mv  fut 


('sneeiailv 


.  V 


List 


hat  I've  lost  espcci 


lilv 


en,    I'll 
I've  lost  my  girl 


ure;  Lve  Iom  the  regard  of  respect- 
able people  and  a  birthright  of  honor.  I've  lost  the 
love  of  one  of  tlii>  finrsi  men  (nxl  ever  made,  sort  of  a 
silly  grinning  fellow  but  with  a  heart  as  good  as  gold 
and  out  of  whom  I  could  have  made  a  man,  and  a 
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liii>l)<iii(l  ulioM  Itc  wil'ii  iiic  now  ;in(l  make  my  last 
(lays  liajjpy.  I've  l()>l  a  fine  home  and  IriciKls  and 
the  tliinjfs  I  hat  money  can't  buy.  and  I've  lost  ii 
fortune  also.  I've  lost  hahy  arms  around  my  neck 
and  danij)  l)al)V  kisses  on  my  lips.  I've  lost  the 
blessings  of  little  children  growing  up  around  me, 
(ieorge  !  and  the  joy  of  care-->ing  their  humps  and 
softening  their  trageditvs  and  healing  their  bruises. 
rv(>  lost — (io(II--what  haven't  I  lost!  —  I've 
lost  the  glory  of  reaching  times  that  I've  reached  now, 
to-night,  and  not  a  single  man  to  tower  over  my 
shoulder  and  call  me  —  mother —  and  stand  around 
with  his  brothers  besidf  my  bed  and  pray  to  (lod,  if 
there  is  one.  tliat  my  life  may  be  spared  for  the  sake 
of  what  J  mean  to  some  one.  Thai's  what  I've 
lost,  ee-specially,  (Jeorge.  and  I  only  want  to  forget 
my  troubles  and  be  carried  back  in  fancy  to  my  girl- 
hood in  a  little  Xew  England  town  agai.i  !" 

The  waiter  came  up.  Mibb  ordiTcd  wine.  George 
raised  his  stui)t)y  litlle  hands  to  i)rotest.  But  a  bit 
hysterically  she  laughed  him  down. 

"And  why  have  I  lost  it.  (leorge  —  why  have  I 
lo.st  all  those  things.^  I'll  tell  you.  George,  Because 
I  was  too  ('amned  afraid  tliat  I'd  do  somethin'  for 
other  folks  that'd  interfere  with  my  blessed  iiappiness 
or  spoil  my  shape.  Because  I  was  brouglit  up  by  a 
hellion  that  should  have  been  covered  with  black 
blotcties  from  a  harness  tug  for  teaching  me  that  a 
woinan's  place  in  life  was  to  go  aroimd  with  a  shifFed 
club  in  her  skirls  loaded  lo  the  point  of  exjjiosion 
because  some  man  might  be  freadin'  on  her  rights. 
By  God  !  Itights  1  All  the  rights  most  of  the  women 
nowadays  need  is  the  right  to  have  their  hearts  Jjroken 
and  their  souls  all  mangled  and  cut  up  so's  they  can 
know  the  meaning  of  f(  How  Feeling  and  home  love  and 
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sympathy.  Rcrnusc  wlicn  a  woman's  a  woman  first 
anfl  other  lhiiif,'s  afterward,  (icorge,  she  doesn't 
need  to  worry  none  about  her  rights.  She'll  get  her 
right;.,  ail  right,  without  hiring  any  halls  or  buying 
any  l)rass  hands  or  breaking  up  homes  or  going  out 
and  grabbing  a  man's  pay  envelofM' !" 

The  waiter  came  with  the  drinks  and  Mibb  took 
thre<'  at  once.  Promptly  she  became  still  more 
hysterical. 

"Look  at  me,  Cieorge !  You'd  never  think  I'd 
ever  have  been  a  famous  lady,  wouhl  you,  (ieorge.^ 
You'd  never  think  I'd  come  from  a  sweet,  pure,  little 
town  up  in  the  hills  of  New  England  and  been  mar- 
ried to  a  good  man  \^itli  money  enough  once  to  buy 
this  street  ?  You'd  never  think  I'd  had  a  home  with 
fourteen  rooms  and  three  baths  and  a  lawn  where  you 
could  hold  a  moving-picture  carnival?  Never  think 
I'd  been  to  Europe  four  times  and  spent  more  money 
on  jewelry  in  a  week  than  I'll  earn  now  for  the  rest 
of  my  life.'  Never  thin!:  all  those  things,  would  you, 
George.^  I'm  a  beauty  now.  ain't  I  (ieorge.'  I've 
a  face  like  a  pan  of  dough  and  a  shape  like  a  bundle 
of  iniquity!  I've  got  a  home  that  stinks  of  straw 
matting  and  .sloi>s,  jjiid  jewelry  now  that  Woolworth 
lays  in  by  the  ton.  I've  got  all  the  happiness  out  of 
life  that  life  has  to  give,  excepting  the  happiness  that 
comes  from  -acrifice  and  repression  and  generosity. 
I've  been  thirty  years  carefully  avoiding  the  un- 
pleasant things  in  life  —  and  met  suddenly  the  brink 
of  the  precipice  that  yawns  down  into  the  chasms  of 
abandon  ! " 

Tlie  frayed  poodle  watclit  d  hei  furtively;  he  began 
to  dismiss  thoughts  of  getting  that  five  with  Mibb 
in  such  a  state  and  momentarily  growing  worse. 

"It's  all  right  to  have  a  good  time  while  you're 
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youn^',    Cc()r<,'(>!     It's   smarl    lo  cill    iln-  ;,rir|s   wlio 
marry  tor  love  jiiid  sdllc  down  (|iii.'tly  into  lioiiics 
'slow',  and  lan<,'liat  llicin  for  hcinn c,,,,!,.,,!  I,,  strii<rvlc 
oil  with  only  fiflccn  a  week  in   llu>  man's  envelope. 
It's  (|nite  the  proper  (hin<,'  lo  avoi.l  having'  hahies  and 
keeping'  your  fi<,'ure  and   follow   lli."  styles  and   live 
generally  on  |1h>  up[)er  crust  while  olhers  are  growing 
careworn  and  anxious-eyed  wilh  I  he  sirnggle  and  the 
worry.      It's   all    right        for   a    lime,   (ieorge!     Hut 
it's  all  a  m(>ss  of  tinsel  and  niumniery  and  a  had  taste 
ill  your  month,  the  morning  afler.  (Jeorge.     There's 
old    agt>    to   \)v    reckoned    wilh;    lhen-'>    lime    to    he 
taken  into  consichTatioii.     And   lime  asks  its  j)onnd 
of  flesh  and  the  years  lind  your  pals  all  gone.     And 
the    nigh's   an^    (|uiel    and    lonely,    deorge.    ;ind    the 
days  (Irag  by  in  a  mockery.     Oh.  (iod  !  Cod  I  (lod  ! 
I'd  give  mor(«  for  one  racked,  hvi.sled,  furrowed-faced, 
gnarled-fingered,  sock-dariu'i-      foo<l-cookin',    h\nin- 
.singin'  old  woman  reachiu'  Ih.-  Kmply  ^ears  at  last 
>'ut  Witr,  ,i(T  hrats  grov.t;  up  around  h.-r  'w'n  strotu' 
men  and  gentl(>  women,  than  all  I  he  silver-. lipperecj^ 
low-necked.  fi/zl<>-headcd  missies  you  can   lind   fmni 
Grant's  Tomh  to  Howlin'  (in  en  !" 

"Don't,  Mil)l).  You're  crossin' your  drinks  bud, 
by  orderin'  that." 

"Let  me  alone,  George!  I  know  wliat  I'm  doin'. 
About  thirty  years  ago  to-night,  it  was,  I  made  a 
bet  with  Mary  Pursi-  that  I'd  beat  h»'r  hands  down 
at  the  game  of  matrimony  when  each  of  us  were  fifty- 
seven.     I  made  that  l)et,  (W-orge.      Hul   I've  lost  k. 


I've   had 


my  fling. 


(J 


e(irge.      I've   had   niv  'riylits.' 


I've  b-en  entitled  to  live  my  own  life  in  :nv  own  way 
and  1  ve  done  it.  And  it's  gall  in  my  heart,  G-.>orge, 
—  it's  wormwood  in  my  soul  !" 

Her  voice  had  become    high    and    wild.     People 
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turned  and  slan-d.  (ic()r<i('  ^a\v  his  opportunity  was 
lost  and  slipped  away.  At  the  cashier's  desk  a  man 
sunuiioiied  a  Iturly  waiter. 

'"J'liat's  (•nou|,di  of  that,  over  there  at  the  corner 
tahle.      This  is  a  respeetable  place,  Zelf !" 

"It's  a  down-and-outer  trying  to  tell  the  world  the 
sad  story  of  her  past  life." 

"(lO  over  and  tell  her  to  take  a  walk." 

The  waiter  came  across  to  Mahel.  lie  said  harsli 
tilings  to  her;  he  made  it  all  too  plain  how  undesir- 
aUle  was  her  patronage. 

"I  know.  I  know,"  she  said  hrokiMily,  wearily. 
And  her  hard,  liri'-d,  worldly  face  was  wet  with  tears. 
"I've  got  a  little  motuy  left.  I'll  go  back  to  Pari.s 
to-night." 

The  waiter  scratched  his  head  when  she  had  gone 
out,  rather  unsteadily,  a  wandering,  lone,  ageing, 
broken,  pathetic  figure. 

"Now  vvhat  did  she  mean  by  Paris,  to-night.'" 
he  demanded.  "  She  ain't  no  Fronchie;  I'll  bet  my 
envelope  upon  il!" 


CHAPTER   VI 


In  WTTirn  ax  Axoki.  Hovkhs  Auhii.e  Over  Eartfi 
AM)  Bkholds  a  STi<A\(ii':  "^Kiiir  and  Skjus  and 
Then  (ioks  on  A(iAi\  Anoi  r  Irs  lii  >im;s.s. 

But  th('n>  wore  many  uct-ks  Ix-lorc  .sli(>  ramc  hack 
to  Paris. 

Mil)l)  IIcn'l(Tson  alij^liicil  on  our  station  i)lall'orin 
from  111*'  four  o'clock  train  wiiicli  liad  l)rouf,'lit  her 
up  1  lie  valley.  She  had  mane  I  lie  trip  in  a  day-coacli  : 
her  only  l)a<^-^'af,'('  was  a  small  Mack  valise. 

No  one  recoynized  her;  few  indee(l  there  are  amon^ 
presenl-day  Parisians  who  h;i\-e  lived  loti^' enou^di  in 
one  place,  in  this  one  town,  to  know  the  prodigals 
when  they  return.  Cncle  Joe  Fodder,  driving 
his  depot  hack.  knew.  i*erhaps  for  thai  reason  she 
avoided  him.  She  did  not  take  a  carriage  uj)  to  the 
business  section.  She  walked  up  slowly,  as  though  at 
last  there  were  no  need  for  hurry.  no  need  for 
hurry  ever  again.  She  had  no  place  to  reach.  She 
had  just  —  come  home. 

She  was  still  stylishly  dressed.  The  smart  jiat 
concealed  tlie  iron  gray  hair.  The  modish  veil  with 
its  field  of  black  polk;i-dots  hid  the  telltale  wrinkles 
and  traces  of  cosmetics.  Sli(>  was  yet  a  wi-U-built 
wonum  and  indeinl  would  pass  as  far  younger  than 
the  Paris  of  yesteryear  knew  her  to  be.  I>ut  Mibb 
was  old;  somehow  as  she  walked  u[)  Depot  Street  to 
Main  she  was  t)roken  and  burned  out  and  bowed. 
She  made  a  pathetic  figure  as  she  came  up  Depot 
Street  in  the  soft  afternoon  of  a  late  >pring. 
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n  slic  ^'(,1  lip  |,>  Main  Sircrl  ,li,.  s|()|)|)(.,|  frc- 
<|U(Mitly  on  tlic  (•()rricr>  ;i>  llion^'li  iitHlccidcd  ulicrc  Ut 
K"  or  ulijit  l(»  do.      Itciicliiii^r  the  taxi  stand  in  front 


of 
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I' 


iirrr 


<|iji 


•kl 


UMcli  an< 


Hind 


iM^'a  driver  uliose 


ICC  was 


>lran^'c,  ^\u-  sntl'crcd  liiin  lo  put  Iut  ha^'  in 
his  machine  and  slie  clinilxd  in  iIk-  |,;,(k  under  tlic 
auto  f Of)  which  partly  hid  her  i(h-ntit\-  fr(*in  those  who 
nn'Kht  icco^ni/e  li.r.  A  f.-w  years  Ix'forc  there  wouhl 
have  Keen  no  >uch  attempt  to  keep  her  vi>it  private. 


SI 


ic  would  liave  ^one  up  Alain  Street   as  I'nch-  J 


M; 


Fochler  ha(| 


loe 


once  exprcssec 


I   it 


wit 


I  a 


II   t 


ic  i)omp 
at 


and  importance  of  a  fat  washdady  in  the  hack  m.,. 
of  a  new  Ford."  Hut  Mil,|,'s  >lar  had  set  now, 
And  Mil. I)  knew  tliat  it  had  set.     All  si 


tofi 


!<•  wan 


ted 


was 


ee  away  to  a  f|uiet   place  somewhere  like  a  tired 


(ud  perhaps  wounded  animal;   let  nature  heal  Ih 


ose 


wounds,     ^'es.  Mihh  was  very  tired.     Pitiful  w, 

soul's  yearning  for  Alsatia. 

"Where  to?"  asked  the  chaufFeiir. 

''Take  me  out  to  the  l*urse  I'lace  on  Cobb  Hill." 

The  driver  started   his   en<,'ine    and    Mihb    went 

throu^'h  town  wit  I 


I  no  one  tt)  see;  no  one  to  care 


1  he   car   was    but    a    few    inonients   coverinu   tl 


ground  that  in  a  far-olF  1 


lappier  year  had  seemed  an 


ow    sma 


11 


and 


afternoon's     journey     to     reach.      II 
scrubby  th«'  little  town  was.  after  all! 

It  turned  around  the  corner  by  the  bridge;  it 
climbed  the  long,  sandy  grade;  the  raspberry  and 
blackberry  vines  brushed  its  dusty  sides  as  it  skirted 
the  road  along  the  stone  wall  l)anked  with  lurch 
and  dwarf  willows  and  sumach,  and  hiding  tl 
Purse  Place  from  si^ht.  With  dextt 
headed  up  into  the  yard  with  'ts  short- 
behind  the  old  st 


es 


le  poor 

rous   twist   it 

cropped  grass, 

one  wall  where  the  sweep  had  once 


stood  but  banked  now  by   the  fragrant  lilacs  and 
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shrul)1)i'ry  of  [\\v  wild  roses,  tlie  yard  where  there 
were  no  rami  iiiiplenietits  I\iii<f  around  and  wlure  a 
fence  rail  was  wed^'ed  iirinly  a^'ainsf  tlu  rusly  red 
doors  of  an  empty  barn. 

She  ali^dited  from  the  car.  It  waite«l  for  her  with 
its  enj^'ine  running,'.  She  went  up  the  two  hrown  fiaj,' 
steps  and  knocked  on  the  panels. 

The  raps  of  her  knuckles  soundecl  like  tl  nmps 
on  a  coffin.  She  tried  th(>  split  and  shriven  door. 
It  was  locked. 

"I  f^uess  —  there's  no  one  home  "  she  faltered. 

No  one  home  indeed.      Poor  Mihh  ! 

"I  could  o'  told  you  that  in  the  first  place,"  replied 
the  tlriver.  "I  didn't  know  hut  what  you'd  l)()u^dit 
the  place,  or  somelhin':  that's  why  I  didn't  say 
nuthin'." 

"Doesn't  Mrs.  Purse  live  here  any  longer .^  She 
isn't  dead  ?" 

"Naw;  she  held  an  auction  last  week  and  W(Mit  to 
liv(^  with  Aunt  Julia  Farrin^ton  down  in  the  village." 

Mihl)  swayed  wearily  on  the  doorstep. 

"Take  my  hag  and  leave  it  at  the  Whitney  Hou^e. 
How  much  do  I  owe  you  ?     I'll  walk  back." 

Slu>  ])aid  her  tariff.  The  car  Itacked  out  and 
headed  for  the  village.  When  th.cvsoft  chuf-cliuf-chnf 
of  its  engine  had  grown  fainter  and  faint(>r  until  it 
died  away  to  nothing,  she  was  alone  on*^  tliere  in 
front  of  (he  abandoned  house  in  the  long  slanting 
hours  of  ''losing  day.  Somehow  >lie  felt  as  if  she  had 
been  abandoned  too,  like  tJie  old  place  brooding  now 
in  the  >inking  sun. 

After  a  while  she  walked  slowly  from  the  yard. 
Her  loneliness  seemed  greater  than  it  had  ever  seemed 
before,  —  not  to  find  Marv  Purse  in  the  old  Purse 
Place. 
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She  started  slowly  down  the  hill.  Baker's  meadow 
over  the  way  that  used  to  be  the  finest  mowing  any- 
where around  Paris,  was  not  coming  up  virile  and  green. 
The  grass  was  red  and  thin  and  sickly  and  filled  with 
devil's  paintbrusJi.  The  old  Squire's  place  was  gone  ; 
two  hoary  elm  trees,  green  with  scale,  stood  sentinel 
now  over  a  cellar  hole  and  heaps  of  senile  yellow 
brick  and  stumps  of  a  fireplace;  tlu  Squire's  house 
burned  down  in  the  winter  of  '97.  The  grove  of 
chestnut  trees  in  Cogswell's'  pasture  had  been  cut 
down  these  many  years  and  likewise  had  the  big 
beechnut  tree  gone  from  the  eastern  end  of  the 
bridge.  And  the  bridge  itself  was  no  longer  the  pic- 
turesque covered  affair  of  thirty-odd  years  before.  It 
was  a  trim  business-like  affair  of  white  iron  thrown 
across  the  stream  in  nineteen  hundred  after  the  freshet 
of  the  previous  winter  had  made  the  old  one  dan- 
gerous. 

"Oh,  it's  changed  so ;  it's  —  all  —  changed  —  so  ! 
If  it  wasn't  for  the  old  Purse  Place  and  the  hills,  I'd 
hardly  know  it  was  the  same,"  she  said. 

She  crossed  the  bridge  with  a  heavy  heart.  The 
location  at  the  eastern  end  of  Main  Street  where  once 
her  father's  house  had  stood  had  been  absorbed  for 
ten  years  by  the  increasing  areas  of  the  Process 
works. 

"Thank  God  that's  gone!"  she  whispered.  "I 
could  have  stood  most  anytliing  but  to  see  the  old 
place  again  as  it  used  to  be  when  I  was  happy  at 
home  with  Ma  and  the  boarders  !" 

Slie  filially  reached  the  point  where  Pine  Street 
bisects  Main.  At  the  southern  end  of  Pine  Street 
there  is  a  little  slope  that  comes  out  overlooking 
the  river.  On  this  strelch  between  road  and  river  on 
the  southeast  corner  of  the  village,  there  is  a  little 
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plot  of  grasy-choketl  land  we've  come  to  call  "the 
cemetery  on  the  hill." 

Something  turned  Mibb's  .steps  that  way.  She 
had  nowhere  else  to  go.  \Miy  „ot  up  into  the  grave- 
yard where  lay  sleeping  the  loved  ones  of  other 
years  .^ 

A  beautiful  afterglow  was  over  the  world  as  she 
entered  the  cemetery  and  moved  down  among  the 
grav(>s.  Ilalf-fearfully  she  searched  the  tomb- 
stones, y  I  morbidly  hungry  for  what  they  might 
disclose.  * 

She  came  on  her  father's  and  mother's  grave  so 
suddenly  that  the  bold  inscriptions  of  the  familiar 
name  startled  her.  It  was  marked  by  a  small  white 
.shatt  ot  granite  with  the  one  word  "Henderson" 
upon  tlie  base.  On  one  side  was  a  headstone  with 
her  father's  name.  On  the  opposite  side  her 
mother  s, 

"Poor  pa  and  ma,"  she  thought.  "Even  in  death 
something  had  to  divide  you,  didn't  it,  evf  n  if  it's 
only  the  monument."  But  strange  to  say  she  did  not 
feel  so  badly  over  the  sight  of  those  gra^-es  as  she  did 
over  those  fnen.ls  of  her  carefree  girlhood  who  had 
been  her  boon  companions.  And  when  this  realiza- 
tion cam<>  to  her,  came  ;dso  the  words  of  Dick 
Robinson  a  few  months  l,efore,  about  her  mother's 
lack  of  maternity  which  had  been  partly  responsible 
tor  the  woman  she  had  grown  to  be.  And  for  a 
moment  a  fierce  wild  hatred  filled  her. 

But  the  resentment  left  her  when  gazing  over  be- 
hind  her  family  plot,  an<l  off  to  the  left,  she  saw  a  last 
year  s  grave  with  a  brand  new  headstone  that  stuck 
out  among  the  lazy  sleepy  old  stones  like  a  mansion 
among  the  dwellings  of  paupers.  She  drew  near 
ieuriuiiy  and  read  : 
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HERBERT   PEASE   TRIMAN 

Bf'Ioved  Soil  and  Husband 

D''i)arted  this  Life 

In  {Jic  Eifty-cio-lilh 

Year  of  His  Age 

Beloved    son    and    linsl)and !     Beloved 


husband  ! 


son    an( 


"Gone,  gone,  (liey're  all  gone,  —  those  thai  might 
have  cared  for  nie,"  she  cried  softlv  and  brokenlv. 


'And  those  that  1 


laven't  gone,  those  that  are  livi 


n<' 


they  do  not  —  cannot  —  care  !     Oh  the  bitterness  of 


it 


Upon  the  grave  of  her  husbanci  chance  had  d( 


posited  an  old  tin  can,  battered  and  rusfv  and 


fa 


ne 


pro- 


With    a    choke    in    her   throat    iVIil)b    leaned 


tenderly  over.     She  lifted  it  a 


wav 


SI 


le  was 


to  cast  the  thin<;'  of  d 


about 


esecration  from  her  when  sh( 


paused.     The  receptacle    was  half    filled    with 


ram 


water 


Herbert  !  Herbert  !  Herbert  !  I  killed 


I  killed  you  !  I  killed 


vou 


Ik 


now 


you  as  sure  as  though  I  had  r 


un 
a  knife  in  your  heart.  But  T  am  sorry, lb  rbert  !  And 
if  I  could  go  back,  be  with  you  just  through  one 
evening  again.  I'd  lake  you  into  my  starved  and 
lonely  and  foolish  soul  in  a  way  that  would  make 
you  a  man!  Beloved  husband.^  Yes,  Herbert 
yes  ! 

She  crossed  over  to  the  near-by  stone  wall.  A 
clump  of  wild  roses  was  growing  there.  Carefiilly, 
tearfully,  she  gathered  a  handful  of  the  limp  sweet 
flowers,  and  carried  them  back.  Then  with  a  tender- 
ness she  had  never  employed  in  doing  any  other 
earthly  tiling,  she  settled  the  otiering  on  the  hus- 
band's grave. 
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\n(l  an  arifivK  wnfliuf,'  its  way  wilh  wirifrs  as  soft 
as  air,  over  that  am-  of  tlu>  <l(>a(l  on  lliat  pcacrtul 
Spring  twilight ,  saw  the  thing  that  Mil.b  Tnunan  Aul 
There  came  a  soft  glow  in  the  angel's  heart  and  a  well 
of  tears  to  his  eyes.  For  he  knew  that  the  thn-g 
Mibb  did  was  from  a  l)roken  and  repentant  heart, 
with  no  one  around  to  see,  no  one  to  know,  hecanse 
she  had  lived  and  lost  and  come  at  last  to  know  the 
fullness  of  love. 

One  lone  robin  came  with  shrill  clurps  out  ot  the 
sunset  and  fluttered  for  a  moment  in  a  tall  elm  tree 
that  grew  just  over  the  spilled  stone  wall.  And  as 
she  stood  there  at  the  foot  of  her  cross,  the  robm 
broke  into  song. 

Far  away  down  in  the  next  mowmg  another  bird 

answered. 

The  angel  winged  away  to  carry  a  report  to 
heaven,  leaving  the  two  robuis  pcucefuUy  singmg 
their  vespers. 


CHAPTER  VII 

A  Sort  of  GRAorvTiox  Chapter  in  Which  the 
Medal  of  Honor  Is  Awarded  a.vd  a  Lonely 
Woman's  Tflvrs  Carry  Her  Niivr  to  God. 


Doubtless  it  was  our  report  of  what  had  taken 
phice  in  New  York  tliat  turned  Sam's  tlioughts  back- 
ward that  sunset  as  he  stood  that  halniy  spring 
evening  by  his  open  window. 

"Thirty  year.s  ago  it  took  place,"  he  said.  "To 
think  of  k  T" 

A  husli  of  infinite  peace  hung  over  our  valley.  The 
screaming  color  of  the  west  that  set  a  thousand 
western  windows  ailame,  was  gradually  softening. 
It  was  Wanderlust  time,  that  period  of  tlie  year 
when  the  grass  has  come  green  again  and  the  faint 
odor  of  damp  lilacs  births  sensations  in  the  heart  of  a 
man  that  are  sweet  and  wild  and  sad. 

"I  haven't  been  up  there  in  ten  years,"  he  said. 
"I'm  going  to  walk  up  to  the  old  cabin  to-night  and 
see  what's  left." 

In  the  cool  of  the  evening  the  editor  whose  temples 
were  now  gray,  wended  his  steps  out  School  Street 
and  along  by  the  gas  works  ;  beyond  the  gas  works  to 
the  comity  farm;  beyond  the  county  farm  to  the 
East  Wickford  road  ;  along  the  East  Wickford  roi-;d  ; 
to  the  turning-off  |)lace  up  into  Gold-Piece  Blaisdell's 

Glc!'.. 

As  he  walked  he  could  not  avoid  the  memory  of 
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how  hr  liad  taken  tliat  pathway  in  olluT  yoars,  nor 
thosf  who  walkc.l  with  him  who  had  ^-ono. 

A  thuusaiid  country  scvnls  of  <wcct-tVrn  and  briar 
bloom  and  bk)ssomin^'  kiurck  of  blackbt-rry  vine  and 
checkerberry  and  wikl  appk'.  as>aik'd   his   senses   as 
he  walked  alon^.     And  the  o.lors  wliich  he  had  for- 
gotten  to  notice  sin<'e  he  f)ecame  a  man,  with  the 
cares  and  responsibihties  and   probk-nis   of  a  man, 
brought   back   to  him  now  okl  voices  and  old  faces, 
okl  trysts  and  old    happines.N<'s.      For  a  moment    he 
almost  lurne<l  back,  so  badly  did  the  pain  of  memory 
hurt   him.      Hut    he   was  so  near   now   that    it    was 
foolish  to  turn  back.     Through  the  raspberry  vine 
that  scratched  his  trousers  and    llie   milkweed   that 
left    lint   upon   him,  through   the  grasses   that    were 
damp  and  wetted  his  shoes,  through  the  little  swarms 
of  evening  insects  that  lifted  and  fell  in  the  evening 
air,  he  went  lorwartl, 

"The  brush  has  grown  up  high,"  lie  said.  "The 
path  is  almost  gone." 

The  Glen  was  darkeiied  when  at  last  he  left  the  tall 
rank  grass  and  undergrowth  and  .•5aw  before  him  the 
ghostly  outlines  of  the  cabin. 

"ItV  not  fallen  in  yet,"  he  observed.  "But  how 
hoary  and  griz/,le<l  everything  seems." 

lie  surveyed  the  dilapidated  old  cabin  for  a  long 
time  before  venturing  near.  It  had  been  a  well- 
built  "abin.  The  hemlock  logs  had  stood  the  frosts 
of  winter  and  the  rains  of  sununer.  The  roof  was 
fallen  in  at  a  corner;  the  windows  were  gone.  Half 
the  chinmey  had  been  carried  down  and  the  door 
hung  by  a  rusty  hinge.  Everywhere  were  the  marks 
of  the  sharp  teeth  of  the  hedgehogs.  But  still  it  was 
the  same  old  structure  around  whose  fireplace  thost 
companions  had  gathered  after  that  tired  day  back 
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over  the  years.  And  a  t-hoke  canic  in  the  editor's 
throat  and  a  nameless  hunger  grew  deep  and  nian- 
ghng  in  his  heart. 

Then  as  he  stood  there  looking  at  it,  he  saw  a  ghost  ! 
The  ghost  of  Mihh  Henderson  stepped  from  that 
doorway,  not  the  Mlljb  of  that  far-away  lujliday  — 
but  a  Mibb  whose  face  was  furrowed  with  sorrow, 
whose  hair  was  iron  gray. 

He  wanted  to  run.  He  wanted  to  cry  out.  But 
he  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  in  terror. 

And  the  ghost  of  Mibb  Henderson  spoke  to  him. 

"Sa.n,"  it  cried,  "Sam  Hod!  Oh,  Gawd!  Is  it 
you,  Sam  ?     Is  it  you  .'" 

"Yes,  —  it's  me,  Mibb,"  he  replied  in  a  voice  he 
did  not  recognize  as  his. 

"Oh,  Sam,  I'm  glad  you've  come;  I  couldn't  go 
back  alone.     I'd  have  given  out  along  the  way." 

And  Sam  saw  it  was  not  Mibb's  ghost.  It  wa.s 
Mibb  Henderson  herself  and  she  was  just  a  broken- 
down,  sorrow-laden,  repentant  and  suffering  old 
woman,  —  sufferiiig  with  memories  as  he  was  suf- 
fering. 

"\Yhy  did  you  come  up  here,  Mibb?"  he  asked. 

"  I  had  to  come,  Sam.     I  had  to  come." 

"So  did  I,"  he  said. 

After  a  time  he  found  himself  in  the  cabin  with 
her. 

"Let's  light  a  fire,  Mibb,"  he  said.  "Let's  light 
a  fire  from  the  rubbish  and  see  how  the  old  place 
looks." 

Deer  hunters  who  had  probably  occupied  the  place 
the  season  before  had  left  ample  wood  piled  beside 
the  fireplace.  There  were  old  p'ipers  scattered  about. 
IL  wuh  ilie  work  ui  a  inomeni  for  Sam  io  make  a  place 
in  the  cold  dead  ashes.     He  touched  a  match  to  the 
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paper  under  the  wood  whieli  lie  had  piled.  It  luirned 
blue  at  first  and  tlu'U  i)lazed  up. 

A  few  niinutos  after  the  cahui  was  warm  and  till(>d 
with  weird  and  rosy  li^'ht.  Silently  he  swun^'  a  box 
over,  and  Mibl),  Kidherinj?  her  noisy  silken  under- 
skirts about  her  ankles,  sat  down  upon  it.  He  found 
u  similar  box  for  himself.  He  poked  the  tire  once  or 
twiee.  It  made  tpieer  shadows  of  the  two  on  the  wall 
behind;  queerer  shadows  of  the  cuts  and  jo^s  and 
corners. 

"How    long    has    it    been,    Mibb;     thirty    years 

ago .'' 

"Thirty  years  ago,"  she  said  in  a  whisper;  "thirty 
years  ago  to-night." 

"To-night!" 

She  looked  at  him  in  sad  surprise. 

"Surely  to-night,"  she  confirmed.  "Why,  that's 
why  I  came  !     Didn't  you  ?  " 

"I'd  forgotten  just  what  month  and  day  it  was, 
Mibb.  I  only  remember  it  was  in  the  late  spring. 
"We  were  on  a  picnic  in  return  for  the  play  we  gave 
that  year  at  the  Opera  House  ! 

"They  sat  over  thiTC  on  that  wall  settle,  in  the 
shadow,'  afterward.  It's  there  yet !  I  can  see  them, 
Mibb  —  "     The  editor's  voice  wavered. 

"And  Harriet  is  dead  these  eleven  years  !  " 

"  And  Dick  ?  The  last  I  heard  of  him  he  was  richer 
than  Croesus  and  lonelier  than  Job  in  his  affliction, 
living  down  in  Boston  — "  Mabel  shut  her  lips 
suddenly  hard,  pitifully  hard. 

Silence  for  a  time.  The  fire  crackled  and  blazed 
and  drove  the  damp  from  the  musty  old  place.  Sam 
poked  it  with  his  crooked  stick  to  give  his  hands 
something  to  do. 

"And  I  sat  about  where  you're  sitting,"   Mibb 
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went  on. 

"1  was 

on  t'le  flt)or 

willi  my  head  against 

Ilcrl.'s  k 

1  ^* 

ici's  ! 

More  > 

ilciicc ;  longer  silence 

this  lime. 

"I  saw 

Dick  l{ol»i(ison  [\\v 

1)1  her  night,"  declared 

tlic  woiii; 

m.     "IK 

cleaned  up 

a  million,  looks  like  a 

niatiiit'c 

idol,    aiK 

1        and        1 

ic\s   a   woman-hall  r." 

She  laughed  a  Iritle  hitlerly. 

"Folks  around  here  said  you  were  going  to  marry 
him  a  while  ago,  Milth." 

"Em  nol  worthy  of  him;  Em  not  worthy  of  any 
man,  Sam.     Thai's  why  tlu*  wedding  was  called  off." 

Sam  raised  his  heavy  hrows  (|uickly  in  surprise. 
This  was  surely  a  different  Mihh  from  the  old  days,  a 
Mihl)  who  would  dec-lare  herself  unworthy  of  a  man, 
any  man.     But  he  said  nothing. 

"And  you,  Sam,  I  can  see  you  and  Alice  leaning 
against  the  masonry  there  on  the  left  corner.  Have 
you  ever  stopyx'd  to  think,  Sam,  that  you  and  Alice 
were  the  oidy  two  out  of  all  that  crowd  who  married 
and  lived  happily  ever  since." 

"There  was  —  there  was  —  Jack  and  Mary  Purse," 
suggested  the  editor. 

"Don't  let's  talk  about  them,  Sam  ;  it  hurts." 

After  a  time  Sam  said  : 

"Thirt»>en  young  folks,  typically  American  young 
folks,  on  a  soft  spring  night,  off  in  the  woods  after 
May  flowers.  They  group  around  it,  lo'. ..is  and 
sweethearts,  and  they  sing  old  love  songs  and  tell 
yarns  and  watch  the  pictures  in  the  flames. 

"And  fh(^  talk  drifts  around  to  the  happiness  of  the 
moment,  of  the  threshold  of  life  wdiere  they  all  stand, 
healthy  young  mortals,  rejoicing  in  their  youth  and 
strength  as  a  strong  man  to  run  a  race.  And 
iaugiiHigiy  Olie  TiiKCS  <t  ^ui(i  j^Kcc  iroin  liio  pocKeL 
and   makes  a  proposition :    They  are  to  bury   the 
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goKJ  piece  hcncatli  Uic  iMJirtlistonc.  iniscr-fashion. 
Throiij^li  tilt'  ycjirs  of  their  liff-ondrax or  it  i>.  to  lie 
thtTc.  And  wlit'ii  liiirt,\-  years  have  (iowti,  if  th<-y  be 
alive,  llii-y  are  to  <li^'  that  coin  up  and  it  is  to  he 
medal  of  honor  for  the  one  who  has  made  his  life  the 
most   successful." 

Again  the  woman  shivered.  Rut  it  was  not  cold. 
The  editor  went  on  : 

"We  won't  go  through  the  careers  of  those  tnirteen 
young  f(jlk>;  we  know  them  too  well,  Mibh.  But 
thirty  vears  have  Mown,  six  of  flujse  hovs  and 
girls  have  gone  to  their  graves.  Of  the  seven  living, 
two  have  amassed  fortunes  —  " 

"Which  isn't  the  measure  of  success  at  all,  Sam." 

*' Vou  thought  it  was  once.  Mihh." 

"I've  learned  differently.  Sam."  she  replied 
quietly. 

"Then  you  think  they  can  be  eliminated?" 

"They  can  l)e  eliminated,"  slu-  said  sadly. 

Sam  poked  tlu-  fire  several  times. 

"Mibb,"  he  said  softly  at  length,  "tell  me,  to  whom 
does  the  medal  of  honor  belong?" 

She  turned  her  worn  countenance  to  liim  then.  In 
a  soft,  soft  voice  she  said  : 

"I  think  we  know  —  to  whom  it  belongs,  Sam." 

The  editor  felt  in  his  pocket  for  a  cigar.  He 
lighted  it  in  an  ocean  of  time.  He  got  it  going 
comfortably.  He  took  it  from  lus  mouth  and  studied 
its  ash. 

'I  think  w'e  do,"  he  said. 

'Shall  we  dig  it  up,  Mibb  ?"  he  asked. 

'I  don't  suj)pose  any  one  ever  will,  if  we  do  not.'* 

Sam  Hod  i)roduced  liis  penknife.     He  dug  away 

liie  uii'l  i>s    liie  iigiii  ol  tiiv  liViiig  luiulen. 

"It  is  here,  Mibb,"  he  said  reverently. 
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riuicr  llu-  heart  li  Itiick  \v;;s  .  jutid  the  cavity.  In 
the  cavity  lay  Dick  Itoliinson's  ina*ch-safe.  'I'hirty 
year>  it  ha<i  liid  in  thai  hox  that  was  eaten  with 
rust.  For  when  Sam  >h(jok  if,  the  tinkle  came 
inside  it. 

"Sam  I"  cried  Ihe  W(jman  with  u  sob,  "oh,  Sam, 
we've  commilted  a  siierile^*' I' 

The  woman  broke  down  and  cobbed. 

'I'hey  went  lunne  Mriiler  the  soft  sjjrin^  moonlif^ht. 
It  seemed  stranj,'e  to  think,  as  they  (juitted  ihiA  glen, 
that  the  same  moon  had  li<fhted  the  way  of  that 
happy,  carefree  li^dit  hearted  party  thirty  years 
before.  Tlu-y  went  home  in  silence,  the  man  lu-lpin^ 
the  woman  over  the  difhcnlt  {)laces.  They  went  out 
of  the  (den,  out  of  the  tr\>linf^  place  of  other, 
better  and  brighter  and  happier  days,  back  along  the 
country  road  and  liie  brook  and  the  streets  into  town. 

"To  think,  Mibb,"  said  Sam  when  they  were 
almost  up  in  the  l)usiness  section  again,  "tnat  you 
and  I,  out  of  all  that  party,  should  be  the  ones  to  dig 
up  that  gol<l  piece." 

The  woman  did  not  reply.     Her  heart  was  too  full. 

"I'll  give  it  to  her.  to-night.  Sam,"  she  promised. 
"I'm  going  up  there,  now.  I've  got  to  go.  I've  got 
to  see  Mary.  Sam  —  Sam  —  my  heart  is  broken. 
And  I've  got   to  let   Mary  know  that  it's  broken." 

The  editor  understood. 

"Good  night.  Mil)!),"  he  said.  "And  perhaps  it 
would  helj)  you  a  little  bit  to  know  that  I  don't  think 
half  as  much  ill  of  you,  after  being  up  there  in  that 
cabin  with  you,  as  I  might  have  thouglit  if  I  had  not 
seen  —  what  I  have." 

"Good  night,"  she  whispered. 

The  editor  went  into  iiis  t)ttice. 

The  woman  went  over  to  the  hotel  and  got  the  bag 
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that  Jiad  hern  l(>ft  thtTc.  Thru  sju'  went  to  Aunt 
Juli'.  Farrin<,'ton's  liou.-c  whicli  slic  knew  so  wri!,  at 
the  corner  of  Pine  and  Wahuit  streets,  —  the  house 
that  looked  like  a  picture  out  of  yesterday  with  its 
iron  fences  and  old-fashioni'd  posy  heds  and  terra 
cotta  statue  in  tli"  yard. 

There  was  a  iit^dit  burning'  in  the  hall  as  Afihb  went 
up.     She  puUed  the  old-fasliioned  1)(>11  and  waited. 

Aunt  Mary  Purst-  liersilf  answered  that  hell.  She 
came  to  the  door  with  a  red-yarn  shawl  over  her  fi.iil 
shoulders.  Slie  '...d  been  paekin^f  for  the  <>poehal 
trip  abroad  on  I  lie  coming  Th.;rsday  with  her  son. 

"Mary,  Mary  Purse,  can  1  come  in  .^"  b<<ff,'ed  the 
woman  outside  in  !he  dark.  "It's  me,  Mary;  it's 
Mabel  Henderson." 

A  quarter-hour  later  tliey  sat  in  the  little  front 
parlor  of  the  Farrington  home,  the  parlor  with  its 
antique  nielodeon  and  its  whatnot  filled  with  Aunt 
Julia's  daguerreotypes,  and  its  life-sized  picture  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  and  Avith  John  Farrington's  big 
cavalry  sword  standing  in  a  corner. 

Mary  Purse,  onlv  five  vears  the  older  but  lookinir 
twenty,  sat  in  a  round-backed  horsehair  chair.  On 
the  floor  at  her  feet  with  her  poor,  addled,  weary 
head  on  the  okh-r  woman's  lap.  sat  Mil)b  Ilcmderson, 
the  girl  who  would  "take  Iht  chances"  with  riches. 
And  she  was  sobbing  out  her  heart.  As  that  great 
emotion  possessed  her,  the  gnarhnl  beautiful  hands  of 
our  lady  compositor  of  years  in  the  Telegraph  office 
smoothed  h(T  hair  and  soothed  her  feverish  forehead. 

"Oh,  if  yon  only  hated  me,  Mary,"  she  moaiud, 
"if  you'd  only  fought  me,  danmed  me.  killed  me,  if 
you'd  even  rebuked  me  one  little  bit.  it  would  have 
been  so  much  easier  to  bear  now.     But  you  look  it 
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sweetly  and  nobly  and  horc  if  somehow ;  and  yon 
never  held  it  against  nie.  \'()u  never  let  it  show 
when  I  eanie  aronnd  so  snipi)ily.  throwing  your 
poverty  in  your  lace;  taunting  you  with  the  load 
you  were  under;  showing  how  base  and  contemptible 
I  was  and  how  low  I  had  fallen.  If  you'd  only 
done  it,  Mary,  if  you  only  had  !  " 

"I  couldn't,  Mibb,"  Aunt  Mary  said.  "I  knew 
you  couldn't  help  it.  You  didn't  do  it  to  be  mean; 
you  were  thoughtless,  that's  all.  There's  lots  of 
thoughtless  folks  in  the  world.  Mibb.  We  want  to 
be  patient  with  't-m  and  help  'em;  most  of  'em  see 
their  errors  in  time  and  so  it  all  comes  out  right  in  the 
end." 

Dumltly,  piteoudy  11h>  woman  of  the  world  who 
had  lost  her  moorings  at  last  clung  to  the  other  as  the 
only  Alsatia  to  which  lo  bring  her  tired  soul.  And 
true  to  the  great  nobh'  woman  soul  and  the  mother- 
heart  that  was  in  her  and  the  saint  her  troubles  and 
struggles  had  made  her,  she  found  that  sister  ready 
and  willing  to  forgive  and  help  and  comfort  and  in- 
spire and  smooth  away  all  care.  Freely  the  Henderson 
woman"s  tears  flowed,  and  by  those  tears  got  as  near 
to  God  as  it  was  possible  for  her  to  get  in  earthly  life. 

Aunt  Mary  forgave  her ;  forgave  her  for  the  cruel 
jests  and  stabbing  taunts;  forgave  her  for  flaunting 
the  prostituted  finery  before  her  when  her  heart  was 
breaking  w'th  her  poverty  and  load  •  forgave  her  for 
all  of  these  and  took  her  in  and  fed  her  soul  with 
kindness  and  wrapped  her  in  her  great  big  mother- 
heart  of  eternal  sympathy,  —  which  is  the  blessed- 
ness of  womankind  above  all  other  divinity,  and  which 
is  the  high  road  to  p<'ace. 

Verily  Aunt  Mary  Purse  deserved  the  gold  piece. 

We  think  so. 


CHAPTER   VIII 

A  Great  Ship  Stkai.s  oit  of  a  Harbor  and  Over 
THE  Skyline,  Out  of  the  Homel.v.\d  and  Into 
THE  Soul. 

For  thirty-five  yoars  now,  we  have  published  this 
little  local  paper.     I'erhaps  we  may  !)e  .si)are(l  to  keep 
it   goinf,'  for  another  (iuarl(>r-feiitury ;   siuli    things 
have  happened.     Or  perhaps  jiisf   to-morrow,  as  we 
sit  writing  our  briefs  and  our  editorials,  our  four  and 
five-line  l)its  of  pal)ulum  about  the  out-of-town  visi- 
tors  with    us.    the    sales    of    new   automobiles,    the 
recoveries  from  the  sick  list,  who  has  a  newly  painted 
fence  and  who  drove  into  town  yesterday  with  a  load 
of  potatoes —  anything'  and   everything'   which   will 
put  people's   names  in   print,  and   please   them  and 
make  them  buy  copies  so  we  can  sell  our  advertising 
space  —  perhaps   a   soft    hand    will    be   laid   on   our 
shoulders,  we  may  look  up  a  trifle  f)ewilderedly  to  see 
who  stands  there;  and  we  may  behold  a  stranger,  — 
yet  a  stranger  who  knows  us  well,  who  has  come  to 
guide  us  to  th(>  land  of  our  missing  children,  who  shall 
stoop  over,    lake  our   blue   i)encil.    write   "Thirty" 
beneath  th"  it(  nis  of  t!ie  pag(>  on  which  we  are  work- 
ing, and  bid  us  follow. 

When  that  time  comes  we  shall  not  be  afraid  to  go, 
we  say,  because  we  have  seen  (Jod  in  the  faces  and 
souls  of  the  ordinary  men  and  women  about  us. 
Although  the  curriculum  of  our  earthly  education 
has  been  a  mystery  at  times  and  in  many  strange 
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turnings  in  tl.e  i(,ng  lane  of  living,  although  we  have 
j^rieved  often  at  the  pied  skein  we  have  made  of  our 
ives  because  \v(>  have  not  })een  giv(>n  to  see  the  reason 
Or  the  apparent  snarl  ami  tangle  of  it  all,  we  tln'nk 
how  'veary  fio.l  must  be  looking  down  on  the  world 
and  ..atclung  the  inicjuities  of  those  whose  education 
rs  yet  niconiplete,  and  we  are  cheered  and  at  peace 
for    .t    the    Ahnighty    has    the    ,,atience    and    the 
oplunisni  to  keep  the  old  world  going  in  spite  of  the 
grievous  short-comings  of  many  folk  in  manv  places 
things  are  not  so  bad  as  tiiey  seem  and  alfmust  be 
well  with  most  of  us  in  the  end. 

True  to  lii..  agreement.  Tom  Purse  did  take  his 
mother  away  for  a  rest.  -  a  rest  that  meant  more 
than  a  cessation  of  bodily  labor.  It  was  a  rest  of  the 
soul  and  the  spirit  in  tlie  companionship  of  the  man- 
child  she  ha.l  reared,  which  companionship  in  the 
«truggh.  o    hie  thus  far  Jiad  sonieliow  been  denied  her 

When  she  had  recovered  and  was  strong  again,  it 
was  Fred  who  arranged  the  finances;  the  sons  who 
had  been  only  human  in  forgetting  the  loneliness  of 
the  mother-heart  who  had  given  so  much  for  them 
^aw  her  start  off  with  Tom.     ThougJi  in  vears  it  was' 
but   a   .short    time  ago,  yet   it    was   in  tiiose  far-off 
pleasan    ages  beOre  the  scourge  of  war  had  blighted 
the  world,  that   Tom  started  with  his  mother  on  her 
great   vacation   to   thos(>  far-away   lands   that   only 
exist  for  most  New  England  motliers  in   books  or 
dreams. 

There  came  a  morning  when  Aunt  Marv  was  helped 

by  her  son  across  the  gangplank  of  a  great  steam.Iiip. 

Ihe  last  good-bys  weiv  said  by  the  bo^•s  who  were  all 

there  to  see  her  off.     The  smallest  details  had  been 

arranged.     Nothing    lay    ahead    but    the    unspoiled 
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Wond(Tlan(|  <>(  \hv  OI.j  \\or|,|       \,,n  ■       , 

'» ;'"■  "-;■" " ^.. ,:  i,;.n'-  :'^',  n.  t"\ 

ami  inirnc(    a  poor  ,„.-„i,.,.  f      i  ,  •     ^^^nni 

enjoviiKMit  rcu.iKl    and 

drawn  on  l,„ar,l.     Sloulv  (J„.  Ifm  '•  vsers 

^m-at  laxy  nu.nster  fro      i,      ,,      ''    ."'-^  '^"''^"'  '''^" 

ijrrU  h...  f  fl     t    V'/^"»''<-»   'o"'*-'!   confusion.     Ti.e 
^riat  Doat  tloat('(     arl  icr  iiul  f..r.ti,  ,/ 

".■ition.     Tin-    t„..s      iL        ,  "'.'l"'-^^'''l  "I  .■vi'.y 

«-ek..r.s   Iook„K  t;  1  o,"   .^  "     i '    ,"■'"''■"""    "«"'- 

au.an  -  or ;':.,'::';:  /I  ;x';.',;';;:,;"/,;|;--  «';;^.t  i.'v.-- 

or.V.     Bui  ,vl,,,l  of  tl,"  =;':-,"'■'■'•  ""b-  :>  m.„.- 

i-i  n,„,,..  H„s;r.,;,„;::;i';;'"  '"^'  ■^™'  '"-^  »"•  »*» 

Ahead  of  l,er  were  «.vo,;  >von,I,.  d.ys,  -days  of 
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qn:ct  —  ,!;,y,s   of   infinite   pcncv  ~  dnxs   of  rest    i.ii.J 
nu.-r>,„„  ;,„.i  a  l;,yin<;  aside  at  last  of  life's  burdens 
N-ven  .lays,  indeed,  wit  I.  the  trailing',  furling  smoke, 
tlio  enieraM  ^reen  of  tlie   mountains  of  water    the' 
inipromj.tu  rainbows,  tlie  -ulls  that  knew  no  home 
).v   [he  ever-roekin^r  ,,,,,1],.  of  the  dcrp,   tlie  spray 
from  tJie  swells  and  tlie  foam  from  tlie  prow;  sevek 
*inys    will,    the   swin^'   and    the   swish    tlirou^]!    the 
hours;    seven    afternoons    to    sit    lazilv    upon    the 
comfortable  chairs  of  the  deck  and  send  ],er  dream 
cargoes  off  homeward  into  tJie  blood-red  sunset    tliat 
was^settm-  for  us  too,  at  the  same  lime,  bark  home 
in   New   Ell-land,     .^even   mVhts  for  the  engine   to 
sing  h,-r  to  sleep  with  its  sobbing  aiui  the  melancholy 
double-strokes   of   the    bells   to   mark  o(f   the  great 
eternity   of   time   and    horizon,    when    the   distance 
.slii)ped  away,  past  the  eye  and  into  the  soul,  and 
each  low-hung  sun  on  tlie  rim  of  tlie  world  created 
a    shadow-sJiip    that    kept    th(«ni    convov    into    the 
mysterious  de{)rlis  of  the  night. 

_  She  stoo.l  by  the  rail  of  Hie  gei  My  swaying  vessel 
m  the  late  evening.  And  Tom  came  and  stood  bv 
her  side. 

"Havin'  a  good  time,  mother.^"  he  asked  cheerily. 

But  s]ie  couLi  not  rei)ly. 

It  meant  sometliing  to  her  —  this  "  Goir.g  Abroad." 
bhe  had  indeed  paid  for  her  passage. 

"Mother,  r  was  just  going  through  my  black  suit 
to  have  the  boy  i)ress  it  when  I  came  across  a  letter 
a  woman  gave  me  for  you  two  nights  after  you 
knuckled  under  and  we  thought  you  were  goingr  to 
eave  us.  Sh-  wanted  to  see  you  but  we  wouldn't 
let  her  in.  She  went  off  and  returned  with  this 
envelope.  Maybe  you  ought  to  open  it.  It  miglit 
be  something  important." 
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There  were  many  li^'lit.'i  on  deck.  Tom  led  his 
mother  to  !ier  steamer  chair  and  sh<>  ^ot  her  ^'la.ss(\>. 
She  tore  open  the  envel(>pe.  Two  pajx-rs  eame  out. 
One  was  crumpled  and  wrinkled  with  lon^  keej)in^. 
Tlie  other  was  a  hloteliy  ktter  hut  recently  written. 
She  read  the  la^t  first. 


Deah  ^Iary  : 

I  heard  Thomas  Joshua  speak  at  the  Tahernacle 
to-night  and  some  of  the  things  he  said  hurt  me 
badly.  Vou  have  six  like  Tom.  I  haven't  ev<'n  one. 
It  ought  to  seem  unfair  hut  it  isn't,  ^'ou  paid  the 
price  for  them.  I  refused.  It's  a  i)retty  s((uare 
world  after  all.  We  get  just  about  what  we 
deserve. 

I  may  not  see  you  again,  Mary.  But  for  the  sake 
of  my  soui  1  want  to  say  something  for  the  man  I 
sent  to  the  bad.  I  want  some  one  bt'sides  me  to 
a])preciate  him.  When  I  went  through  his  things 
after  he  disap[)eared  twenty  odd  years  ago,  I  found 
the  enclosure.  I  didn't  say  anything  about  it  at  the 
time.  Mean  and  dirty  like  I  was,  I  intended  to  keep 
i^ .  and  trot  it  out  to  lord  it  over  you  and  make  you 
feel  bad.  I  don't  send  it  in  that  spirit  now.  I  send 
it  for  a  square  deal  for  Herbert  —  some  sort  of  poor 
compensation. 

(iood-by,  Mary  Purse.  I  won't  say  God  Bless  You 
for  that  is  superfluous.  He  has  done  that  already  and 
amply.  I  say,  pray  God  for  me,  —  a  lonely  woman. 
My  cup  of  sorrow  and  remorse  is  very  very  full. 

Mabel  Hexderson. 

Mary's  old  hand  trem})led  a  bit  as  she  slowly 
lowered  the  letter.  Wonderingly,  she  picked  up  the 
enclosure  from  her  black-silk  lap. 

It  was  plainly  a  receij)t  for  money  paid.  Across 
the  top  in  big  type  were  the  names  : 
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PITS,   in'LIX(J.    DONOVAN   & 

WILIOV.    Attrncys. 

Chicago,  III. 

And  on  the  face  of  tlie  receipt  was  the  information 

Received  of  Herbert  Truman,  Paris.  Vt.,  —  $()000 
for  transfer  to  Airs.  John  Purse,  under  terms  and 
conchlions  sptcified  in  correspon(U'nce,  Jan.  17lh  to 
IVIay  loth  inchisive.  puri)orling  to  come  from  estate 
of  hite  Jo.-,iuh  Wood,  Bankrupt.  Less  usual  connnis- 
sions. 

For  the  partnership, 

A.    V.    WiLEV. 

The  import  of  tlie  document  dawnec'  upon  lier. 
With  some  of  her  oldtime  vigor,  Mary  sprang  from 
tlie  chair.  She  went  to  the  railing.  She  stood  there 
with  her  eyes  turned  hack  over  the  sea  toward  home. 

Herb  Truman  had  been  responsible  for  that 
legacy ! 

The  ship  swung  softly  from  side  to  side.  From 
down  on  tlie  surface  of  the  waters  came  tlie  ceaseless 
swasli  of  the  spray.  Pedestrians  paced  the  deck. 
From  somewli(>re  far  up  forward  an  orcliestra  was 
playing  dreamy  music. 

But  of  these  things  Mary  Purse  took  no  note. 

The  moon  came  up  after  a  time,  and  made  a  fantas- 
tic dreamy  place  of  the  infinite  wastes  of  water. 
I^)vers  lauglied  in  the  shadowed  nooks  and  corners. 
The  black  smoke  from  the  funnels  trailed  off  to  the 
distances  like  a  cloud  of  unleashed  black  pliantoms. 

Her  thoughts  were  back  in  New  England  where  the 
peaceful  dream-time  of  the  summer  night  was  upon 
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tlio  landscape  and  llio  cnckcls  wm-  clKM-piiiK  down 
ill  the  n.ots,  of  [\iv  ra^'gcd  lilacs. 

And  lure,  with  licr  lack-lustre  eyes  fixed  on 
unspeakable  solitude,  let  ns  li-ave  her.  Let  us  leave 
her  and  ^o  haek  to  our  labors  and  oiu-  town  and  news- 
paper and  the  ordinary  two-le->;cd  men  and  women 
who  remain.  Let  ns  hid  her  farewell  and  see  ht>r  sail 
away  in  the  path  of  the  moonli-ht,  ealliuK  "Bon 
Voyage"  to  her,  I  rust  in^' that  the  tim(>  may  come  soon 
when  we  may  join  the  familiar  faces  and  hear  aj^'ain 
the  familiar  voices  with  her  in  the  (Ireat  I'orl  where 
storm-tossed   humanity  conies  safely   to  harbor  at 

last. 

For  some  day,  ])lease  God,  it  >hall  come  our  turn 
also  to  embark  upon  a  journey.  —  lo  take  a  ship  and 
sail  away  for  the  Port  of  Mi>sin^'  Faces.  Then  like 
^lary  Purse,  as  she  draws  s(jftly  out  of  our  hearts  and 
out  of  our  story,  we  will  become  one  with  the  thou- 
sands of  souls  on  the  boscmi  of  tlie  Infinite;  we  too 
will  be  a  flash  of  pho.'^phorus  washed  on  the  evening 
billows. 
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